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f  ^  CanttrlmrB  f alts. 


THE  SBCOUNDE  NONNES  TALE. 

[This  tale,  except  the  opening  address  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
is  literally  translated  from  the  Legenda  Aurea,  a  collection 
of  treatises  on  the  festivals  of  the  Church,  written  by  Jacobus 
a  Voragine,  Archbishop  of  Genoa,  in  the  latter  end  of  the 
thirteenth  century.  The  custom  of  collecting  the  Acts  of 
the  Martyrs — that  is,  the  accounts  of  their  martyrdom, — and 
reading  them  aloud  in  the  Church  on  the  anniversary  of 
their  death,  for  the  encouragement  of  the  faithful,  was  very 
early  introduced.  The  Acts  of  the  Martyrdom  of  JPolycarp, 
Bishop  of  Ephesus,  and  a  Disciple  of  the  Apostle  John, 
who  suffered  a.d.  168,  have  come  down  to  us  in  this  shape, 
and  are  much  esteemed  by  divines  of  the  Church  of  England, 
as  the  earliest  authentic  ecclesiastical  record  after  the  Acts 
of  the  Apostles.  See  Bingham's  Antiquities,  book  xiii.  c.  9. 
Saint  Cecilia  probably  suffered  in  the  reign  of  Alexander 
Severus,  in  the  third  century,  as  stated  in  her  life.  The  acts 
of  her  martyrdom  bear  many  internal  evidences  of  authen- 
ticity, though  disfigured  by  the  false  taste  of  the  ecclesiastical 
rhetoricians  of  the  fourth  and  fifth  centuries,  who  probably 
introduced  the  miraculous  circumstances  and  the  dialogue 
between  her  and  the  praetor,  just  as  Sallust  and  Robertson  put 
imaginary  speeches  into  the  mouths  of  Catiline  and  Columbus. 
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6  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 

Of  Chaucer's  accuracy  in  the  delineation  of  the  condition 
and  habits  of  the  early  Christians,  the  catacombs  still  remain, 
unimpeachable  witnesses.  These  subterranean  sepulchres,  or 
'seyntes  buriels,'  as  they  are  called  in  the  tale,  were  the 
refuge  of  the  early  Church  of  Rome,  with  its  chief  Bishop 
Urban.  Here,  among  the  refuse  of  the  people,  the  fax 
Romuli,  was  concocted  that  mighty  conspiracy  against  the 
established  religion,  which  the  philosophers  and  statesmen  of 
Rome  hardly  knew  whether  to  scorn  or  to  fear.  From  its 
ghastly  dwelling  among  the  bones  of  the  dead  it  occasionally 
emerged  to  gather  its  proselytes  from  the  slave-gang,  the 
senate,  and  the  palace  of  Caesar ;  until  at  length  the  patriots, 
the  upholders  of  the  political  religion,  under  whose  auspices 
Rome  had  gathered  her  laurels  both  in  literature  and  arms, 
found  themselves  in  a  small  but  respectable  minority ;  while 
the  despised  conspiracy  had  literally,  as  well  as  metaphorically, 
cut  the  ground  from  under  their  feet.  From  the  moment 
when  Christianity  became  a  moving  power  in  the  state,  the 
Roman  nationality  crumbled  to  pieces,  superseded  by  the  more 
comprehensive  bond  of  Christian  brotherhood.  Of  this  tale, 
the  language  and  versification,  the  only  elements  that  properly 
belong  to  Chaucer,  are  marked  with  his  usual  force  and  pathos.] 

rPHE  minister  and  the  norice  unto  vices, 

-*-   Which  that  men  clepe  in  Englisch  ydelnesse, 

The  porter  at  the  gates  is  of  delicis; 

To  eschiewe,  and  by  her  contrary  hire  oppresse, 

That  is  to  say,  by  leful  besynesse, 

Wei  oughte  we  to  do  al  oure  entente, 

Lest  that  the  fend  thurgh  ydelnesse  us  hente.1 

For  he  that  with  his  thousand  cordes  slye 
Contimielly  us  wayteth  to  byclappe, 
Whan  he  may  man  in  ydelnes  espye, 


1  The  opening  stanzas  against  idleness  are  taken  from  Jehan  da 
Viernay'8  introduction  to  his  French  translation  of  the  LegendaAurea;  [th« 
rest  is  from  the  original  Latin.— W.  W.  S.] 
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THE   SECOUNDE  NONXE8  TALE.  7 

He  can  so  lightly  cacche  him  in  his  trappe, 
Til  that  a  man  be  hent  right  by  the  lappe, 
He  is  nought  ware  the  fend  hath  him  in  honde; 
"Wei  onghte  we  wirche,  and  ydelnes  withstonde. 

And  though  men  dredde  never  for  to  deye, 
Yet  seen  men  wel  by  resoun  douteles, 
That  ydelnes  is  rote  of  sloggardye, 
Of  which  ther  cometh  never  good  encres; 
And  sin  that  slouth  hem1  holdeth  in  a  lees, 
Oonly  to  sleep,  and  for  to  ete  and  drynke, 
And  to  devoure  al  that  other  swynke.- 

And  for  to  put  us  from  such  ydelnes, 
That  cause  is  of  so  gret  confusioun, 
I  have  her  doon  my  faithful  busynes 
After  the  legende  in  translacioun 
Bight  of  this  glorious  lif  and  passioun. 
Thou  with  thi  garlond,  wrought  with  rose  and  lylye,* 
The  mene  I,  mayde  and  martir  Cecilie; 

And  thou,  that  flour  of  virgines  art  alle, 
Of  whom  that  Bernard8  lust  so  wel  to  write, 
To  the  at  my  bygynnyng  first  I  calle; 
Thou  comfort  of  us  wrecches,  do  me  endite 
Thy  maydenes  deth,  that  wan  thurgh  hire  merite 


1  Hem  is  adopted  from  Tyrwhitt  as  better  than  ft*,  the  reading  of 
the  Hart.  MS. 

8  Symbolical  of  her  bloody  martyrdom  and  virgin  parity.  Thus  in 
the  metrical  Life  of  St.  Werburgh,  by  Bradshawe,  a  Benedictine  of  the 
sixteenth  century : — 

*  Vyrgyn8  them  folowed,  crowned  with  the  lUy, 
Among  whom  our  Lady  chefe  president  was ; 
Some  crowned  with  rosea  for  their  great  victory.9 

3  Saint  Bernard's  great  work  is  a  series  of  eloquent  discourses  on  the 
Song  of  Solomon,  which  he  interprets  as  prophetic  of  the  incarnation 
of  God  the  Son,  the  Bride  being  the  blessed  Virgin.  She  is  said  to 
have  appeared  to  him  in  a  vision,  while  he  was  engaged  in  the  compo- 
sition of  these  discourses,  and,  in  answer  to  his  prayer,  Monstra  te  esse 
matrem,  to  have  refreshed  his  emaciated  frame  with  nourishment 
drawn  from  her  bosom.  This  allegory  forms  the  subject  of  a  very 
beautiful  woodcut  prefixed  to  his  Life  in  Jehan  de  Vignay't  Legende 
Dor4e,  and  of  MuriUo's  celebrated  picture. 
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THE   CANTERBURY   TALES. 

Theternal  lif,  and  of  the  feend  victorio, 
As  man  may  after  reden  in  hir  storie. 

Thou  mayde  and  moder,  doughter  of  thi  sone, 
Thow  welle  of  mercy,  synful  soules  cure, 
In  whom  that  God  of  bountes  chees  to  wone; 
Thou  humble  and  heyh  over  every  creature, 
Thow  nobelest  so  ferforth  oure  nature, 
That  no  disdeyn  the  maker  had  of  kynde 
His  sone  in. blood  and  fleissh  to  clothe  and  wynde.1 

Withinne  the  cloyster  of  thi  blisful  aydes, 
Took  mannes  schap  the  eternal  love  and  pees, 
That  of  the  trine  compas  lord  and  guyde  is, 
Whom  erthe,  and  see,  and  heven  out  of  relees* 
Ay  herien;  and  thou,  virgine  wemmeles, 
Bar  of  thy  body,  and  dwellest  mayden  pure, 
The  creatour  of  every  creature. 

'Assembled  is  in  the  magnificence 
"With  mercy,  goodnes,  and  with  such  pitee, 
That  thou,  that  art  the  soune  of  excellence, 
Not  oonly  helpist  hem  that  prayen  the, 
But  often  tyme  of  thy  benignite 
Ful  frely,  er  that  men  thin  help  biseche. 
Thou  gost  biforn,  and  art  her  lyfes  leche. 

Now  help,  thou  meke  and  blisful  faire  mayde, 
Me  nemed  wrecche,  in  this  desert  of  galle; 
Thenk  on  the  womman  Cananee,4  that  sayde 
That  whelpes  ete  some  of  the  crommes  alle 
That  from  her  lordes  table  ben  i-falle; 


1  The  same  thought  occurs  in  the  hymn  of  St.  Ambrose,  called  the 
Te  Deum.  '  When  thou  tookest  upon  thee  to  deliver  man,  thou  didst 
not  abhor  the  Virgin's  womb/ 

3  All  the  best  MSS.  concur  in  this  reading,  and  therefore  I  have 
followed  them,  though  I  confess  that  I  do  not  clearly  understand  the 
phrase ;  unless  perhaps  it  mean,  without  release ;  without  being  ever 
released  from  their  duty. — T.  Without  rekea  would  seem  to  signify 
without  ceasing,  sans  relais. 

3  Tyrwhitt  remarks  a  similarity  between  this  stanza  and  the  fourth 
stanza  of  The  Prioresses  Tale. 

«  Harl.  MS.,  Canace.    Matt,  xv 
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And  though  that  I,  unworthy  sone1  of  Eve, 
Be  synful,  yet  accepte  my  bileve. 

And  for  that  faith  is  deth  withouten  werkis,8 
So  for  to  werken  give  me  witt  and  space, 
That  I  be  quit  fro  thennes  that  most  derk  is; 
O  thou,  that  art  so  fair  and  fill  of  grace, 
Be  myn  advocat  in  that  hihe  place, 
Ther  as  withouten  ende  is  songe  Osanne, 
Thou  Cristes  moder,  doughter  deere  of  Anne. 

And  of  thi  light  my  soule  in  prisoun  light, 
That  troubled  is  by  the  contagioun 
Of  my  body,  and  also  by  the  wight 
Of  everich  lust  and  fals  affeccioun; 
O  heven  of  refuyt,8  o  salvacioun 
Of  hem  that  ben  in  sorwe  and  in  destresse, 
Now  help,  for  to  my  werk  I  wil  me  dresse. 

Yet  pray  I  you  that  reden  that  I  write, 
Forgeve  me,  that  I  doo  no  diligence 
This  ilke  story  subtilly  to  endite. 
For  bothe  have  I  the  wordes  and  sentence 
Of  him,*  that  at  the  seintes  reverence 
The  story  wroot,  and  folwen  hir  legende, 
And  pray  yow  that  ye  wol  my  werk  amende. 

First  wol  I  yow  the  name  of  seint  Cecilie6 
Expoune,  as  men  may  in  hir  story  se; 
It  is  to  say  on  Englisch;-  hevenes  lilie, 
For  pure  chastenesse  of  virginite; 
Or  for  sche  witnesse  hadde  of  honeste 


1  The  Nun  is  here  made  to  call  herself  a  aon  of  Eve,  an  oversight  which 
indicates  that  this  tale  was  originally  intended  for  a  separate  piece.  [Chau- 
cer himself  mentions  the  *  Lyf  of  Seint  Cecile '  as  a  separate  work  in  the 
prologue  to  his  Legende  of  Goode  Women.    See  vol.  iii.  p.  ah — W.  W.  S.] 

2  James  ii.  17.     *  Haven  of  refuge.     *  Jacobus  a  Voragine.  See  In  trod. 

5  Prefixed  to  each  of  the  treatises  in  the  Legenda  Awrea  is  an  explana- 
tion of  the  name  of  the  festival  or  of  the  Saint,  in  the  manner  of  the  Jew- 
ish cabala.  In  this  process  of '  torturing  one  poor  word  ten  thousand 
ways,*  Cecilia  is  first  supposed  to  be  derived  from  Ccett  litta,  the  Itly 
of  heaven,  next  from  Cceci  via,  a  teacher  of  the  blind,  and  then  from 
Cohan  and  Aoos  the  people,  as  being  the  heaven  of  the  people  of  God. 
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10  THE  CAOTEBBUBY  TALES. 

And  grene  of  conscience,  and  of  good  fame 
The  soote  savour,  lilie  was  her  name. 

Or  Cecile  is  to  say,  the  way  of  blynde, 
For  sche  ensample  was  by  way  of  techyng; 
Or  elles  Cecily,  as  I  writen  fynde, 
Is  joyned  by  a  maner  conjoynynge 
Of  heven  and  lya,  and  here  in  figurynge 
The  heven  is  sette  for  thought  of  holynesse, 
And  lya,  for  hir  lastyng  besynesse. 

Cecili  may  eek  be  seyd  in  this  manere, 
Wantyng  of  blyndnes,  for  hir  grete  light 
Of  sapience,  and  of  thilke  thewes  cleere. 
Or  elles  lo,  this  maydenes  name  bright 
Of  heven  and  leos  comes,  for  which  by  right 
Men  might  hir  wel  the  heven  of  peple  calle, 
Ensample  of  goode  and  wise  werkes  alle. 

For  leos  peple  in  Englissh  is  to  say ; 
And  right  as  men  may  in  the  heven  see 
The  sonne  and  moone,  and  sterres  every  way, 
Bight  so  men  gostly  in  this  mayden  free 
Seen  of  faith  the  magnanimite, 
And  eek  the  clernes  hool  of  sapience, 
And  sondry  werkes,  bright  of  excellence. 

And  right  so  as  these  philosofres  wryte, 
That  heven  is  swyfb  and  round,  and  eek  brennynge, 
Bight  so  was  faire  Cecily  the  whyte 
Ful  swyft  and  besy  ever  in  good  werkynge, 
And  round  and  hool  in  good  perseverynge, 
And  brennyng  ever  in  charite  ful  bright ; 
Now  have  I  yow  declared  what  sche  Eight. 
A     This  mayden  bright  Cecilie,  as  hir  lyf  saith, 
Was  comen  of  Bomayns  and  of  noble  kynde, 
And  from  hir  cradel  fostred  in  the  faith 
Of  Crist,  and  bar  his  Gospel  in  hir  mynde ; 
Sche  never  cessed,  as  I  writen  fynde, 
Of  hire  prayer,  and  God  to  love  and  drede, 
Byaeching  him  to  kepe  hir  maydenhede,1 

1  See  toI.  i.  p.  ao7,  note  a. 
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And  whan  this  mayde  schuld  unto  a  man 
Y-wedded  be,  that  was  ful  yong  of  age, 
Which  that  i-cleped  was  Valirian, 
And  day  was  comen  of  hir  mariage, 
Sche  ful  devout  and  humble  in  hir  currage, 
Under  hir  robe  of  gold,  that  sat  ful  faire, 
Hadde  next  hir  fleissh  i-clad  hir  in  an  heire. 

And  whil  the  organs  made  melodie, 
To  God  alloon  in  herte  thus  sang  sche ; 
'  O  Lord,  my  soule  and  eek  my  body  gye 
TJnwemmed,  lest  that  I  confounded  be.' 
And  for  his  love  that  deyd  upon  a  tre, 
Every  secound  or  thridde  day  sche  faste, 
Ay  biddyng  in  hire  orisouns  ful  faste. 

The  nyght  cam,  and  to  bedde  most  sche  goon 
With  hir  housbond,  as  oft  is  the  manere, 
And  prively  to  him  sche  sayde  anoon ; 
'  O  swete  and  wel  biloved  spouse  deere, 
Ther  is  a  counaeil,  and  ye  wold  it  heere, 
Which  that  right  fayn  I  wold  unto  you  saye, 
So  that  ye  swere  ye  schul  it  not  bywraye.' 

Valirian  gan  fast  unto  hir  swere, 
That  for  no  caas  ne  thing  that  mighte  be, 
He  scholde  never  mo  bywreye  hire; 
And  thanne  at  erst  thus  to  him  sayde  sche ; 
'  I  have  an  aungel  which  that  loveth  me, 
That  with  gret  love,  wher  so  I  wake  or  slepe, 
Is  redy  ay  my  body  for  to  kepe ; 

'  And  if  that  he  may  felen,  out  of  drede,1 
That  ye  me  touche  or  love  in  vilonye, 
He  right  anoon  wil  sle  yon  with  the  dede, 
And  in  youre  youthe  thus  schulde  ye  dye. 
And  if  that  ye  in  clene  love  me  gye, 
He  wol  yow  love  as  me,  for  your  clennesse, 
And  schewe  to  you  his  joye  and  his  brightnesses 


1  In  Harl.  US.  this  line  it  omitted,  and  the  next  begins,  If  ye  mA 
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12    .  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 

Valirian,  corrected  as  God  wolde, 
Answerde  agayn :  '  If  I  schal  truste  the^ 
Let  me  that  aungel  se,  and  him  biholde; 
And  if  that  it  a  verray  aungel  be, 
Than  wol  I  doon  as  thou  hast  prayed  me; 
And  if  thou  love  another  man,  forsothe 
Eight  with  this  swerd  than  wol  I  slee  you  bothe.' 

Cecilie  answerd  anoon  right  in  this  wise ; 
'  If  that  yow  list,  the  aungel  schul  ye  see, 
So  that  ye  trowe  on  Crist,  and  you  baptise; 
Goth  forth  to  Via  Apia,'  quod  sche, 
'  That  fro  this  toun  ne  stant  but  myles  thre, 
And  to  the  pore1  folkes  that  ther  duelle 
Saith  hem  right  thus,  as  that  I  schal  you  telle. 

'  Tell  hem,  I  Cecilie  yow  unto  hem  sent, 
To  schewen  yow  the  good  Urban  the  olde, 
For  secre  needes,  and  for  good  entente ; 
And  whan  that  ye  seint  Urban2  han  byholde, 
Tel  him  the  wordes  which  that  I  to  yow  tolde; 
And  whan  that  he  hath  purged8  you  fro  synne, 
Than  schul  ye  se  that  aungel  er  ye  twynne.'      A_ 

Valirian  is  to  the  place  y-goon, 
And  right  as  him  was  taught  by  his  lernynge, 
He  fond  this  holy  old  Urban  anoon 
Among  the  seyntes  buriels  lotynge  ;* 
And  he  anoon  withoute  taryinge 
Did  his  message,  and  whan  that  he  it  tolde, 
Urban  for  joye  his  handes  gan  upholde. 

The  teres  from  his  eyghen  let  he  falle ; 
'  Almyghty  Lord,  O  Jhesu  Crist,'  quod  he, 
'  Sower  of  chaste  counseil,  herde  of  us  alle, 


1  The  Christian  religion  was  first,  in  almost  all  instances,  reoeiyed 
by  the  poor  and  unlearned,  a  fact  foretold,  but  furnishing  much  sub- 
ject of  vituperation  to  its  adversaries. 

3  See  Introduction.  3  Scil.,  by  baptism. 

4  Lonting  is  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  lutein  or  lutian,  to  lie  hid.  The 
historical  accuracy  of  representing  Urban  as  lying  hid  in  the  catacombs 
or  '  seyntes  sepulchres,'  gives  an  air  of  authenticity  to  these  acts. 
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The  fruyt  of  thilke  seed  of  chastite 
That  thou  hast  so  we  in  Cecilie,  tak  to  the; 
Loo,  like  a  busy  bee  withouten  gyle 
The  serveth  ay  thin  owne  thral  Cecile. 

'  For  thilke  spouse,  that  sche  took  right  now 
Ful  lyk  a  fers  lyoun,  sche  sendeth  here 
As  meek  as  ever  was  eny  lamb  to  yow.' 
And  with  that  word  anoon  ther  gan  appere 
An  old  man,  clad  in  white  clothes  clere, 
That  had  a  book  with  lettres  of  gold  in  honde, 
And  gan  to-forn  Valirian  to  stonde. 

Valirian,  as  deed,  fyl  doun  for  drede, 
Whan  he  him  say;  and  he  him  up  hente  tho, 
And  on  his  book  right  thus  he  gan  to  rede; 
'  On  Lord,  o  feith,  oon  God  withouten  mo, 
On  Cristendom,  and  oon  fader  of  alle  also, 
Aboven  alle,  and  over  alle  every  where;'1 
This  wordes  al  with  golde  writen  were.2 

Whan  this  was  red,  than  seide  this  olde  man, 

*  Levest  thou  this  thing  or  no  1  say  ye  or  naye.' 
'  I  leve  al  this  thing,'  quod  Valirian, 

*  For  sother  thing  than  this,  I  dare  wel  saye, 
Under  the  heven  no  wight  thenken  maye.' 
Tho  vanysched  the  old  man,  he  nyste  where, 
And  pope  Urban  him  cristened  right  there.' 

Valirian  goth  home,  and  fint  Cecilie 
Withinne  his  chambre  with  an  aungel  stonde. 
This  aungel  had  of  roses  and  of  lilie 


1  This  description  of  the  first  lesson  taught  to  the  catechumen  bears 
the  stamp  of  the  bold  and  simple  dogmatic  teaching  which  the  primi- 
tive church  opposed  to  the  subtle  cavils  of  the  enlightened  heathen. 
It  is  taken  from  Ephes.  iv.,  where  the  &  j8awrt<r/Aa  is  translated  *  on  • 
(».  e.  one), '  Cristendom.' 

2  HarL  MS.,  through  an  inadvertence  easily  accounted  for  by  the 
repetition  of  the  rhyme,  omits  the  seven  lines  beginning  with  this 
line. 

3  The  practice  of  at  once  baptizing  the  catechumen  on  his  assenting 
to  the  true  faith,  as' in  this  instance,  appears  from  Scripture  to  bave 
been  the  mast  ancient. — Acts  viii.  36;  xvi.  33. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


14  THE   CAXTEBBUBY  TALES. 

Corounes  tuo,1  the  which  he  bar  in  honde. 
And  first  to  Cecilie,  as  I  understonde, 
He  gaf  that  oon,  and  after  can  he  take 
That  other  to  Valirian  hir  make. 

*  With  body  clene,  and  with  unwemmed  thought, 
Kepeth  ay  wel  these  corouns  tuo/  quod  he, 
'  Fro  paradys  to  you  I  have  hem  brought, 
Ne  never  moo  ne  schul  they  roten  be, 
Ne  leese  here  swoote  savour,  trusteth  me, 
Ne  never  wight  schal  seen  hem  with  his  ye, 
But  he  be  chast,  and  hate  vilonye.  q    o  \ 

'  And  thou  Valirian,  for  thou  so  soone  ^  ' 

Assentedist  to  good  counseil,  also 
Say  what  the  list,  and  thou  schalt  have  thi  boone.' 
'  I  have  a  brother,'  quod  Valirian  tho, 
'  That  in  this  world  I  love  no  man  so, 
I  pray  yow  that  my  brother  may  have  grace 
To  knowe  the  trouthe,  as  I  doo  in  this  place.' 

The  aungel  sayde,  '  God  liketh  thy  request, 
And  bothe  with  the  palme  of  martirdom 
Ye  schullen  come  unto  his  blisful  feste.' 
And  with  that  word,  Tiburce  his  brother  com. 
And  whan  that  he  the  savour  undernom,* 
Which  that  the  roses  and  the  lilies  cast, 
Withinne  his  hert  he  gan  to  wonder  fast. 

And  sayde,  '  I  wondre  this  tyme  of  the  yer, 
Whennes  this  soote  savour  cometh  so 
Of  rose  and  lilies,  that  I  smelle  her;' 
For  though  I  had  hem  in  myn  hondes  tuo, 
The  savour  might  in  me  no  depper  go. 
The  swete  smel,  that  in  myn  hert  I  fynde, 
Hath  chaunged  me  al  in  another  kynde.' 


1  See  ante,  p.  7,  note  z. 

*  [ *  Perceived  the  went.'    Lat  sensisset  odorem.— W.  W.  S.] 

*  [This  expression  follows  the  peculiar  form  of  the  Latin  text,  •  roseus  bio 
odor  et  lUiorum.'—W.  W.  8.] 
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Valirian  sayde,  i  Tuo  corouns  have  we, 
Snow-whyt  .and  rose-reed,  that  schinen  cleere, 
Whiche  that  thine  eyghen  han  no  might  to  see ; 
And  as  thou  smellest  hem  thurgh  my  prayere, 
So  schalt  thou  seen  hem,  lieve  brothere  deere, 
If  it  so  be  thou  wilt  withouten  slouthe 
Bilieven  aright,  and  knowen  verray  trouthe.' 

Tyburce  answerde,  'Says  thou  thus  to  me 
In  sothenes,  or  in  drem  I  herkne  this?' 
In  drones,'  quod  Valirian,  '  han  we  be 
Unto  this  tyme,  brother  myn,  I  wys ; 
But  now  at  erst  in  trouthe  oure  duellyng  is.* 
1  How  wost  thou  this,'  quod  Tyburce,  '  and  in  what 

wisef 
Quod  Valirian,  '  That  schal  I  the  devyse. 

'  The  aungel  of  God  hath  me  trouthe  y-taught, 
Which  thou  schalt  seen,  if  that  thou  wilt  reneye 
The  ydols,  and  be  clene,  and  elles  nought.' 
(And  of  the  miracles  of  these  corones  tweye 
Seynt  Ambrose  in  his  prefas  list  to  seye ; 
Solempnely  this  noble  doctour  deere 
Comendeth  it,  and  saith  in  this  maneere. 

The  palme  of  martirdom  for  to  receyve, 
Seynt  Cecilie,  fulfilled  of  Goddes  gifte, 
The  world  and  eek  hir  chamber9  gan  sche  weyve; 
Witnes  Tyburces  and  Cecilies  shrifte, 
To  whiche  God  of  his  bounte  wolde  sohifte 
Corounes  tuo,  of  floures  wel  smellynge, 
And  made  his  aungel  home  the  croune  brynge. 

Themayde  hath  brought  this  men  to  blisse  above; 
The  world8  hath  wist  what  it  is  worth  certeyn, 


1  The  elevation  of  thought  and  language  displayed  by  Valerian  after 
hi*  conversion  to  Christianity  is  well  imagined. 

*  She  gave  up  the  world  and  her  chamber,  that  is  marriage.    [The  Latin 
is '  ipsum  mnndum  est  cam  thalamis  exsecrata.' — W.  W.  S.] 

*•  The  world  may  by  this  know  how  great  is  the  worth  of  devotion  to 
chastity. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


16  THE   CANTERBURY   TALES. 

Devocioun  of  chastite  to  love.)1 

Tho  schewed  him  Cecilie  al  open  and  pleyn, 

That  alle  ydoles  nys  but  thing  in  veyn; 

For  thay  ben  doumbe,  and  therto  they  ben  deve, 

And  chargeth  him  his  ydoles  for  to  leve. 

*  Who  so  that  troweth  not  this,  a  best  he  is,' 
Quod  this  Tyburce,  '  if  that  I  schal  not  lye.' 
And  sche  gan  kisse  his  brest  that  herde  this, 
And  was  ful  glad  he  couthe  trouthe  espye; 
*  This  day  I  take  the  for  myn  allye,' 
Sayde  this  blisf ul  faire  mayde  deere ; 
And  after  that  sche  sayde  as  ye  may  heere. 

'  Lo,  right  so  as  the  love  of  Crist,'  quod  sche, 
'  Made  me  thy  brotheres  wyf,  right  in  that  wyse 
Anoon  for  myn  allye  heer  take  I  the, 
Sin  that  thou  wilt  thyne  ydoles  despise. 
Go  with  thi  brother  now  and  the  baptise, 
And  make  the  clene,  so  that  thou  mowe  biholde 
The  aungeles  face,  of  which  thy  brother  tolde.' 

Tyburce  answerde,  and  sayde,  '  Brother  dere, 
First  tel  me  whider  I  schal,  and  to  what  man.' 
'To  whom?'  quod  he,  'com  forth  with  good  cheery 
I  wol  the  lede  unto  the  pope  Urban.' 
'Til  Urban?  brother  myn  Valirian,'  f 

Quod  Tiburce,  '  wilt  thou  me  thider  lede? 
Me  thenketh  that  it  were  a  wonder  dede. 

'  Ne  menist  thou  nat  Urban,'  quod  he  tho, 
'  That  is  so  ofte  dampned  to  the  deed, 
And  woneth  in  halkes*  alway  to  and  fro, 
And  dar  nought  oones  putte  forth  his  heed  ? 
Men  schold  him  brenne  in  a  fuyr  so  reed, 
If  he  were  founde,  or  if  men  might  him  spye, 
And  we  also  to  bere  him  companye. 

1  Tyrwhitt  says  that  this  parenthesis,  which  he  supposes  to  have 
been  interpolated  from  a  gloss  in  the  margin,  is  properly  omitted  in 
Caxton's  translation  of  the  Legtnda  Aurea%  and  thinks  the  same  to  he 
the  case  in  Jehan  de  Vignay's  Legende  Dorie;  but  he  is  mistaken,  fol 
it  is  found  there.  [It  also  occurs  in  the  Latin  version.— W.  W.  8.] 
*  Dwells  in  corners,  meaning  the  catacombs. 
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'And  whil  we  seken  thilke  divinite, 
That  is  i-hyd  in  heven  prively, 
Algate  i-brent  in  this  world  schuld  we  be.' 
To  whom  Cecilie  answerde  boldely,1 
'  Men  mighten  dreden  wel  and  skilfully 
This  lyf  to  lese,  myn  oughne  dere  brother, 
If  this  were  lyvyng  oonly  and  noon  other. 

'  But  ther  is  better  lif  in  other  place, 
That  never  schal  be  lost,  ne  drede  the  nought; 
Which  Goddes  sone  us  tolde  thurgh  his  grace, 
That  fadres  sone  that  alle  thing  hath  wrought; 
And  al  that  wrought  is  with  a  skilful  thought, 
The  gost,  that  from  the  fader  gan  procede, 
Hath  sowled  hem  withouten  eny  drede. 

'  By  word  and  miracle  hihe  Goddes  sone, 
Whan  he  was  in  this  world,  declared  heere, 
That  ther  was  other  lyf  ther  men  may  wone." 
To  whom  answerde  Tyburce,  '  O  suster  deere, 
Ne  seydest  thou  right  now  in  this  manere, 
Ther  nys  but  oon  God,  o  Lord,  in  sothfastnesse, 
And  now  of  thre  how  maystow  bere  witnessed 

'  That  schal  I  telle,'  quod  sche,  '  er  that  I  go. 
Bight  as  a  man  hath  sapiences  thre,3 
Memorie,  engin,  and  intellect  also, 
So  in  oo  being  in  divinite 
Thre  persones  may  ther  right  wel  be.' 
Tho  gan  sche  him  ful  besily  to  preche 
Of  Cristes  come,8  and  of  his  peynes  teche, 

And  many  pointes  of  his  passioun; 
How  Goddes  sone  in  this  world  was  withholde 
To  doon  mankynde  pleyn  remissioun, 


J  Harl.  MS.,  bodyly. 

2  This  must  be  considered  only  as  a  loose  illustration  of  the  mystery 
of  the  Trinity  ;  for  perception,  memory,  and  reason  are  only  different 
powers  or  offices  of  the  same  soul,  and  the  analogous  doctrine  with 
respect  to  the  Trinity  is  Sabellianism. 

3  Tyrwhitt  reads  sonde,  which  would  mean,  *  what  Christ  send*.' 
'Come '  means  here  *  coming.' 

r*  TOL.  DU-  C 
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That  was  i-bounde  in  synne  and  cares  colde. 
Al  this  thing  sche  unto  Tyburce  tolde, 
And  after  this  Tiburce  in  good  entente, 
With  Valirian  to  pope  Urban  he  wente, 

That  thanked  God,  and  with  glad  hert  and  light 
He  cristened  him,  and  made  him  in  that  place 
Parfyt  in  his  lernynge,  Goddes  knyght.1 
And  after  this  Tiburce  gat  such  grace, 
That  every  day  he  say  in  tyme  and  space 
The  aungel  of  God,  and  every  maner  boon©  f 

That  he  God  asked,  it  were  sped  fill  soone.  • 

It  were  ful  hard  by  ordre  for  to  sayne  j 

How  many  wondres  Jesus  for  hem  wroughte;  i 

But  atte  last,  to  tellen  schort  and  playne, 
The  sergeantz  of  the  toun  of  Rome  hem  soughte, 
And  hem  byfbrn  Almache  the  prefect  broughte, 
Which  hem  apposed,  and  knew  alle  here  entente, 
And  to  the  ymage  of  Jubiter  hem  sente; 

And  saide,  '  Who  so  wil  not  sacrifise, 
Swope  of  his  heved,  this  my  sentence  heere.' 
Anoon  these  martires,  that  T  you  devyse, 
Oon  Maximus,  that  was  an  officere 
Of  the  prefectes,  and  his  corniculere,* 
Hem  hent,  and  whan  he  forth  the  seyntes  ladde, 
Him  self  he  wept  for  pite  that  he  hadde. 

Whan  Maximus  had  herd  the  seintes  lore, 
He  gat  him  of  his  tormentoures  leve, 
And  bad  hem  to  .his  hous  withouten  more ; 
And  with  her  preching,  er  that  it  were  eve, 
Thay  gonne  fro  tji'e  tormentoures  to  reve, 
And  fro  Maxim*,  and  fro  his  folk  echoone, 
The  false  faith,  to  trowe  in  God  alloone. 

Cecilie  cam,  whan  it  was  waxen  night, 
With  prestis,  that  hem  cristenid  alle  in  feere; 
And  afterward,  whan  day  was  waxen  light,  • 

*  Knight  means  servant  [Ger.  kneekf].    Tims  in  Wickliffe's  translation 
of  the  Bible,  'Thy  servant  David '  is  rendered  *  Thy  knight  David.* 
*  Had.  MS.  wunceUere,  called prevott  in  the  original. 
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Cecilie  hem  sayde  with  a  ful  stedefast 
'  Now,  Cristes  owne  knyghtes  leef  and 
Cast  al  away  the  werkes  of  derknes, 
And  armith  you  in  armur  of  brightnes 

f  Ye  han  forsothe  y-doon  a  greet  bat* 
Youre  eours  is  doon,  youre  faith  han  j 
Goth  to  the  coroun  of  lyf  that  may  nol 
The  rightful  jugge,  which  that  ye  han 
Schal  geve  it  yow,  as  ye  han  it  deserv( 
And  whan  this  thing  was  sayd,  as  I  d< 
Men  ladde  hem  forth  to  doon  the  sacri 

But  whan  they  were  to  the  place  y-1 
To  telle  schortly  the  conclusioun, 
They  nolde  encense  ne  sacrifice  right  n 
But  on  her  knees  they  setten  hem  ado 
With  humble  hert  and  sad  devocioun, 
And  leften  bothe  her  heedes  in  that  ph 
Here  soules  wenten  to  the  king  of  grac 

This  Maximus,  that  say  this  thing  b 
With  pitous  teeres  tolde  it  anoon  righl 
That  he  here  soules  saugh  to  heven  gl} 
With  aungels,  ful  of  clernes  and  of  lig] 
And  with  his  word  converted  many  a 
For  which  Almachius  dede  him  so  bet< 
With  whippes  of  leed,4  til  he  his  lif  ga: 

Cecilie  him  took,  and  buried  him  an 
By  Tiburce  and  Yalirian  softely, 
Withinne  hire  berieng  place,  under  tin 


1  Rom.  xiii.  2  2,  Tim, 

3  This  was  the  criterion.  The  Christians  were  bro 
of  Jupiter,  or  of  the  Emperor,  and  commanded  to  joi 
by  eating  part  of  it,  or  to  throw  a  few  grains  of  incen; 
in  token  of  worship;  if  they  refused,  they  were  put  to  de 
celebrated  letter  to  Trajan.  Those  who  complied  were 
and  thurijicaii  by  the  canons,  and  were  excluded  froi 
■even  or  ten  years,  or  even  till  their  death,  accordin 
stances  of  their  lapse. — See  Bingham's  Antiquities \  b. 
<  With  a  cat-o'-nine  tails  knotted  with  lead.  [Tl 
plumbatis  tamdiu  cacdi  fecit,'  &C.—W.  W.S.I 
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And  after  this  Almachius  hastily 
Bad  his  ministres  fecchen  openly 
Cecilie,  so  that  sche  might  in  his  presence 
Doon  sacrifice,  and  Jubiter  encense. 

But  they,  converted  at  hir  wise  lore, 
Wepten  ful  sore,  and  gaven  ful  credence 
Unto  hir  word,  and  cryden  more  and  more ; 

*  Crist,  Goddes  sone,  withouten  difference, 
Is  verray  God,  this  is  al  oure  sentence, 
That  hath  so  good  a  servaunt  him  to  serve ; 
Thus  with  oon  vois  we  trowen,  though  we  sterve.' 

Almachius,  that  herd  of  this  doynge, 
Bad  fecchen  Cecilie,  that  he  might  hir  se; 
And  alther-first,  lo,  this  was  his  axinge ; 
'What  maner  womman  art  thou?'  quod  he. 
'  I  am  a  gentil-womman  born,'  quod  sche. 
'  I  axe  the,'  quod  he,  '  though  the  it  greve, 
Of  thi  religioun  and  of  thi  byleve.' 

f  Ye  han  bygonne  your  questioun  folily,' 
Quod  sche,  ' that  wolden  tuo  answers  conclude 
In  oo  demaunde;  ye  axen  lewedly.' 
Almache  answerde  to  that  similitude, 
'  Of  whens  cometh  thin  answering  so  rude? 
'  Of  whens  V  quod  sche,  whan  she  was  i-freyned, 

*  Of  conscience,  and  of  good  faith  unfeyned.' 

Almachius  sayde,  '  Takest  thou  noon  heede 
Of  my  power  V  and  sche  answerde  him  this; 
'  Youre  might,'  quod  sche, '  ful  litel  is  to  drede ; 
For  every  mortal  mannes  power  nys 
But  lyk  a  bladder  ful  of  wynd  I  wis ; 
For  with  a  nedeles  poynt,  whan  it  is  blowe, 
May  al  the  bost  of  it  be  layd  ful  lowe.' 

'  Ful  wrongfully  bygonnest  thou,'  quod  he, 

*  And  yet  in  wrong  is  thy  perseveraunce. 
Wostow  nought  how  oure  mighty  princes  fre 
Han  thus  comaunded  and  maad  ordinaunce, 
That  every  cristen  wight  schal  han  penaunce, 
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But  if  that  he  his  Cristendom  withseye, 
And  goon  al  quyt,  if  he  wil  it  reneye  f 

*  Youre  princes  erre,  as  youre  nobleye  doth,' 
Quod  tho  Cecilie  ;  *  and  with  a  wood  sentence 
Ye  make  us  gulty,  and  it  is  nought  soth ; 
For  ye  that  knowen  wel  oure  innocence, 
Forasmoche  as  we  doon  ay  reverence 
To  Crist,  and  for  we  bere  a  Cristen  name, 
Ye  putten  on  us  a  crim  and  eek  a  blame. 

'  But  we  that  knowen  thilke  name  so 
For  vertuous,  we  may  it  not  withseye.' 
Almache  sayde,  '  Cheese  oon  of  these  tuo, 
Do  sacrifice  or  Cristendom  reneye, 
That  thou  mow  now  eschapen  by  that  weye.' 
At  which  the  holy  blisful  faire  mayde 
Gan  for  to  laughe,  and  to  the  jugge  sayde ; 

i  O  jugge  confus  in  this  nycete, 
Wilt  thou  that  I  refuse  innocence  1 
To  make  me  a  wikked  wight,'  quod  sche. 
'  Lo,  he  dissimuleth  heer  in  audience, 
He  starith  and  woodith  in  his  advertence.' 
To  whom  Almachius  sayde,  '  Unsely  wrecche, 
Ne  wostow  nought  how  fer  my  might  may  stre< 

'  Han  nought  our  mighty  princes  to  me  y-gr 
Ye  bothe  power  and  eek  auctorite 
To  maken  folk  to  deyen  or  to  lyven? 
Why  spekestow  so  proudly  than  to  mef 
'  I  speke  not  but  stedefastly,'  quod  sche, 
'  Nought  proudly,  for  I  say,  as  for  my  syde, 
We  haten  deedly  thilke  vice  of  pryde. 

'  And  if  thou  drede  nought  a  soth  to  heere, 
Than  wol  I  schewe  al  openly  by  right, 
That  thou  hast  maad  a  fill  greet  lesyng  heere. 
Thou  saist,  thy  princes  han  i-give  the  might 
Bothe  for  to  sleen  and  eek  to  quike  a  wight, 
Thou  that  ne  maist  but  oonly  lif  byreve, 
Thou  hast  noon  other  power  ne  no  leve. 
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'  But  thou  maist  sayn,  thi  princes  han  the  makeM 
Minister  of  deth :  for  if  thou  speke  of  moo, 
Thow  liest ;  for  thy  power  is  ful  naked.' 
*  Do  way  thy  lewednes,'  sayd  Almachius  tho, 
'  And  sacrifice  to  oure  goddes,  er  thou  go. 
I  recche  naught  what  wrong  that  thou  me  prpfre, 
For  I  can  sufire  it  as  a  philosophre. 

'  But  thi  Ike  wronges  may  I  not  endure, 
That  thou  spekis  of  oure  goddis  her/  quod  he. 
Cecilie  answered,  *  O  nice  creature, 
Thou  saydest  no  word  sins  thou  spak  to  me, 
That  I  ne  knew  therwith  thy  nicete, 
And  that  thou  were  in  every  maner  wise 
A  lewed  officer,  a  vein  justise. 

'  Ther  lakketh  no  thing  to  thin  outer  eyen 
That  thou  art  blynde;  for  thing  that  we  seen  alle 
That  it  is  stoon,  that  men  may  wel  aspien, 
That  ilke  stoon  a  god  thou  wilt  it  calle. 
I  rede  the,  let  thin  hond  upon  it  falle, 
And  tast  it  wel,  and  stoon  thou  schalt  it  fynde; 
Sith  that  thou  seest  not  with  thin  eyghen  blynde. 

'  It  is  a  schame  that  the  poeple  schal 
So  scorne  the,  and  laughe  at  thi  folye; 
For  comunly  men  woot  it  wel  over  al, 
That  mighty  God  is  in  his  heven  hye; 
And  these  ymages,  wel  thou  mayst  espie, 
To  the  ne  to  hem  self  may  nought  profyte, 
For  in  effect  they  ben  nought  worth  a  myte.' 

Thise  wordes  and  such  other  sayde  sche; 
And  he  wax  wroth,  and  bad  men  schold  hir  lede 
Horn  to  hir  hous;  'And  in  hir  hous,'  quod  he, 
'  Brenne  hir  right  in  a  bath  of  flammes  rede.' 
And  as  he  bad,  right  so  was  doon  the  dede ; 
For  in  a  bath  thay  gonne  hir  faste  schetten, 
And  nyght  and  day  greet  fuyr  they  under  betten. 

The  longe  night,  and  eek  a  day  also, 
For  al  the  fuyr,  and  eek  the  bathes  hete, 
Sche  sat  al  cold,  and  felte  of  it  no  woo, 
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It  made  hir  not  oon  drope  for  to  swete 
But  in  that  bath  hir  lif  sche  moste  lete 
For  he  Almachius,  with  ful  wikke  ente 
To  sleen  hir  in  the  bath  his  sondes  sent 

Thre  strokes  in  the  nek  he  smot  hir  i 
The  tormentour,  but  for  no  maner  chau 
He  might  nought  smyte  hir  faire  necke 
And  for  ther  was  that  tyme  an  ordinau 
That  no  man  scholde  do  man  such  pena 
The  ferthe  strok  to  smyten,  sofbe  or  sort 
This  tormentour  ne  dorste  do  no  more ; 

But  half  deed,  with  hir  nekke  corven 
He  laft  hir  lye,  and  on  his  way  he  went 
The  cristen  folk,  which  that  about  hir  \ 
With  scheetes  han  the  blood  ful  faire  y- 
Thre  dayes  lyved  sche  in  this  torment, 
And  never  cessed  hem  the  faith  to  tech< 
That  sche  had  fostred1  hem,  sche  gan  to 

And  hem  sche  gaf  hir  moebles  and  hii 
And  to  the  pope  Urban  bytook  hem  the 
And  sayd,  '  I  axe  this  of  heven  kyng, 
To  have  respit  thre  dayes  and  no  mo, 
To  recomende  to  yow,  er  that  T  go, 
These  soules  lo,  and  that  I  mighte  do  w 
Heer  of  myn  hous  perpetuelly  a  chirche. 

Seynt  Urban,  with  his  dekenes  privel 
The  body  fette,  and  buried  it  by  nighte 
Among  his  other  seyntes  honestely. 
Hir  hous  the  chirch  of  seynt  Cecily  yit 
Seynt  Urban  halwed  it,  as  he  wel  mighl 
In  which  into  this  day  in  noble  wyse 
Men  doon  to  Crist  and  to  his  seint  servi 


1  Harl  MS.,  suffred.    The  meaning  of  the  text  seems 

preached  to  them  that  faith  in  whioh  she  had  fostered  the 

•  It  is  now  a  church  in  Borne,  and  gives  a  title  to  a  car 
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THE   PROLOGE   OF   THE   CHANOUNES   YEMAN.1 

WHAN  ended  was  the  lif  of  seynt  Cecile, 
Er  we  fully  had  riden  fyve  myle, 
At  Boughtoun  under  Blee  us  gan  atake 
A  man,  that  clothed  was  in  clothes  blake,* 
And  under  that  he  had  a  whit  surplice, 
His  hakeney,  that  was  a  pomely  grice, 
So  swete,  that  it  wonder  was  to  se, 
It  semed  he  hadde  priked  myles  thre. 
The  hors  eek  that  his  Yeman  rood  upon, 
So  swette,  that  unnethes  might  he  goon. 

1  This  prologue  and  tale  come  before  The  MaxmcipUs  in  Tyrwhitt'a 
edition ;  and  that  arrangement  certainly  agrees  better  with  the  fact 
mentioned  in  the  opening,  that  the  pilgrims  were  now  at  Boughton- 
nnder-Blee,  five  miles  on  the  London  side  of  Canterbury.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  makes  the  incident  of  their  being  overtaken  by  the 
Chanoun  and  his  Yeman,  who  are  represented  as  having  seen  them 
leave  their  hostelry  in  the  morning,  still  more  improbable.  To  recon- 
cile these  difficulties  Tyrwhitt  proposes  two  hypotheses.  First,  that 
The  Aonnes  Tale  was  intended  by  Chaucer  to  be  the  first  on  the 
return  from  Canterbury.  Thus,  the  Chanoun  might  well  have  over- 
taken them  at  Boughtbn,  after  having  galloped  in  pursuit  of  them 
from  Canterbury.  But  this  is  inconsistent  with  the  words  of  the  Yeman, 
who,  in  his  prologue,  speaks  as  if  riding  towards  Canterbury.  Secondly, 
Tyrwhitt  supposes  that  the  pilgrims  lay  upon  the  road,  and  that  The 
Nonnes  Tale  was  the  first  of  the  second  day's  journey ;  *  but,'  he  adds, 
'  if  they  lay  only  five  miles  from  Boughton,  I  do  not  see  how  they 
could  spend  the  whole  second  day  till  evening'  (as  it  appears  from  the 
prologue  to  The  Persones  Tale  they  did)  *  in  travelling  from  thence  to 
Canterbury.'  (The  latter  difficulty  is  not  very  great,  as  it  may  be  supposed 
that  having  a  short  day's  work  before  them  they  went  slowly,  or  halted 
upon  the  way.  It  is  more  consistent  with  probability  and  with  allusions 
in  the  poems  to  assume  that  they  spent  several  days  upon  the  road,  and 
that  all  the  Tales  were  told  upon  the  journey  to  Canterbury.  This 
necessitates  a  certain  amount  of  transposition ;  but  the  order  in  the  MSS. 
already  varies.    See  the  Scheme  below,  pp.  J5I-J540 

2  The  idea  of  making  the  cathedral  clergy  live  together  in  common 
under  a  certain  rule,  which  was  a  compromise  between  the  strictness  of 
the  monastic  and  the  freedom  of  the  secular  life,  appears  to  have 
originated  with  St.  Augustin,  {Aug.  Serm.  49,  de  Diversis,)  and  was 
generally  adopted  throughout  the  Western  Church.  The  canons, 
being  all  clergymen,  wore  a  surplice,  that  is,  a  short  linen  garment 
without  sleeves,  and  over  this  a  black  cloak  with  a  hood,  as  here 
indicated. 
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Aboute  the  peytrel  stood  the  foom  ful  hye, 

He  was  of  foom  as  flekked  as  a  pye.1 

A  male  tweyfold  on  his  croper  lay, 

It  seined  that  he  caried  litel  array, 

Al  light  for  somer  rood  this  worthy  man. 

And  in  myn  herte  wondren  I  bigan 

What  that  he  was,  til  that  I  understood, 

How  that  his  cloke  was  sowed  unto  his  hood;* 

For  which  whan  I  long  had  avysed  me, 

I  demed  him  som  chanoun  for  to  be. 

His  hat  heng  at  his  bak  doun  by  a  laas, 

For  he  had  riden  more  than  trot  or  paas, 

He  had  i-pryked  lik  as  he  were  wood. 

A  cloote-leef  he  had  under  his  hood 

For  swoot,  and  for  to  kepe  his  heed  from  heto. 

But  it  was  joye  for  to  se  him  swete; 

His  forhed  dropped  as  a  stillatorie 

Were  ful  of  plantayn  and  of  peritorie.4 

And  whanne  that  he  was  com,  he  gan  to  crie, 

'  God  save,'  quod  he,  '  this  joly  compaignye ! 

Fast  have  I  priked,'  quod  he,  '  for  your  sake, 

Bycause  that  I  wolde  you  atake, 

To  ryden  in  this  mery  companye.' 

His  Yeman  eek  was  ful  of  curtesye, 
Ajid  seid,  '  Sires,  now  in  the  morwe  tyde 
Out  of  your  ostelry  I  saugh  you  ryde,* 
And  warned  heer  my  lord  and  soverayn, 
Which  that  to  ryden  with  yow  is  ful  fayn, 
For  his  desport ;  he  loveth  daliaunce.' 
*  Frend,  for  thy  warnyng  God  geve  the  good  chaunce, 
Sayde  oure  Host,  '  for  certes  it  wolde  seme 
Thy  lord  were  wys,  and  so  I  may  wel  deme; 

1  He  was  so  spotted  with  foam  that  he  looked  like  a  magpie. 
8  See  ante,  p  *4,  note  z. 

3  He  had  placed  a  leaf  of  the  burdock  between  his  hood  and  his 
head  to  preserve  his  hood  from  sweat,  and  because  of  the  heat,  to  keep 
his  head  cool. 

4  These  were  herbs  which  were  distilled  for  medical  purposes. 

*  See  onto,  p.  34,  note  1. 
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He  is  ful  jocound  also  dar  I  leye ; 

Can  he  ought1  telle  a  mery  tale  or  tweye, 

With  which  he  glade  may  this  companyef 

'  Who,  sire?  my  lord?   Ye,  ye,  withoute  lye, 
He  can  of  merthe  and  eek  of  jolite 
Not  but  y-nough ;  also,  sir,  trusteth  me, 
And  ye  him  knewe  as  wel  as  do  I,1 
Ye  wolde  wonder  how  wel  and  thriftily 
He  couthe  werke,  and  that  in  sondry  wise. 
He  hath  take  on  him  many  sondry  emprise, 
Which  were  ful  hard  for  eny  that  is  heere 
To  bringe  aboute,  but  thay  of  him  it  leere. 
As  homely  as  he  ryt  amonges  yow, 
If  ye  him  knewe,  it  wolde  be  your  prow; 
Ye  nolde  nought  for-gon  his  acqueyntaunce 
For  moche  good,  I  dar  lay  in  balaunce 
Al  that  I  have  in  my  possessioun. 

He  is  a  man  of  heigh  discressioun,  j 

I  warne  yow  wel,  he  is  a  passyng  man.'  1 

*  Wel/  quod  our  Oost,  *  I  pray  the,  tel  me  than, 
Is  he  a  clerk,  or  noon  ?  tell  what  he  is.' 
'  Nay,  he  is  gretter  than  a  clerk  I  wis,' 
Sayde  this  Yeman,  '  and  in  wordes  fewe, 
Ost,  of  his  craft  somwhat  I  wil  you  schewe. 
I  say,  my  lord  can  such  a  subtilite, 
(But  al  his  craft  ye  may  nought  wite  of  me, 
And  somwhat  helpe  I  yit  to  his  worchynge), 
That  al  this  ground  on  which  we  ben  ridynge 
Til  that  we  comen  to  Caunterbury  toun, 
He  couthe  al  clene  turnen  up  so  doun, 
And  pave  it  al  of  silver  and  of  gold.' 

And  whan  this  Yeman  hadde  thus  i-told 

i  Ought  seems  here  to  have  a  sort  of  interrogative  power,  as  if  he  had  said, 
'  Can  your  master  by  any  chance  tell  a  tale  or  two?'   See  vol.  i.  p.  302,  note  1. 

2  This  line  appears  to  be  an  example  of  the  emphatic  word  I  at  the 
end  of  a  line,  occupying  the  place  of  an  iambus;  unless  it  be  preferred 
to  sound  the  final  e  of  knewe,  which  would  be  contrary  to  the  rule,  very 
generally  observed,  of  eliding  a  final  e  before  a  vowel.  [In  this  case,  the 
final  e  is  preserved  by  caesura.— W.  W.  SJ 
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Unto  oure  Oost,  he  seyde,  'Benedicitel 
This  thing  is  wonder  merveylous  to  me, 
Syn  that  this  lord  is  of  so  heigh  prudence, 
Bycause  of  which  men  schuld  him  reverence, 
That  of  his  worschip  rekketh  he  so  lite; 
His  over  slop  it  is  not  worth  a  myte 
As  in  effect  to  him,  so  mot  I  go; 
It  is  al  bawdy  and  to-tore  also. 
Why  is  thi  lord  so  slottisch,  I  the  preye, 
And  is  of  power  better  clothis  to  beye, 
Tf  that  his  dede  accorde  with  thy  speche? 
Telle  me  that,  and  that  I  the  biseche.' 

'  Why?'  quod  this  Yeman,  *  wherto  axe  ye  me? 
God  help  me  so,  for  he  sohal  never  the, 
(But  I  wol  nought  avowe  what  I  say, 
And  therfor  kep  it  secre  I  yow  pray) 
He  is  to  wys  in  faith,  as  I  bileve. 
Thing  that  is  over-don,  it  wil  nought  preve 
Aright,  as  clerkes  sein,1  it  is  a  vice ; 
Wherfore  in  that  I  holde  him  lewed  and  nyce. 
For  whan  a  man  hath  over-greet  a  witte, 
Ful  ofte  him  happeth  to  mysusen  itte; 
So  doth  my  lord,  and  that  me  greveth  sore. 
God  it  amende,  I  can  say  now  nomore.' 
'  Therof  no  fors,  good  Yeman,'  quod  oure  Ost, 
'  Syn  of  the  connyng  of  thi  lord  thou  wost, 
Tel  how  he  doth,  I  pray  the  hertily, 
Sin  that  he  is  so  crafty  and  so  sly. 
Wher  dwellen  ye,  if  it  to  telle  heV* 
'  In  the  subarbes  of  a  toun,'  quod  he, 
*  Lurking  in  hirnes  and  in  lanes  blynde, 
Wher  as  these  robbours  and  these  theves  by  kynde 
Holden  here  prive  ferful  residence,8 
As  thay  that  dor  nought  schewen  her  presence; 


1  An  allusion  to  the  proverb,  ne  quidnimte. 

3  If  it  be  to  be  told. 

*  This  line  has  all  the  oharacter  of  Shakespeare. 
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So  faren  we,  if  I  schal  say  the  sothe.' 

'  Now,'  quod  oure  Ost,  '  yit  let  me  talke  to  the; 

Why  artow  so  discoloured  on  thy  face?' 

'  Peter !'  quod  he,  *  God  give  it  harde  grace, 

I  am  so  used  the  fuyr  to  blowe, 

That  it  hath  chaunged  my  colour  I  trowe; 

I  am  not  wont  in  no  mirour  to  prie, 

But  swynke  sore,  and  lerne  to  multiplie. 

We  blondren  ever,  and  pouren  in  the  fuyr, 

And  for  al  that  we  faile  of  oure  desir, 

For  ever  we  lack  en  oure  conclusioun. 

To  moche  folk  we  ben  illusioun, 

And  borwe  gold,  be  it  a  pound  or  tuo, 

Or  ten  or  twelve,  or  many  sommes  mo, 

And  make  hem  wenen  atte  leste  weye, 

That  of  a  pound  we  conne  make  tweye. 

Yit  is  it  faJs;  and  ay  we  han  good  hope. 

Tt  for  to  doon,  and  after  it  we  grope. 

But  that  science  is  so  fer  us  biforn, 

We  mowen  nought,  although  we  had  it  sworn, 

It  overtake,  it  slyt  away  so  fast; 

It  wol  us  make  beggers  atte  last' 

Whil  this  Yeman  was  thus  in  his  talkyng, 
This  Chanoun  drough  him  ner  and  herd  al  thing 
Which  that  this  Yiman  spak,  for  suspeccioun 
Of  mennes  speche  ever  hadde  this  Chanoun ; 
For  Catoun1  saith,  that  he  that  gulty  is, 
Demeth  al  thing  be  spoke  of  him,  I  wis; 
By  cause8  of  that  he  gan  so  neigh  to  drawe 
His  Yeman,  that  he  herde  al  his  sawe; 
And  thus  he  sayd  unto  his  Yeman  tho; 
'Hold  now  thi  pees,  and  spek  no  wordes  mo; 

1  This  precept  of  Cato  is  in  lib.  i.  dist.  17 : — 

*  Ne  cures  si  quia  tacito  sermone  loquatur ; 
Conscius  ipse  sibi  de  se  putat  omnia  dici.' — T. 

s  Here  we  find  that  the  original  form  of  the  conjunction  because  was 
the  substantive  cause,  with  the  preposition  by. 
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For  if  thou  do,  thou  schaJt  it  deere  abye : 
Thow  sclaundrest  me  here  in  this  companye, 
And  eek  discoverest  that  thou  schuldest  hide.* 

*  Ye,'  quod  oure  Ost,  '  tel  on,  what  so  bytyde; 
Of  alle  this  thretyng  recche  the  nought  a  my te.' 
'  In  faith/  quod  he,  '  no  more  do  I  but  lite.' 
And  whan  this  Chanoun  seih  it  wold  not  be, 
But  his  Yeman  wold  telle  his  privete, 

He  fledde  away  for  verray  sorwe  and  schame. 

*  A !'  quod  the  Yeman,  'her  schal  arise  game; 
Al  that  I  can  anoon  now  wol  I  telle, 

Sin  he  is  goon ;  the  foule  feend  him  quelle ! 
For  never  herafter  wol  I  with  him  meete 
For  peny  ne  for  pound,  I  wol  byheete. 
He  that  me  broughte  first  unto  that  game, 
Er  that  he  deye,  sorwe  have  he  and  schame ! 
For  it  is  ernest1  to  me,  by  my  faith; 
That  fele  I  wel,  what  so  eny  man  saith  ; 
And  yet  for  al  my  smert,  and  al  my  gree£ 
For  al  my  sorwe,  and  labour,  and  mescheef, 
I  couthe  never  leve  it  in  no  wise. 
Now  wolde  God  my  wyt  mighte  suffise 
To  tellen  al  that  longeth  to  that  art ; 
But  natheles,  yet  wil  I  telle  yow  part; 
Sin  that  my  lord  is  goon,  I  wol  nought  spare, 
Such  thing  as  that  I  knowe,  I  wol  declare." 

*  With  this  Chanoun  I  duelled  have  seven  yer, 
And  of  his  science  am  I  never  the  ner; 
Al  that  I  hadde,  I  have  lost  therby, 
And  God  wot,  so  hath  many  mo  than  I. 
Ther  I  was  wont  to  be  right  freisch  and  gay 
Of  clothing,  and  of  other  good  array, 


1  The  Yeman  first  calls  the  endeavour  to  transmute  metals  a  game, 
ind  then  adds,  it  is  ernest,  that  is,  it  has  been  a  serious  thing,  to  me. 

3  In  Tyrwhitt's  edition  the  prologue  ends  here,  and  the  tale  is  made 
to  begin  with  the  words,  'With  this  chanoun  I  duelled  have  seven 
yer/ 
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Now  may  I  were  an  hose1  upon  myn  heed; 

And  where  my  colour  was  bothe  freissch  and  reed, 

Now  it  is  wan,  and  of  a  leden  hewe, 

(Who  so  it  useth,  sore  schal  he  rewe) ; 

And  of  my  swynk  yet  blended  is  myn  ye; 

Lo !  such  avauntage  it  is  to  multiplie  !* 

That  slydynge  science  had  me  made  so  bare, 

That  I  have  no  good,  wher  that  ever  I  fare; 

And  yit  I  am  endetted  so  therby 

Of  gold,  that  I  have  borwed  trewely, 

That  whil  I  lyve  schal  I  quite  never; 

Let  every  man  be  war  by  me  for  ever. 

What  maner  man  that  casteth  him  therto, 

If  he  continue,  I  holde  his  thrift  i-do; 

So  help  me  God,  therby  schal  he  not  wynne, 

But  empte  his  purs,  and  make  his  wittes  thynne. 

And  whan  he,  thurgh  his  madnes  and  folye, 

Hath  lost  his  owne  good  in  jeupardie,8 

Than  he  exciteth  other  men  therto, 

To  lesse  her  good,  as  he  himself  hath  do. 

For  unto  schrewes  joy  it  is  and  ese 

To  have  here  felawes  in  peyne  and  desese. 

Thus  was  I  oones  lerned  of  a  clerk ; 

Of  that  no  charge;  I  wol  speke  of  oure  werk. 

Whan  we  ben  ther  as  we  sohul  exercise 

Oure  elvyssh  craft,  we  seme  wonder  wyse, 

»  He  was  obliged  to  wear  a  stocking  on  his  bead,  because  he  could  not 
afford  a  hood. 

s  This  line  consists  of  eleven  syllables,  and  may  be  scanned : — 
*  L6  such  |  avauntage  |  It  is  |  tfi  mill  |  tlplieV 
Avauntage  being  pronounced  as  French.     [But  the  best  MSS.  omit  it. 
-W.W.S.] 

8  A  jeu  parti  is  properly  a  game  in  which  the  chances  are  exactly 
even.  See  Froissart,  vol.  i.  c.  a  34.  * Us  n'estoient  pas  a  jeu  parti 
contre  les  Francois.'  From  hence  it  signifies  anything  uncertain  or 
hazardous.  In  the  old  French  poetry  the  discussion  of  a  problem, 
where  much  might  be  said  on  both  sides  was  called  &  jeu  parti.  See 
Pomes  du  Roy  de  Navarre,  Chanson  xlviii.,  and  Glossary ',  in  v.  See 
also  Du  Cange,  in  v.  jocu*  partitus. — T.  For  some  particular*  concern- 
ing the  Jeux-partia,  the  reader  may  be  also  referred  to  the  Introduction 
to  The  court  of  Love,  vol.  iv.  p.  262. 
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Oure  termes  ben  so  clergeal  and  queynte.1 

I  blowe  the  fuyr  til  that  myn  herte  feynte. 

What  schulde  I  telle  ech  proporcioun 

Of  thinges  which  that  we  werke  up  and  doun, 

As  on  fyve  or  six  ounces,  may  wel  be, 

Of  silver,  or  som  other  quantite? 

And  besy  me  to  telle  yow  the  names, 

As  orpiment,  brent  bones,  yren  squames, 

That  into  poudre  grounden  ben  fill  smal? 

And  in  an  erthen  pot  how  put  is  al, 

And  salt  y-put  in,  and  also  paupere, 

Biforn  these  poudres  that  I  speke  of  heere, 

And  wel  i-covered  with  a  lamp  of  glasl 

And  of  moche  other  thing  what  that  ther  wast 

And  of  the  pot  and  glas  enlutyng,8 

That  of  the  aier  mighte  passe  no  thing? 

And  of  the  esy  fuyr,  and  smert  also, 

Which  that  was  maad?  and  of  the  care  and  wo, 

That  we  hadde  in  oure  matiers  sublymynge, 

And  in  amalgamynge,  and  calcenynge 

Of  quyksilver,  y-clept  mercury  crude? 

For  alle  oure  sleightes  we  can  nought  conclude. 

Oure  orpiment,  and  sublyment  merourie, 

Oure  grounde  litarge  eek  in  the  porfurye, 

Of  ech  of  these  of  ounces  a  certayn 

Nat  helpeth  us,  oure  labour  is  in  vayn. 

Ne  eek  oure  spirites  ascencioun, 

Ne  eek  oure  matiers  that  lyn  al  fix  adoun, 

Mo  we  in  oure  werkyng  us  no  thing  avayle; 

For  lost  is  al  oure  labour  and  travayle, 

And  al  the  cost  on  twenty  devel  way 

Is  lost  also,  which  we  upon  it  lay. 


1  Our  technical  words  have  so  great  a  show  of  clerkship  or 
learning. 

2  Enlutyng  means  covering  the  joining  of  the  pot  and  glass  lamp 
with  clay  (lutum),  so  as  to  exclude  the  air.  This  being  a  process  much 
used  in  the  pretended  philosophy  of  Hermes  Trisnegistua,  is  still  called 
sealing  hermetically. 
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Tlier  is  also  ful  many  another  thing, 

That  is  to  oure  crafb  appertenyng, 

Though  I  by  ordre  hem  here  reherse  ne  can, 

Bycause  that  I  am  a  lewed  man, 

Yet  wil  I  telle  hem,  as  they  come  to  mynde, 

Though  I  ne  conne  nought  sette  hem  in  her  kynde; 

As  bol  armoniak,  verdegres,  boras; 

And  sondry  vessels  maad  of  eiihe  and  glas, 

Oure  urinals  and  oure  descensories, 

Viols,  croslets,  and  sublimatories, 

Concurbites,  and  alembikes  eeke, 

And  othere  suche,  deere  y-nough  a  leeke,1 

Nat  needith  it  to  rehersen  hem  alle; 

Watres  rubifying,2  and  boles  galle, 

Arsnek,  sal  armoniak,  and  brimstoon. 

And  herbes  couthe  I  telle  eek  many  oon, 

As  egrimoigne,  valirian,  and  lunarie, 

And  other  suche,  if  that  me  list  to  tarie  ; 

Oure  lampes  brennyng  bothe  night  and  day, 

To  bringe  aboute  oure  craft  if  that  we  may; 

Oure  fourneys8  eek  of  calcinacioun, 

And  of  watres  albificacioun, 

Unslekked  lym,  salt,  and  glayre  of  an  ey, 

Poudres  dyvers,  aissches,  dong,  pisse,  and  cley, 

Cered  poketts,  sal  petre,  vitriole; 

And  dyvers  fuyres  maad  of  woode  and  cole ; 

Salt  tartre,  alcaly,  and  salt  preparat, 

And  combust  matieres,  and  coagulat ; 

Cley  maad  with  hors  or  mannes  her,  and  oyle 

Of  tartre,  alym,  glas,  berm,  wort,  and  argoyle, 

Resalgar,  and  oure  matiers  enbibing; 

And  eek  of  oure  matiers  encorporing, 


1  Dear  enough  if  purchased  for  a  leek.    See  vol.  L  p.  416,  note  a. 

2  Rubifying.    Harl.  MS.  reads  ntbisyng. — W. 

8  Fourneys.  The  Harl.  MS.  appears  to  read  fourmes;  but  Lansd. 
MS.  reads  forneys,  which  is  adopted  by  Tyrwhitt,  and  seems  to  be 
correct.— W. 
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And  of  oure  silver  citrinacioun, 
Oure  cementynge  and  fermentacioun, 
Oure  yngottes,  testes,  and  many  tliinges  mo, 
I  wol  you  telle  as  was  me  taught  also 
The  foure  spiritz,  and  the  bodies  seven 
By  ordre,  as  ofte  herd  I  my  lord  neven. 
The  firste  spirit  quyksilver  called  is; 
The  secound  orpiment;  the  thridde  I  wis 
Sal  armoniac,  and  the  ferthe  bremstoon. 
The  bodies  seven,  eek,  lo  hem  heer  anoon. 
Sol  gold  is,  and  Luna  silver  we  threpe; 
Mars  yren,  Mercurie  quyksilver  we  clepe; 
Saturnus  leed,  and  Jubitur  is  tyn, 
And  Venus  coper,  by  my  fader  kyn. 

*  This  cursed  craft  who  so  wol  exercise, 
He  schal  no  good  han  that  may  him  suflise; 
For  al  the  good  he  spendeth  theraboute 
He  lese  schal,  therof  have  I  no  doute. 
Who  so  that  list  outen  his  folye, 
Let  him  come  forth  and  lerne  multiplie;1 
And  every  man  that  hath  ought  in  his  cofre, 
Let  him  appiere,  and  wexe  a  philosofre, 
Ascauns  that  craft  is  so  light  to  lere. 
Nay,  nay,  God  wot,  al  be  he  monk  or  frere, 
Prest  or  ohanoun,  or  eny  other  wight 
Though  he  sit  at  his  book  bothe  day  and  night 
In  lernyng  of  this  elvysch  nice  lore, 
Al  is  in  vayn,  and  parde  moche  more 
Ts  to  lerne  a  lewed  man  this  subtilte; 
Fy,  spek  not  therof,  for  it  wil  not  be. 
Al  couthe  he  letterure,  or  couthe  he  noon, 
As  in  effect,  he  schal  fynd  it  al  oon ; 
For  bothe  tuo  by  my  salvacioun 
Concluden  in  multiplicacioun 


1  Whosoever  wants  an  opportunity  of  exposing  his  folly,  let  Mm 
come  and  learn  the  science  of  the  transmutation  of  metals. 
VOL.  II.  D 
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I-liche  wel,  whan  thay  ban  al  y-do ; 

This  is  to  sayn,  thay  fayle  bothe  tuo. 

Yet  forgat  I  to  make  rehersayle 

Of  watres  corosif,  and  of  lymayle, 

And  of  bodyes  mollificacioun, 

Ard  also  of  here  enduracioun, 

Oyles  ablucioun,  and  metal  fusible, 

To  tellen  al,  wold  passen  eny  bible 

That  o  wher  is;  wherfore,  as  for  the  best, 

Of  alle  these  names  now  wil  I  me  rest; 

For,  as  I  trowe,  I  have  yow  told  y-nowe 

To  reyse  a  feend,  al  loke  he  never  so  rowe,1 

A,  nay,  let  be ;  the  philosophre  stoon,2 

Elixir  clept,  we  sechen  fast  echoon, 

For  had  we  him,  than  were  we  syker  y-nough; 

But  unto  God  of  heven  I  make  avow, 

For  al  oure  craft,  whan  we  han  al  y-do, 

And  al  oure  sleight,  he  wol  not  come  us  to. 

He  hath  i-made  us  spende  moche  good, 

For  sorwe  of  which  almost  we  wexen  wood, 

But  that  good  hope  crepeth  in  oure  herte, 

Supposing  ever,  though  we  sore  smerte, 

To  ben  relieved  by  him  after-ward. 

Such  supposing  and  hope  is  scharp  and  hard.  • 

I  warne  you  wel  it  is  to  seken  ever. 

That  future  temps  hath  made  men  dissevere, 

In  trust  therof,  from  al  that  ever  they  hadda 

Yet  of  that  art  thay  conne  nought  wexe  sadde, 

1  The  Yeman  gays,  *  All  these  hard  names  which  I  have  told  yon  have 
enough  of  conjuring  power  in  them  to  be  sufficient  to  raise  a  devil,  how- 
ever rough  he  may  look.' 

8  These  occult  sciences  were  imported,  together  with  many  true  prin- 
ciples of  natural  philosophy,  from  Arabia.  Jeber,  an  Arab  philosopher, 
who  flourished  in  the  seventh  century,  wrote  a  book  entitled  Lapia 
Pkilosophorum,  of  which  Boerhaave  declares  that,  except  the  fancies 
about  the  philosopher's  stone,  the  exactness  of  the  experiments 
described  has  been  proved  by  modern  discoveries. — Hist.  Chemistry, 
pp.  14,  1 5.  Lond.  17*7.  To  the  prevalent  belief  in  the  virtues  of  the 
philosopher's  stone  Falstaff  alludes  in  %  Henry  IV. ,  Act  iii.,  sc.  a. 
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For  unto  hem  ic  is  a  bitter  swete ; 

So  semeth  it ;  for  nad  thay  but  a  scheete 

Which  thay  mighte  wrappe  hem  in  a-night, 

And  a  bak1  to  walke  inne  by  day-light, 

They  wolde  hem  selle,  and  spenden  on  this  craft; 

Thay  can  nought  stinte,  til  no  thing  be  latfb. 

And  evermore,  wher  that  ever  they  goon, 

Men  may  hem  knowe  by  smel  of  bremstoon; 

For  al  the  world  thay  stynken  as  a  goot ; 

Her  savour  is  so  rammyssch  and  so  hoot, 

That  though  a  man  fro  hem  a  myle  be, 

The  savour  wol  infecte  him,  trusteth  me. 

Lo,  thus  by  smellyng  and  by  thred-bare  array, 

If  that  men  list,  this  folk  they  knowe  may. 

And  if  a  man  wol  aske  hem  prively, 

Why  thay  ben  clothed  so  unthriftily, 

Right  anoon  thay  wol  rounen  in  his  eere, 

And  say,  if  that  thay  espied  were, 

Men  wold  hem  slee,  bycause  of  here  science; 

Lo,  thus  this  folk  bytrayen  innocence. 

Passe  over  this,  I  go  my  tale  unto. 

Er  than  the  pot  be  on  the  fdyr  y-do 

Of  metals  with  a  certeyn  quantite, 

My  lord  hem  tempreth,  and  no  man  but  he; 

(Now  he  is  goon,  I  dar  say  boldely) 

For  as  men  sayn,  he  can  doon  craftily; 

Algate  I  wot  wel  he  hath  such  a  name, 

And  yet  ful  ofte  he  renneth  in  blame ; 

*  And  wite  ye  how?  ful  offce  it  happeth  so, 
The  pot  to  breketh,2  and  farwel.  al  is  goo. 


i  Far  bak  Tyrwhitt  reads  bratt,  a  word  still  used  in  Scotland,  and 
meaning  rag.  [The  word  bak,  however,  is  correct.  It  signifies  a  cloak  as 
well  as  a  man's  back,  and  occurs  in  that  sense  at  least  twice  in  Piers  tlie 
Plowman,  e.g.,  'owre  bakkes  that  moth-eten  be.' — W.  W.  S.] 

*  ITo-breteth, '  bursts  in  pieces.'— W.  W.  S.J 

D  2 
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These  metals  been  of  so  gret  violence, 
Oure  walles  may  not  make  hem  resistence, 
But  if  thay  were  wrought  of  lym  and  stoon; 
Thay  percen  so,  tha.t  thurgh  the  wal  thay  goon; 
And  some  of  hem  synken  into  the  grounde, 
(Thus  have  we  lost  by  tymes  many  a  pounde), 
And  some  are  skatered  al  the  floor  aboute ; 
Some  lepe  into  the  roofj  withouten  doute. 
Though  that  the  feend  nought  in  oure  sight  him 

schewe, 
I  trowe  that  he  with  us  be,1  that  schrewe; 
In  helle,  wher  that  he  is  lord  and  sire, 
Nis  ther  no  more  woo,  ne  anger,  ne  ire. 
Whan  that  oure  pot  is  broke,  as  I  have  sayd, 
Every  man  chyt,  and  halt  him  evel  apayde. 
Som  sayd  it  was  long1  on  the  fuyr-makyng; 
Some  sayde  nay,  it  was  on  the  blowyng ; 
(Than  was  I  ferd,  for  that  was  myn  office). 
'  Straw  !'  quod  the  thridde,  *  ye  been  lewed  and  nyce, 
It  was  nought  tempred  as  it  oughte  be.' 
'  Nay,'  quod  the  ferthe,  'stynt  and  herkne  me; 
By  cause  oure  fuyr  was  nought  y-maad  of  beech, 
That  is  the  cause,  and  other  noon,  so  theech.' 
I  can  not  telle  wheron  it  was  long, 
But  wel  I  woot  gret  stryf  is  us  among. 
'What?'  quod  my  lord,  'ther  is  no  more  to  doone, 
Of  these  periles  I  wol  be  war  effcsoone. 
I  am  right  siker,  that  the  pot  was  erased. 
Be  as  be  may,  be  ye  no  thing  amased. 
As  usage  is,  let  swoope  the  floor  as  swithe ; 
Pluk  up  your  hertes  and  beth  glad  and  blithe.' 


1  There  cannot  be  in  hell  more  sorrow  and  fury  than  there  is  some* 
times  among  transmitters  of  metals  when  their  experiments  fail; 
therefore,  the  yeman  concludes,  the  devil  must  be  present  with  them. 

2  This  mode  of  expression  is  still  used  by  the  vulgar.  *  It  was  all 
along  of  your  awkwardness  that  I  spilled  the  milk/  is  a  common 
phrase.  It  occurs  again  a  few  lines  lower  down,  *  I  cannot  telle 
whereon  it  was  long,'  i.  e.,  I  cannot  tell  what  was  the  cause  of  it,  or  how 
it  happened. 
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The  mullok  on  an  heep  i-swoped  was, 

And  on  the  floor  y-cast  a  canevas, 

And  al  this  mulloc  in  a  syve  i-throwe, 

And  sifted,  and  y-plukked  many  a  throwe. 

'  Parde/  quod  oon,  '  somwhat  of  oure  metal 

Yet  is  ther  heer,  though  that  we  have  nought  al. 

And  though  this  thing  myshapped  hath  as  now, 

Another  tyme  it  may  be  wel  y-now. 

Us  moste  putte  oure  good  in  adventure. 

A  marchaunt,  parde,  may  not  ay  endure, 

Trusteth  me  wel,  in  his  prosperite; 

Som  tyme  his  good  is  drowned  in  the  see, 

And  som  tyme  cometh  it  sauf  unto  the  londe.' 

'  Pees !'  quod  my  lord,  '  the  nexte  tyme  I  wol  fonde1 

To  bringe  oure  craft  al  in  another  plyte, 

And  but  I  do,  sires,  let  me  have  the  wyte; 

Ther  was  defaute  in  som  what,  wel  I  woot.' 

Another  sayde,  the  fdyr  was  over  hoot. 

But  be  it  hoot  or  cold,  I  dar  say  this, 

That  we  concluden  evermor  amys ; 

We  faile  of  that  which  that  we  wolden  have, 

And  in  oure  madnesse  evermore  we  rave. 

And  whan  we  ben  togideres  everichon, 

Everiche  man  semeth  a  Salamon. 

But  al  thing  which  that  schineth  as  the  gold, 

Is  nought  gold,2  as  that  I  have  herd  told; 

Ne  every  appel  that  is  fair  at  ye, 

Ne  is  not  good,  what  so  men  clappe  or  crye. 

Bight  so,  lo,  fareth  it  amonges  us. 

He  that  semeth  the  wisest,  by  Jesus ! 

Is  most  fool,  whan  it  cometh  to  the  preef ; 

And  he  that  semeth  trewest  is  a  theef. 


1  I  will  endeavour  to  bring  oar  craft,  &c. 
3  This  is  from  the  Parabolas  of  Alarms  de  Insulis,  a  Latin  poet,  whe 
died  In  1294- — 

4  Non  teneas  aurum  totum  qnod  splendet  ut  anrum, 
Nee  pulehrnm  pomum  quodlibet  esse  bonum.'— T. 
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That  schul  ye  knowe,  er  that  I  fro  yow  wende, 
By  that  I  of  my  tale  have  maad  an  ende. 

'  Ther  is  a  chanoun  of  religioun 
Amonges  us,  wold  infecte  al  a  toun, 
Though  it  as  gret  were  as  was  Ninive, 
Rome,  Alisaundre,  Troye,  or  other  thre. 
His  sleight  and  his  infinite  falsnesse 
Ther  couthe  no  man  writen,  as  I  gesse, 
Though  that  he  mighte  lyven  a  thousand  yeer; 
Of  al  this  world  of  falsheed  nys  his  peer, 
For  in  his  termes  he  wol  him  so  wynde, 
And  speke  his  wordes  in  so  sleygh  a  kynde, 
Whan  he  comune  schal  with  eny  wight, 
That  he  wil  make  him  dote  anoon  right, 
But  it  a  feend  be,  as  him  selven  is. 
Ful  many  a  man  hath  he  bygiled  er  this, 
And  wol,  if  that  he  lyve  may  a  while ; 
And  yet  men  ryde  and  goon  ful  many  a  myle 
Him  for  to  seeke,  and  have  his  aqueintaunce, 
Nought  knowyng  of  his  false  governaunce. 
And  if  yow  list  to  geve  me  audience,    • 
I  wol  it  telle  here  in  youre  presence. 
But,  worschipful  chanouns  religious, 
Ne  demeth  not  that  I  sclaundre  youre  hous, 
Although  my  tale  of  a  chanoun  be. 
Of  every  ordre  som  schrewe  is,  par  dee; 
And  God  forbede  that  al  a  companye 
Schulde  rewe  a  singuler  mannes  folye. 
To  sclaunder  yow  is  no  thing  myn  entent, 
But  to  correcten  that  is  mys  I  ment.1 
This  tale  was  not  oonly  told  for  yow, 
But  eek  for  other  moo ;  ye  woot  wel  how 
That  among  Cristes  apostles  twelve 
Ther  was  no  tray  tour  but  Judas  him  selve; 

1  Speght  reads — 

•  But  to  correct  that  amisse  is  ment.' 
[Mr.  Wright  reads  mys  i-ment,  treating  i-ment  as  a  past  part.,  but  the 
above  is  the  correct  text.— W.  W.  S.J 
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Than  why  schulde  the  remenaunt  have  a  blame, 
That  gulteles  were?  by  yow  I  say  the  same. 
Save  oonly  this,  if  ye  wol  herkene  me, 
If  any  Judas  in  youre  covent  be, 
Remewe  him  by  tyme,  I  yow  rede, 
If  schame  or  los  may  oausen  eny  drede. 
And  beth  no  thing  displesed,  I  you  pray, 
But  in  this  caas  herkeneth  what  I  say.' 


THE  CHANOUNES  YEMANNES  TALE. 

[In  this  tale  and  its  prologue,  Chaucer  satirizes  the  prevailing 
belief  in  alchemy,  which  had  been  introduced  to  the  study  of 
the  Western  nations  from  Arabia,  as  its  name  implies,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  eighth  century.  From  the  Arabs  Europe 
derived  the  rudiments  of  physical  science,  but  debased  by  the 
belief  in  magical  influences  which  entered  into  all  the  specu- 
lations of  Eastern  philosophy.  Their  astronomy  took  the 
form  of  judicial  astrology,  their  chemistry  that  of  alchemy, 
and  their  physics  and  optics  were  deformed  with  strange 
notions  of  mysterious  and  supernatural  agencies.  The  sup- 
position that,  by  means  of  the  analytical  experiments,  which, 
as  Boerhaave  allows,  the  Arabs  performed  with  great  exact- 
ness and  success,  they  might  discover  the  component  parts  of 
the  precious  metals,  and,  by  combining  them,  produce  the 
metals  themselves,  was,  no  doubt,  the  origin  of  the  hermetic 
philosophy.  On  this  principle  they  would  have  concluded 
that,  because  a  diamond  is  one  form  of  carbon,  diamonds 
might  be  manufactured  out  of  charcoal.  To  these  golden 
visions,  however,  we  owe  the  labours  of  Roger  Bacon,  who, 
by  his  patient  analysis  of  the  powers  of  nature,  gave  to  his 
still  more  illustrious  namesake  the  clue  by  which  he  was 
enabled  to  indicate  to  his  successors  the  passage  into  her 
most  secret  labyrinths.  The  belief  that  comparatively  worth- 
less substances  might  be  chemically  combined  so  as  to  produce 
gold  and  silver  was  very  general  in  England  at  this  period ; 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


40  THE  CANTEKBURY  TALES. 

Edward  the  Third  was  persuaded  by  Raymond  Lully  even  to 
look  to  it  as  a  source  of  national  wealth ;  and  it  was  held  as 
an  article  of  popular  faith  that  the  beautiful  gold  coin,  called 
the  Rose  Noble,  was  manufactured  by  means  of  this  myste- 
rious process.  See  Ashmol.  Theatrum  ChemicumJaonA.  1653, 
p.  443.  The  impostures  which  were  practised  on  the  publio 
credulity  led  to  the  statute  of  5  Henry  IV.,  c.  4,  noticed  by 
Tyrwhitt,  which  made  it  felony  '  to  multiply  gold  or  silver,  or 
to  use  the  art  of  multiplication.'  The  delusion,  however,  still 
continued  to  flourish  in  some  quarters ;  and,  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  the  Fourth,  we  find  George  Ripley  producing  a  poem 
on  the  subject,  entitled  The  Compound  of  Alchemie,  which 
he  dedicated  to  the  King.  See  Warton,  §  25.  This  poetical 
alchemist  was  a  Canon  Regular  of  Bridlington,  in  Yorkshire, 
a  circumstance  which  curiously  confirms  Chaucer's  charge 
against  that  order  of  clergy ;  though  why  the  canons  should 
have  been  peculiarly  addicted  to  this  vain  pursuit  is  not 
easily  determined. 

The  knowledge  of  the  terms  of  art  displayed  in  The 
Chanounes  Yemannes  Tale,  and  the  bitterness  of  the  satire, 
would  lead  to  the  supposition  that  Chaucer,  as  well  as  his 
royal  patron,  had  been  at  one  time  duped  by  some  professor 
of  the  science  of  alchemy.  All  the  artillery  of  his  learning, 
good  sense,  brilliant  wit,  and  broad  humour  is  brought  to 
bear  upon  this  mischievous  delusion  and  its  abettors.  The 
story  is  probably  founded  on  an  actual  incident  which  had 
come  to  the  poet's  knowledge,  if,  indeed,  it  had  not  some 
direct  influence  upon  his  own  fortunes  in  the  latter  part  of 
his  life.  Nor  is  it  very  unlikely,  as  Tyrwhitt  hints,  that  the 
vigour  with  which  he  exposes  the  frauds  of  the  alchemists 
may  have  effectually  contributed  to  the  introduction  of  the 
statute  against '  multiplying.'] 

IN  Londoun  was  a  prest,  an  annueler,1 
That  therin  dwelled  hadde  many  a  yer, 

1  They  were  called  annuelers,  not  from  their  receiving  a  yearly  sti- 
pend, as  the  Glossary  explains  it,  but  from  their  being  employed  solely 
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Which  was  so  plesaunt  and  so  servisable 
Unto  the  wyf,  wher  as  he  was  at  table,1 
That  sche  wolde  suffre  him  no  thing  for  to  pay 
For  bord  ne  clothing,  went  he  never  so  gay ; 
And  spending  silver  had  he  right  y-nough; 
Therof  no  force;  I  wol  procede  as  now, 
And  telle  forth  my  tale  of  the  chanoun, 
That  brought  this  prest  to  confusioun. 
This  false  chanoun  cam  upon  a  day 
Unto  the  prestes  chambre  wher  he  lay, 
Biseching  him  to  lene  him  a  certyn 
Of  gold,  and  he  wold  quyt  it  him  ageyn. 
'  Lene  me  a  mark,*  quod  he,  '  but  dayes  thre, 
And  at  my  day  I  wil  it  quyte  the. 
And  if  so  be,  that  thou  fynde  me  fals, 
Another  day  hong  me  up  by  the  hals.' 
This  prest  him  took  a  mark,  and  that  as  swithe, 
And  this  chanoun  him  thankid  ofbe  sithe, 
And  took  his  leve,  and  wente  forth  his  wey ; 
And  atte  thridde  day  brought  his  money, 
And  to  the  prest  he  took  his  gold  agayn, 
Wherof  this  prest  was  wonder  glad  and  fayn. 
'  Certes,*  quod  he,  '  no  thing  annoyeth  me 
To  lene  a  man  a  noble,  or  tuo,  or  thre,  - 

Or  what  thing  were  in  my  possessioun, 
Whan  he  so  trewe  is  of  condicioun, 


in  singing  annuals,  or  anniversary  masses  for  the  dead,  without  any 
cure  of  souls. — See  the  stat.  30"  Edw.  III.,  c.  viii.,  where  the  chapelleins 
parochiels  are  distinguished  from  others  chantanz  annates,  et  a  cure  dee 
almes  nient  entendantz.  They  were  both  to  receive  yearly  stipends, 
but  the  former  were  allowed  to  take  six  marks,  and  the  latter 
only  five.  Compare  stat.  %  Henry  V.,  c.  ii.,  where  the  stipend  of 
the  chapeUem  parochiel  is  raised  to  eight  marks,  and  that  of  the 
chapellein  annueler  (he  is  so  named  in  the  statute)  to  seven.  The 
chapeUeins  annueler*  were  also  called  chantry  priests,  and  the  chapels, 
of  which  numbers  still  exist  in  our  cathedrals  and  parish  churches, 
were  called  chantries,  because  mass  was  there  sung  (chants.)  Of  these 
chantry  chapels,  Henry  the  Seventh's,  in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  Bishop 
Alcock's,  in  Ely,  lately  restored  by  Jesus  Coll.,  Camb.,  are  well-known 
examples.  *  At  table  means  at  board. 
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That  in  no  wise  he  breke  wol  his  day; 

To  such  a  man  I  can  never  say  nay.' 

'What?'  quod  this  chanoun,  'schold  I  be  untrewef 

Nay,  that  were  thing  i-fallen  of  the  newe. 

Trouthe  is  a  thing  that  I  wol  ever  kepe, 

Unto  that  day  in  which  that  I  schal  crepe 

Into  my  grave,  and  elles  God  forbede ! 

Bilieveth  that  as  siker  as  your  crede. 

God  thank  I,  and  in  good  tyme  be  it  sayd, 

That  ther  was  never  man  yet  evel  apayd 

For  gold  ne  silver  that  he  to  me  lent, 

Ne  never  falshed  in  myn  hert  I  ment. 

And,  sire,'  quod  he,  *  now  of  my  privete, 

Syn  ye  so  goodlich  have  be  unto  me, 

And  kythed  to  me  so  gret  gentilesce, 

Som  what,  to  quyte  with  youre  kyndenesse, 

I  wil  yow  schewe,  and  if  yow  lust  to  lere 

I  wil  yow  teche  pleynly  the  manere, 

How  I  kan  werken  in  philosophic 

Takith  good  heed,  ye  schul  seen  wel  at  ye, 

That  I  wol  doon  a  maystry  er  I  go.' 

*  YeV  quod  the  prest,  '  ye,  sire,  and  wol  ye  sol 

Mary !  therof  I  pray  you  hertily.' 

'  At  youre  comaundment,  sire,  trewely,' 

Quod  the  chanoun,  *  and  elles  God  forbede  f 

Lo,  how  this  theef  couthe  his  servise  beede. 

Fal  soth  it  is  that  such  profred  servise 

Stynketh,  as  witnessen  these  olde  wise; 

And  that  fill  soone  I  wol  it  verefye 

In  this  chanoun,  roote  of  al  treccherie, 

That  evermor  delit  hath  and  gladnesse 

(Such  feendly  thoughtes  in  his  hert  empresse) 

How  Cristes  poeple  he  may  to  meschief  bringe : 

God  kepe  us  from  his  fals  dissimilynge ! 

What  wiste  this  prest  with  whom  that  he  delte? 

Ne  of  his  harm  comyng  he  no  thing  felte. 

O  seely  prest,  o  sely  innocent, 

With  coveytise  anoon  thou  schalt  be  blent; 
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O  graceles,  ful  blynd  is  thy  conceyt, 
No  thing  art  thou  war  of  the  deceyt, 
Which  that  this  fox  i-schapen  hath  to  the; 
His  wily  wrenches  I  wis  thou  maist  not  fle. 
Wherfor  to  go  to  the  conclusioun, 
That  referreth  to  thy  confusion, 
Unhappy  man,  anoon  I  wil  me  hie 
To  tellen  thin  unwitte  and  thy  folye, 
And  eek  the  falsnesse  of  that  other  wrecche, 
Als  ferforth  as  my  connyng  wol  strecche. 

This  chanoun  was  my  lord,  ye  wolde  weene; 
Sire  ost,  in  faith,  and  by  the  heven  queene, 
It  was  another  chanoun,  and  not  he, 
That  can  an  hundred  fold  more  subtilte. 
He  hath  bitrayed  folkes  many  tyme; 
Of  his  falsnes  it  dullith  me  to  ryme. 
Ever  whan  I  speke  of  his  falshede, 
For  schame  of  him  my  cheekes  wexen  reede; 
Algates  thay  bygynne  for  to  glowe, 
For  reedenes  have  I  noon,  right  wel  I  knowe, 
In  my  visage,  for  fumes  diverse 
Of  metals,  which  ye  han  me  herd  reherse, 
Consumed  and  wasted  han  my  reednesse. 
Now  tak  heed  of  this  chanouns  cursednesse. 

'  Sire,'  quod  he  to  the  prest,  '  let  your  man  goon 
For  quyksilver,  that  we  it  hadde  anoon; 
And  let  him  bringe  ounces  tuo  or  thre; 
And  whan  he  cometh,  as  faste  schul  ye  see 
A  wonder  thing,  which  ye  saugh  never  er  this.' 
'  Sire,'  quod  the  prest, '  it  schal  be  doon,  I  wis.' 
He  bad  his  servaunt  fecche  him  his  thinges, 
And  he  al  redy  was  at  his  biddynges, 
And  went  him  forth,  and  com  anoon  agayn 
With  this  quyksilver,  schortly  for  to  sayn, 
And  took  these  ounces  thre  to  the  chanoun; 
And  he  it  layde  faire  and  wel  adoun, 
And  bad  the  servaunt  coles  for  to  bringe, 
That  he  anoon  might  go  to  his  werkynga 
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The  coles  right  anoon  weren  i-fett, 
And  this  chanoun  took  out  a  croselett 
Of  his  bosom,  and  sehewed  it  to  the  prest. 
1  This  instrument,'  quod  he  *  which  that  thou 
Tak  in  thin  hond,  and  put  thiself  therinne 
Of  this  quyksilver  an  unce,  and  her  bygynne 
In  the  name  of  Crist  to  wax  a  philosophre. 
Ther  ben  ful  fewe,  whiche  that  I  wolde  profre 
To  schewe  hem  thus  moche  of  my  science; 
For  ye  schul  seen  heer  by  experience, 
That  this  quiksilver  I  wol  mortifye,1 
Right  in  youre  sight  anoon,  withouten  lye, 
And  make  it  as  good  silver  and  as  fyn 
As  ther  is  any  in  youre  purs  or  myn, 
Or  elles  wher;  and  make  it  malleable; 
And  elles  holdeth  me  fals  and  unable 
Amonges  folk  for  ever  to  appeere. 
I  have  a  pouder  heer  that  cost  me  deere, 
Schal  make  al  good,2  for  it  is  cause  of  al 
My  connyng,  which  that  I  you  schewe  schal. 
Voydith  youre  man,  and  let  him  be  theroute; 
And  schet  the  dore,  whils  we  ben  aboute 
Oure  privetee,  that  no  man  us  aspie, 
Whiles  we  werken  in  this  philosophic' 
Al,  as  he  bad,  fulfilled  was  in  dede. 
This  ilke  servaunt  anoon  right  out  yede, 
And  his  maister  schitte  the  dore  anoon, 
And  to  here  labour  speedily  thai  goon. 

This  prest,  at  this  cursed  chanouns  biddyng, 
Upon  the  fuyr  anoon  sette  this  thing, 
And  blew  the  fuyr,  and  busied  him  ful  fast; 
And  this  chanoun  into  the  croslet  cast 


1  Quicksilver,  in  the  jargon  of  the  so-called  philosophy,  means  living 
silver,  because  it  is  liquid  and  runs  about ;  and  to  mortify  (as  the  word 
implies)  is  to  make  it  dead,  that  is,  to  change  it  into  silver. 

3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  gold,  which,  being  inconsistent  with  the  con' 
text,  is  corrected  from  the  Lansd.  MS. 
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A  pouder,  noot  I  wherof  that  it  was 

I-maad,  outlier  of  chalk,  outlier  of  glas, 

Or  som  what  elles,  was  nought  worth  a  flye 

To  blynde  with  this  prest;1  and  bad  him  hye 

These  coles  for  to  couchen  al  above 

The  croislet ;  for  ( in  tokenyng  I  the  love/ 

Quod  this  chanoun,  '  thin  oughne  handes  tuo 

Schal  wirche  al  thing  which  that  schal  be  do.' 

'  Graunt  mercy,'  quod  the  prest,  and  was  ful  glad, 

And  couchede  coles  as  the  chanoun  bad. 

And  whil  he  besy  was,  this  feendly  wrecche, 

This  false  chanoun  (the  foule  feend  him  fecche !) 

Out  of  his  bosom  took  a  bechen  cole, 

In  which  ful  subtilly  was  maad  an  hole, 

And  therin  put  was  of  silver  lymayle 

An  unce,  and  stopped  was  withoute  fayle     ' 

The  hole  with  wex,  to  kepe  the  lymail  in. 

And  understondith,  that  this  false  gyn 

Was  not  maad  ther,  but  it  was  maad  bifore; 

And  other  thinges  I  schal  telle  more 

Heraffcer-ward,  which  that  he  with  him  brought. 

Er  he  com  ther,  to  bigyle  him  he  thought, 

And  so  he  dede,  er  thay  wente  atwynne ; 

Til  he  had  torned  him,  couthe  he  nought  blynne. 

It  dulleth  me,  whan  that  I  of  him  speke; 

On  his  falshede  fayn  wold  I  me  wreke, 

If  I  wist  how,  but  he  is  heer  and  there, 

He  is  so  variant,  he  byt  no  where. 

But  taketh  heed  now,  sires,  for  Goddes  love. 
He  took  his  cole  of  which  I  spak  above, 
And  in  his  hond  he  bar  it  privelyj 
And  whiles  the  preste  couched  bysily 
The  coles,  as  I  tolde  yow  er  this, 
This  chanoun  sayde,  '  Freend,  ye  doon  amys; 

i  That  is, 4  To  blind  the  priest  with.* 
2  He  could  not  cease  till  he  had  cheated,  or,  as  is  still  vulgarly  said, 
turned  him  round  his  thumb. 
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This  is  not  couched  as  it  oughte  be, 

But  soohe  I  schal  amenden  it,'  quod  he. 

*  Now  let  me  melle  therwith  but  a  while, 

For  of  yow  have  I  pitee,  by  seint  Gile!1 

Ye  been  right  hoot,  T  se  wel  how  ye  swete; 

Have  heer  a  cloth  and  wype  away  the  wete.' 

And  whiles  that  this  prest  him  wyped  haas, 

This  chanoun  took  his  cole,  I  schrewe  his  faas! 

And  layd  it  aboven  on  the  myd-ward 

Of  the  croslet,  and  blew  wel  afterward, 

Til  that  the  coles  gonne  faste  brenne. 

'  Now  geve  us  drinke,'  quod  the  chanoun  thenne, 

'  Als  swithe  al  schal  be  wel,  I  undertake. 

Sitte  we  doun,  and  let  us  mery  make.' 

And  whan  that  the  chanounes  bechene  cole  * 

Was  brent,  al  the  lymail  out  of  the  hole 

Into  the  crosselet  anoon  fel  adoun; 

And  so  it  moste  needes  by  resoun ; 

Sins  it  so  even  above  couched  was; 

But  therof  wist  the  prest  no  thing,  alias  1 

He  demed  alle  the  colis  i-liche  goode, 

For  of  the  sleight  he  no  thing  understood. 

And  whan  this  alcamister  saugh  his  tyme, 
'  Rys  up,  sire  prest/  quod  he,  '  and  stonde  by  me ; 


1  St.  Gile  was  a  native  of  Athens,  and  lived  in  the  time  of  Charle- 
magne, or  some  of  the  early  kings  of  the  same  name.  From  fear  of 
the  effects  upon  his  own  mind  of  the  popularity  which  followed  him  in 
his  native  country,  he  travelled  into  France,  and  finally  retired  to  a 
hermitage  in  a  forest  near  Aries,  where  his  only  companion  was  a  pet 
deer.  The  lord  of  the  country  hunting  one  day  in  the  neighbourhood 
pursues  this  deer,  and  thus  discovers  the  retreat  of  the  saint,  who  is 
accidentally  wounded  by  an  arrow  intended  for  his  favourite.  The 
holy  man's  fame  thus  reaches  the  ears  of  King  Charles,  who  builds  a 
monastery,  of  which  St.  Gile  becomes  the  first  abbot.  It  is  related  in 
the  Legenda  Aurea,  is  a  pretty  story,  and  may  possibly  be  founded  on 
fact. 

a  The  Harl.  MS.  reads— 

'  And  whan  the  chanouns  beecTiene  cole,' 
which  is  evidently  imperfect;  the  that  and  the  e  of  chanounes  are  sup* 
plied  by  Mr.  Wright  from  Tyrwhitt. 
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And  for  I  wot  wel  ingot  have  ye  noon, 

Goth,  walkith  forth,  and  brynge  a  chalk-stoon; 

For  I  wol  make  it  of  the  same  schap, 

That  is  an  ingold,  if  I  may  have  hap. 

And  bringe  with  yon  a  bolle  or  a  panne 

Ful  of  water,  and  ye  schul  wel  se  thanne 

How  that  oure  besynes  schal  happe  and  preve. 

Anjl  yit,  for  ye  schul  have  no  mysbileeve 

Ne  wrong  conceyt  of  me  in  youre  absence, 

I  ne  wol  nought  ben  out  of  youre  presence, 

But  go  with  you,  and  come  with  you  agayn.' 

The  chambur  dore,  schortly  for  to  sayn, 

Thay  opened  and  schette,  and  went  here  weye,' 

And  forth  with  hem  they  caryed  the  keye, 

And  comen  agayn  withouten  eny  delay. 

What  schuld  I  tary  al  the  longe  day  ? 

He  took  the  chalk,  and  schop  it  in  the  wise 

Of  an  ingot,  as  I  schal  yow  devyse; 

I  say,  he  took  out  of  his  oughne  sleeve 

A  teyne  of  silver  (evel  mot  he  cheeve !) 

Which  that  was  but  an  unce  of  wight. 

And  taketh  heed  now  of  his  cursed  slight; 

He  schop  his  ingot  in  lengthe  and  in  brede 

Of  this  teyne,  withouten  eny  drede;8 

So  sleighly,  that  the  prest  it  nought  aspyde; 

And  in  his  sleeve  agayn  he  gan  it  hyde; 

And  fro  the  fuyr  he  took  up  his  mateere, 

And  into  the  ingot  put  it  with  mery  cheere; 

And  into  the  watir-vessel  he  it  cast, 

Whan  that  him  list,  and  bad  this  prest  as  fast, 

'Loke  what  ther  is;  put  in  thin  hond  and  grope; 

Thou  fynde  ther  schalt  silver,  as  I  hope.' 

What  devel  of  helle  schold  it  elles  bef 

Schavyng  of  silver,  silver  is,  parde ! 

He  putte  in  his  hond  and  tok  up  a  teyne 
Of  silver  fyn,  and  glad  in  every  veyne 


*  Harl.  MS.  reads  wenteforthe  Here  toeye.        »  See  vol.  1.  p.  297,  note  4 
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Was  this  prest,  whan  he  saugh  it  was  ca 
'  Goddes  blessyng,  and  his  modres  also, 
And  alle  halwes,  have  ye,  sire  chanoun,' 
8eyde  this  prest,  'and  I  her  malisoun!1 
But,  and  ye  vouchesatif  to  teche  me 
This  nobil  craft  and  this  subtilite, 
I  wil  be  youre  in  al  that  ever  I  may.' 
Quod  this  chanoun,  *  Yet  vol  I  make  assay 
The  secound  tyme,  that  ye  mow  taken  heede, 
And  ben  expert  of  this,  and  in  your  neede 
Another  day  assay1  in  myn  absence 
This  dicipline,  and  this  crafty  science, 
Let  take  another  unce,'  quod  he  tho, 
'  Of  quyksilver,  withouten  wordes  mo, 
And  do  therwith  as  ye  have  doon  er  this 
With  that  other,  which  that  now  silver  is.' 
The  prest  him  busyeth  in  al  that  he  can 
To  doon  as  this  chanoun,  this  cursed  man, 
Comaunded  him,  and  faste  blew  the  fuyr, 
For  to  come  to  theffect  of  his  desyr. 
And  this  chanoun  right  in  the  mene  while 
Al  redy  was  this  prest  eft  to  bygile, 
And  for  a  countenaunce  in  his  hond  bar 
An  holow  stikke  (tak  keep  and  be  war), 
In  thende  of  which  an  unce  and  no  more 
Of  silver  lymail  put  was,  as  bifore 
Was  in  his  cole,  and  stopped  with  wex  wel 
For  to  kepe  in  his  limail  every  deL 
And  whil  the  prest  was  in  his  besynesse, 
This  chanoun  with  his  stikke  gan  him  dresse 
To  him  anoou,  and  his  pouder  cast  in, 
As  he  dede  er,  (the  devel  out  of  his  skyn 
Him  torne,  I  pray  to  God,  for  his  falshede ! 
For  he  was  ever  fals  in  worde*  and  deede). 


1  In  the  excess  of  his  gratitude  to  the  chanoun,  the  priest  exclaim*, 
*  Hay  you  hare  God's  blessing,  and  I  his  curse.' 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  yoursetf,  which  is  evidently  a  mistake,  and  ' 
•orrected  by  Mr.  Wright  from  Tyrwhitt 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  oth;  worde  is  from  the  Lansd.  MS 
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And  with  this  stikke  above1  the  croslet, 

That  was  ordeyned  with  that  false  get, 

He  styred  the  coles,  til  relente  gan    . 

The  wex  agayn  the  fuyr,  as  every  man, 

But  it  a  fool  be,  woot  wel  it  moot  nede, 

And  al  that  in  the  hole  was  out  yede, 

And  into  the  croslet  hastily  it  fel. 

Now,  good  sires,  what  wol  ye  bet  than  well8 

Whan  that  this  prest  thus  was  begiled  agayn, 

Supposyng  not  but  trouthe,  soth  to  sayn, 

He  was  so  glad,  that  I  can  nought  expresse 

In  no  maner  his  myrthe  and  his  gladnesse, 

And  to  the  chanoun  he  profred  eft  soone 

Body  and  good.     '  Ye,'  quod  the  chanoun,  'soone, 

Though  pore  I  be,  crafty  thou  schalt  me  fvnde; 

I  warne  the,  yet  is  ther  more  byhynde. 

Is  ther  any  coper  her  withinne?'  quod  he.* 

*  Ye,  sir,'  quod  this  prest,  '  I  trowe  ther  be. 

Elles  go  bye  som,  and  that  as  swithe.' 

'Now  good  sire,  go  forth  thy  way  and  hy  the.' 

He  went  his  way,  and  with  this  coper  cam; 

And  this  chanoun  it  in  his  hondes  nam, 

And  of  that  coper  weyed  out  but  an  ounce. 

Al  to  simple  is  my  tongue  to  pronounce, 

As  minister*  of  my  witt,  the  doublenesse 

Of  this  chanoun,  roote  of  al  cursednesse. 

He  semed  frendly  to  hem  that  knew  him  nought, 

But  he  was  fendly  bothe  in  werk  and  thought. 

It  werieth  me  to  telle  of  his  falsnesse; 

And  natheles  yit  wol  I  it  expresse, 

1  Mr.  Wright  has  properly  substituted  above,  the  reading  of  the 
Lansd  MS.  and  Tyrwhitt,  for  alone,  that  of  the  Harl.  MS. 

*  That  is,  what  need  is  there  to  describe  the  trick  any  further,  since 
yon  can  now  understand  it  well  enough. 

3  This  line  must  be  scanned : — 

*  Is  ther  a  |  ny  cO  |  per  her  |  wfthlnne*  |  ?  quOd  he.' 

4  The  reading  in  the  text  is  from  Tyrwhitt,  those  of  the  Harl.  MS., 
the  minister  and  of  Ms  witte,  and  of  the  Lansd.  MS.,  his  monstrt  and  Ms 
wttte,  being  eridently  corrupt. 

VOL.  H,  * 
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To  that  entent  men  may  be  war  therby, 
And  for  noon  other  cause  trewely. 

He  put  this  unoe  of  coper  in  the  croslet, 
And  on  the  fuyr  als  swithe  he  hath  it  set, 
And  cast  in  pouder,  and  made  the  prest  to  blowe, 
And  in  his  worching  for  to  stoupe  lowe, 
As  he  dede  er,  and  al  nas  but  a  jape; 
Right  as  him  list  the  prest  he  made  his  ape. 
And  afterward  in  the  ingot  he  it  cast, 
And  in  the  panne  putte  it  atte  last 
Of  water,  and  in  he  put  his  owne  hond. 
And  in  his  sleeve,  as  ye  byforn-hond 
Herde  me  telle,  he  had  a  silver  teyne; 
He  sleyghly  took  it  out,  this  cursed  heyne, 
(Unwitynge  this  prest  of  his  false  craft), 
And  in  the  pannes  botme  he  hath  it  laft; 
And  in  the  water  rumbleth  to  and  fro. 
And  wonder  prively  took  up  also 
The  coper  teyne,  (nought  knowyng  this  prest) 
And  hidde  it,  and  hent  him  by  the  brest, 
And  to  him  spak,  and  thus  sayde  in  his  game; 
'  Stoupeth  adoun!  by  God,  ye  ben  to  blame;1 
Helpeth  me  now,  as  I  dede  yow  whil  er; 
Put  in  your  hond,  and  loke  what  is  ther.' 
This  prest  took  up  this  silver  teyne  anoon. 
And  thanne  sayde  the  chanoun,  let  us  goon 
With  these  thre  teynes  whiche  that  we  han  wrought, 
To  sdm  goldsmyth,  and  wite  if  it  be  ought. 
For  by  my  faith  I  nolde,  for  myn  hood, 
But  if  they  were  silver  fyn  and  good, 
And  that  as  swithe  proved  schal  it  be.' 
Unto  the  goldsmith  with  these  teynes  thre 
Thay  went,  and  putte  these  teynes  in  assay 
To  fiiyr  and  hammer;  might  no  man  say  nay, 
But  that  thay  were  as  hem  oughte  be. 

This  sotted  prest,  who  was  gladder  than  he? 


1  That  is,  *  Ton  are  to  blame  in  being  so  lemiss  in  helping  me. 
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Was  never  brid  gladder  agayn  the  day; 

Ne  nightyngale  in  the  sesoun  of  May 

Was  never  noon,  that  liste  better  to  synge; 

Ne  lady  lustier  in  carolynge; 

Or  for  to  speke  of  love  and  wommanhede, 

Ne  knyght  in  armes  doon1  an  hardy  deede 

To  stonde  in  grace  of  his  lady  deere, 

Than  hadde  this  prest  this  craft  for  to  lere, 

And  to  the  chanoun  thus  he  spak  and  seyde ; 

1  For  the  love  of  God,  that  for  us  alle  deyde, 

And  as  I  may  deserve  it  unto  yow, 

What  schal  this  receyt  coste?  telleth  now.' 

'  By  oure  lady/  quod  the  chanoun,  '  it  is  deere, 

I  warne  yow  wel,  for,  save*  I  and  a  freere, 

In  Engelond  ther  can  no  man  it  make.' 

'No  fors,'  quoth  he;  'now,  sire,  for  Goddes  sake. 

What  schal  I  paye?  telleth  me,  I  pray.' 

*  I  wis,'  quod  he,  '  it  is  ful  dere  I  say. 

Sire,  at  a  word,  if  that  ye  lust  it  have, 

Ye  schul  pay  fourty  pound,  so  God  me  save; 

And  nere  the  frendschipe  that  ye  dede  er  this* 

To  me,  ye  schulde  paye  more,  I  wys.' 

This  prest  the  somme  of  fourty  pound  anoon 

Of  nobles  fette,  and  tooke  hem  everychoon 

To  this  chanoun,  for  this  ilk  receyt. 

Al  his  werkyng  nas  but  fraude  and  deceyt. 

1  Sire  prest,'  he  seyde,  '  I  kepe  have  no  loos4 
Of  my  craft,  for  I  wold  it  kept  were  cloos; 
And  as  ye  loveth  me,6  kepeth  it  secre. 
For  and  men  knewe  al  my  sotilte, 

1  The  word  to  would  be  required  before  doon,  in  modem  English. 
The  construction  is,  *  No  nightingale  list  better  to  sing,  and  no  knight 
to  do  an  hardy  deed,  than  this  priest  to  learn  this  craft.' 

2  Mr.  Wright  has  judiciously  corrected  the  reading  of  the  Harl  MS. 
for  8we, 

3  •  And  were  it  not  for  the  act  of  friendship  you  have  already  done 
for  me.' 

4  *  I  care  to  have  no  praise.'  Tyrwhitt's  reading,  /  kepe  for  to  have 
ito  loos,  though  not  so  good  as  regards  the  metre,  brings  out  the  sense 
father  better.       *  Thisia  theAngto-SAKm  form  of  th«  plural,  ye  ktfiaUu 

E  2 
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By  God,  men  wolden  have  bo  gret  envye 

To  me,  bycause  of  my  philosophie, 

I  schulde  be  deed,  ther  were  noon  other  wove.' 

'  God  it  forbede,'  quoth  the  prest,  l  what  ye  seye.1 

Yet  had  I  lever  spenden  al  the  good 

Which  that  I  have,  (and  elles  wax  I  wood) 

Than  that  ye  schulde  falle  in  such  meschie£' 

'  For  your  good  wil,  sir,  have  ye  right  good  preef,' 

Quoth  the  chanoun,  '  and  far  wel,  grawrti  mercy.1 

He  went  his  way,  and  never  the  prest  him  sey 

After  this  day;  and  whan  that  this  prest  scholde 

Maken  assay,  at  such  tyme  as  he  wolde, 

Of  this  receyt,  far  wel,  it  wold  not  be. 

Lo,  thus  byjaped  and  bygilt  was  he; 

Thus  maketh  he  his  introduccioun 

To  bringe  folk  to  here  destruccioun. 

Considereth,  sires,  how  that  in  ech  astaat 
Bitwixe  men  and  gold  ther  is  debaat,* 
So  ferforth  that  unnethe  ther  is  noon. 
This  multiplying  blent  so  many  oon, 
That  in  good  faith  I  trowe  that  it  be 
The  cause  grettest  of  swich  scarsete. 
Philosophres  speken  so  mistyly 
In  this  craft,  that  men  conne  not  come  therby, 
For  any  witt  that  men  han  now  on  dayes. 
They  may  wel  chiteren,  as  doon  these  jayes, 
And  in  here  termes  sette  lust  and  peyne, 
But  to  her  purpos  schul  thay  never  atteyne. 
A  man  may  lightly  lerne,  if  he  have  ought, 
To  multiplie  and  bringe  his  good  to  nought. 

'  The  Hart.  MS.,  followed  by  Mr.  Wright,  reads  What  sept;  but  this 
reading,  though  agreeing  better  with  the  metre,  is  unsatisfactory  as  to 
the  sense.    It  has,  therefore,  been  corrected  from  Tyrwhitt. 

a  The  meaning  seems  to  be,  *  Men  are  so  continually  making  expe- 
riments with  gold,  [admirably  expressed  by  the  phrase  holding  debate 
with  it  J  and  the  waste  of  the  precious  metals  is  consequently  so  great, 
that  there  is  scarcely  any  left  for  purposes  of  commerce.'  This  gives 
the  poet  an  opportunity  of  producing  an  apparent  paradox  in  the  fol- 
lowing lines,  where  he  says,  '  This  muUipiying  is  the  cause  of  the 
•cardtp;'  and  again, « to  multiply  and  bring  his  good  to  nought.* 
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Lo,  such  a  lucre  is  in  this  lusty  game; 
A  mannes  mirthe  it  wal  tome  into  grame. 
And  empte  also  grete  and  hevy  purses, 
And  make  folk  for  to  purchace  curses 
Of  hem,  that  han  her  good  therto  i-lent, 
O,  fy!  for  schame,  thay  that  have  be  brent, 
Alias !  can  thay  not  fle  the  fuyres  hete] 
Ye  that  it  usen,  I  rede  ye  it  lete, 
Lest  ye  lese1  al;  for  bet  than  never  is  late; 
Never  to  thrive,  were  to  long  a  date. 
Though  he  prolle  ay,  ye  schul  it  never  fynde; 
Ye  ben  as  bolde  as  is  Bayard  the  blynde,1 
That  blundreth  forth,  and  peril  casteth  noon; 
He  is  as  bold  to  renne  agayn  a  stoon, 
As  for  to  go  bysides  in  the  wey ; 
So  fare  ye  that  multiplie,  I  sey. 
If  that  youre  yghen  can  nought  seen  aright, 
Loke  that  youre  mynde  lakke  nought  his  sight. 
For  though  ye  loke  never  so  brode  and  stare, 
Ye  schul  nought  wynne  a  mite  on  that  chaifare, 
But  wasten  al  that  ye  may  rape  and  renne.* 
Withdrawe  the  fuyr,  lest  it  to  faste  brenne; 
Medleth  no  more  with  that  art,  I  mene; 
For  gif  ye  doon,  youre  thrift  is  goon  ful  clene. 
And  right  as  swithe  I  wol  yow  telle  heere 
What  philosophres  sein  in  this  mateere. 


1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  leaen,  which  spoils  the  metre;  the  final 
n  has  therefore  been  dropped,  as  it  very  generally  is  in  Chaucer's 
English. 

*  This  was  a  popular  proverb.  Mr.  Wright  quotes  a  parallel  passage 
from  Gower*s  Cwtffeasw  Amantto: — 

« Ther  is  no  God,  ther  is  no  lawe 
Of  whom  that  he  taketh  any  hede, 
But  as  Bayarde  the  blynde  stede, 
Tille  he  falle  in  the  diche  amidde, 
He  goth  ther  no  man  wol  him  bidde.' 
s  Harl.  MS.,  thay.    The  reading  in  the  text  is  from  the  Lansd.  MS. 
The  meaning  is,  *  But  waste  all  that  yon  may  rape'  (or  steal), '  and 
cenne'  (find  or  rob). 
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Lo,  thus  saith  Arnold  of  the  Newe-tonH, 
As  his  Rosarie  maketh  mencioun,1 
He  saith  right  thus,  withouten  eny  lye: 
Ther  may  no  man  Mercury  mortifye, 
But  it  be  with  his  brother  knowleching. 
Lo,s  how  that  he,  which  that  first  sayd  this  thing, 
Of  philosophres  fader  was,  Hermes;8 
He  saith,  how  that  the  dragoun  douteles 
He  dyeth  nought,  but  if  that  he  be  slayn 
With  his  brother.     And  that  is  for  to  sayn, 
By  the  dragoun,  Mercury,  and  noon  other 
He  understood,  and  brimstoon  be  his  brother, 
That  out  of  Sol  and  Luna  were  i-drawe. 
*  And  therfore,'  sayde  he,  'take  heed  to  my  sawe; 
Let  no  man  besy  him  this  art  to  seche, 
But  if  that  he  thentencioun  and  speche 
Of  philosophres  understonde  can; 
And  if  he  do,  he  is  a  lewed  man. 
For  this  sciens,  and  this  connyng,'  quod  he, 
'  Is  of  the  Secre  of  secretz,*  parde.' 

Also  ther  was  a  disciple  of  Plato,* 
That  on  a  tyme  sayde  his  maister  to, 


1  Araald  de  Villeneuve,  in  France,  a  physician  of  the  fourteenth 
century,  and  author  of  the  Bosarius  Philosophorum. 

2  Lo  is  not  found  in  Harl.  and  Lansd.  MSS.  It  is  supplied  from 
Tyrwhitt. 

3  The  astrological  and  philosophical  works  attributed  to  this  writer 
are  supposititious,  none  of  his  genuine  writings  having  come  down  to 
us. — See  Cor.  Agrip.  Van.  Sctent.,  cap.  xlviii.  This  strange  jargon 
about  the  dragon  Mercury,  &©.,  is  that  of  the  Rosicrucians,  and  their 
pretended  philosophy. 

4  The  meaning  seems  to  be,  *  And  yet  if  he  do  understand  this 
jargon,  he  is  still  a  lewd  or  unlearned  man ;  for  the  art  of  multiplying 
belongs,  after  all,  to  the  secret  of  secrets,'  (alluding  to  the  treatise  called 
Secreta  Secretorum,  and  purporting  to  be  the  sum  of  Aristotle's  instruc- 
tions to  Alexander,)  that  is  to  say,  *  it  cannot  be  discovered  by  learned 
or  unlearned.' 

5  This  story  is  told  in  the  Senioris  Zadithfil.  Hammelis  Chymica,  and 
is  there  attributed  to  Solomon.  '  Dixit  Solomon  rex,  Recipe  lapidem 
qui  dicitur  Thitarios.  Dixit  sapiens,  Assigna  mini  ilium.  Dixit,  est 
corpus  magnesias.  Dixit,  quid  est  magnesia?  Respondit,  Magnesia 
est  aqua  composita. — See  Tyrwhitt. 
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As  his  book  Senior  wil  bere  witnesse, 

And  this  was  his  demaunde  in  sothfastnesse : 

•  Tel  me  the  name  of  thilke  prive  stoon.' 

And  Plato  answered  nnto  him  anoon, 

'  Take  the  stoon  that  titanos  men  name.9 

'  Which  is  that?'  quod  he.     '  Magnasia  is  the  same/ 

Sayde  Plato.     ( Ye,  sire,  and  is  it  thus? 

That  is  ignotum  per  ignotius. 

What  is  magnasia,  good  sir,  I  you  pray?' 

'  It  is  a  water  that  is  maad,  I  say, 

Of  elementes  foure,'  quod  Plato. 

'  Telle  me  the  rote,1  good  sire,'  quod  he  tho, 

Of  that  water,  if  it  be  your  wille.' 

1  Nay,  nay,'  quod  Plato,  '  certeyn  that  I  nylle. 

The  philosophres  sworn  were  everichoon, 

That  thay  ne  scholde  discovere  it  unto  noon, 

Ne  in  no  book  it  write  in  no  manere ; 

For  unto  Crist  it  is  so  leef  and  deere, 

That  he  wil  not  that  it  discovered  be,* 

But  wher  it  liketh  to  his  deite 

Man  to  empire,  and  eek  for  to  defende 

Whom  that  him  liketh ;  lo,  this  is  the  ende/ 

Than  thus  conclude  I,  syn  that  God  of  hevene 
Ne  wol  not  that  the  philosophres  nevene, 
How  that  a  man  schal  come  unto  this  stoon, 
I  rede  as  for  the  beste,  let  it  goon. 
For  who  so  maketh  God  his  adversarie, 
As  for  to  werke  eny  thing  in  contrarie 
Unto  his  wil,  certes  never  schal  he  thrive, 
Though  that  he  multiplie  terme  of  al  his  lyve.8 

1  Harl.  MS.  reads  rooche,  which  is  corrected  by  Mr.  Wright. 

2  Perhaps  an  allusion  to  Prov.  xxv.  z,  '  It  is  the  glory  of  God  to 
conceal  a  thing ;  but  the  honour  of  kings  is  to  search  out  a  matter.' 

3  This  is  a  difficult  line  to  scan.  It  consists  of  eleven  syllables,  as 
many  others  do,  but  the  manner  in  which  the  accented  and  unaccented 
ones  are  combined  is  very  unusual.  [It,  however,  the  word  al  Lo  omitted,  as 
in  other  MSS.,  the  line  is  esisily  scanned.— W.  W.  S.J 
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And  tlier  a  poynt ;  for  ended  is  my  tale. 
God  send  every  trewe  man  boote  of  his  bale  !l 


THE  DOCTOURES  PROLOGE.8 

*  VE,  let  that  passen,'  quod  oure  Hoste,  '  as  now 

-*■    Sire  Doctour  of  Phyaike,  I  praye  you, 
Tel  iv  a  tale  of  som  honest  matere.' 
'  It  schal  be  don,  if  that  ye  wol  it  here/ 
Said  this  Doctour,  and  his  tale  began  anon. 
'  Now,  good  men,'  quod  he,  '  herkeneth  everichon.* 


THE    TALE   OF   THE   DOCTOR   OP  PHISIK. 

[The  original  narrator  of  this  tale  is  Livy ;  but  it  is  not 
easy  to  determine  whether  Chaucer  derived  it  directly  from 
him,  or  through  the  medium  of  some  translation  or  version. 
It  is  introduced  in  the  Soman  de  la  Rose  and  in  Grower's 
C&qfessio  Amantis;  from  which  works  some  have  supposed 
it  was  taken  by  Chaucer.  The  conjecture  that  the  story 
was  borrowed  from  either  of  these  sources  is  hardly  recon- 
oileable  with  probability ;  for  it  seems  almost  incredible  that 
a  man  of  Chaucer's  erudition  should  not  have  known  in  the 
original  an  author  so  much  read  in  the  middle  ages,  and 
whose  works  were  to  be  found  in  the  library  of  every  con- 


1  This  is  the  usual  termination  of  tales  by  mediaeval  writers,  who 
thought  it  necessary  to  begin  and  end  every  work  with  an  act  of 
religion.  The  phrase  occurs  in  the  ballad  of  Robin  Hood  and  Ouy  of 
Gisborne,  (see  vol.  i,  p.  441,  note  1,)  and  means,  *  J&ay  God  send  every 
true  man  relief  in  his  misfortune.' 

2  In  the  Harl.  and  other  good  MSS ,  there  is  no  prologue  to  The 
Doctor's  Tale.  The  Lansd.  MS.  has  one  not  at  all  in  Chaucer's  style,  in 
the  metre  of  The  Coke's  Tale  of  Gamelyn,  a  kind  of  verse  which  Chaucer 
never  uses.  The  prologue  given  in  the  text  is  adopted  by  Tyrwhitt 
from  one  MS.,  and  though  not  in  the  poet's  style,  is,  at  least,  in  his 
metre. 
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siderable  abbey  in  the  country.  Warton,  in  his  second 
dissertation,  enumerates  Livy  among  the  authors  whose 
works  were  most  frequently  transcribed  between  the  eighth 
and  thirteenth  centuries,  and  they  occur  in  the  catalogue  of 
the  library  at  Glastonbury,  given  in  Hearne's  edition  of  the 
Chron.  Joh.  Glaston,,  written  in  1248.  They  were  among 
the  first  classical  works  translated  into  the  modern  languages. 
A  French  version  was  undertaken  before  the  year  1364,  by 
Pierre  Bercheur,  Prior  of  St.  Eloi,  at  Paris,  at  the  desire  of 
King  John  of  France ;  and  a  beautiful  copy  of  his  works  was 
presented  by  the  Regent  Bedford,  in  the  next  century,  to 
Humphrey,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  the  celebrated  patron  of 
learning.  If,  therefore,  Chaucer  did  not  apply  to  the  original 
Latin,  he  probably  derived  his  knowledge  of  the  story  at 
least  from  a  French  translation,  rather  than  from  the  poetical 
versions  of  his  predecessors  or  contemporaries.  That  he  ap- 
preciated the  Patavinian  may  be  inferred  from  his  placing 
his  name  on  the  same  pillar  with  Homer's  in  his  House  of 
Fame,"]  -  - 

[The  story  itself,  thus  clothed  in  Chaucer's  pure  and  ex- 
pressive English,  and  illumined  by  his  brilliant  imagination, 
yields  in  interest  to  few,  if  to  any,  in  the  series.  It  may 
be  assumed  that  the  incident  which  forms  its  groundwork 
was  not  of  unusual  occurrence ;  but  the  case  of  Virginius 
had  acquired  special  prominence  from  the  fact  of  its  having 
brought  about  a  political  revolution.  In  this  aspect  the 
historical  episode  has  in  the  highest  degree  those  ele- 
ments of  *  gravity  and  deep  import '  which  are  denned  as 
constituting  true  tragedy. 

The  reader  will  doubtless  call  to  mind  the  graphic  and 
striking  manner  in  which  the  same  theme  has  been  treated 
by  Lord  Macaulay  in  his  "  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome."] 

THER  was,. as  telleth  Titus  Lyvius, 
A  knight,  that  oleped  was  Virginius, 
Fulfild  of  honours  and  of  worthines. 
And  strong  of  ftxndes,  and  of  gret  riches. 
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This  knight  a  doughter  hadde  by  his  wyf/ 
And  never  ne  hadde  he  mo  in  al  his  ly£ 
Fair  was  this  mayde  in  excellent  beaute 
Above  every  wight  that  men  may  se ; 
For  Nature  hath  with  sovereyn  diligence 
I-formed  hir  in  so  gret  excellence, 
As  though  sche  wolde  say,  '  Lo,  I,  Nature, 
Thus  can  I  forme  and  peynte  a  creature, 
Whan  that  me  lust ;  who  can  me  counterfete? 
Pigmalionl*  nought,  though  he  alwey  forge  and  bete, 
Or  grave,  or  peynte ;  for  I  dar  wel  aayn, 
Apelles,  Zeuxis,8  schulde  wirche  in  vayn, 
Other  to  grave,  or  paynte,  or  forge-  or  bete, 
If  thay  presumed  me  to  counterfete. 
For  He  that  is  the  Former  principal 
Hath  maad  me  his  viker  general, 
To  forme  and  peynte  erthely  creature 
Right  as  me  lust,  al  thing  is  in  my  cure 
Under  the  moone  that  may  wane  and  waxe,* 
And  for  my  werke  no  thing  wol  I  axe ; 
My  lord  and  I  ben  fully  at  accord. 
I  made  hir  to  the  worschip  of  my  Lord; 
So  do  I  alle  myn  other  creatures, 
What  colour  that  thay  been,  or  what  figures.' 
Thus  semeth  me  that  Nature  wolde  say. 
This  mayde  was  of  age  twelf  yer  and  tway, 


i  The  Harl.  and  Lansd.  MSS.  omit  This  knight. 

*  Ovid,  Metamorph.,  lib.  x.  ' 
3  The  Harl.  and  Lansd.  MSS.  read  corruptly  ApoUus,  Zepherus. 

*  The  introduction  of  Nature  as  a  power  between  the  Creator  and 
the  creature  is  the  germ  of  the  heathen  pantheism,  which  revived 'with 
the  revival  of  classical  learning,  and  manifested  itself  in  the  general 
infidelity  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries.  This  subtle  form 
of  atheism  is  thus  reproved  by  Cowper : — 

*  The  Lord  of  all,  himself  through  all  diffused, 

Sustains,  and  is  the  life  of  all  that  lives. 

Nature  is  but  a  name  for  an  effect 

Whose  cause  is  God.' — Task ;  Winter  Walk  at  Noon, 
St.  Paul's  doctrine,  that  angels  are  the  'ministers  of  God,'  to  exe« 
cute  bis  decrees  with  regard  to  the  creation,  is  quite  a  different  thing. 


DiXd  by  Google 


THE  TALE  OF  THE  DOCTOR  OF  PH1SIK.  59 

la  which  that  nature  hath  suche  delite. 

For  right  as  sche  can  peynte  a  lili  white 

And  rody  a  rose,  right  with  such  peynturo 

Sche  peynted  hath  this  noble  creature 

Er  sche  was  born,  upon  her  limes  fre, 

Wheras  by  right  such  colours  schulde  be;1 

And  Phebus  deyed  hadde  hire  tresses  grete, 

I-lyk  to  the  stremes  of  his  borned  hete.2 

And  if  that  excellent  was  hir  beaute, 

A  thousand  fold  more  vertuous  was  sche. 

In  hire  ne  lakketh  no  condicioun, 

That  is  to  preyse,  as  by  discrecioun. 

As  wel  in  body  as  goost  chaste  was  sche; 

For  which  sche  floured  in  virginite, 

With  alle  humilite  and  abstinence, 

With  alle  attemperaunce  and  pacience, 

With  mesure  eek  of  beryng  and8  array. 

Discret  sche  was  in  answeryng  alway, 

Though4  sche  were  wis  as  Pallas,  dar  I  sayn. 

Hir  facound  eek  ful  wommanly  and  playn; 

Noon  countrefeted  termes  hadde  sche 

To  seme  wys;  but  after  hir  degre 

Sche  spak,  and  alle  hire  wordes  more  or  Jesse 

Sounyng  in  vertu  and  in  gentilesse. 

Schamefast  sche  was  in  maydenes  schamfastnesse, 

Constant  in  hert,  and  ever  in  besynesse, 

To  dryve  hire  out  of  idel  slogardye. 

Bachus  had  of  hir  mouth  no  maistrye; 

For  wyn  and  thought5  doon  Venus  encrece, 

As  men  in  fuyr  wil  caste  oyle  or  grece. 


1  The  reading  of  the  Harl  MS.,  Sere  als  bright  as  such  colour  sefotdde 
be,  is  corrected  from  Tyrwhitt. 

2  Tyrwhitt  reads,  Like  to  the  stremes,  &c.,  which  is  better,  as  far  as 
the  metre  is  concerned.  The  meaning  is,  *  Her  tresses  were  yellow, 
and  shining  like  the  burning  rays  of  the  son.' 

3  The  Harl.  MS.,  for  and,  reads  of. 

*  Though  is  written  tho  in  Speght,  and  means  « then.' 
5  The  Harl   MS.,  for  wyn,  reads  urtlle.    For  thought,  Tyrwhitt  reads 
youthe,  and  proposes  slouthe,  for  which  there  is  no  authority,  as  a  bettejr 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


60  THE  CAKTERBUBT  TALES. 

And  of  hir  ougline  vertu  unconstreigned, 
Sche  hath  ful  offce  tyme  hire  seek  y-feyned, 
For  that  sche  wolde  fleen  the  companye, 
Wher  likly  was  to  treten  of  folye, 
As  is  at  festes,  reveles,  and  at  daunces, 
That  ben  occasiouns  of  daliannces. 
Such  thinges  maken  children  for  to  be 
To  soone  rype  and  bold,  as  men  may  se, 
Which  is  ftil  perilous,  and  hath  ben  yore; 
For  al  to  soone  may  sche  lerne  lore 
Of  boldenesse,  whan  sohe  is  a  wyf. 
And  ye  maystresses  in  youre  olde  lyf 
That  lordes  doughtres  han  in  governaunce, 
Ne  taketh  of  my  word  no  displesaunce ; 
Thinketh  that  ye  ben  set  in  governynges 
Of  lordes  doughtres,  oonly  for  tuo  thinges; 
Outher  for  ye  han  kept  your  honeste, 
Other  elles  for  ye  han  falle  in  frelete, 
And  knowe  wel  y-nough  the  olde  daunce, 
"  And  conne  forsake  fully  such  meschaunce 
For  evermo;  therfore,  for  Cristes  sake, 
Kepeth  wel  tho  that  ye  undertake. 
A  theof  of  venisoun,  that  hath  for-laffc 
His  licorousnesse,  and  al  his  theves  craft, 
Can  kepe  a  forest  best  of  every  man.1 
Now  kepe  hem  wel,  for  and  ye  wil  ye  can; 
Loke  wel,  that  ye  unto  no  vice  assent, 
Lest  ye  be  dampned  for  your  wikked  entent, 
For  who  so  doth,  a  traytour  is  certayn; 
And  taketh  keep  of  that  thaj  I  schal  sayn; 
Of  al  tresoun  sovereyn  pestilence 
« Is,  whan  a  wight  bytrayeth  innocence. 


reading.  But  thought,  or  the  indulgence  of  day-dreams  or  reveries, 
is  the  fruit  of  sloth,  and  expresses  what  the  poet  means  better  than 
sloth  would  have  done,  because  it  shows  how  it  is  that  sloth  and  idleness 
(doon  Venus  encrece.* 

1  This  has  passed  into  a  proverb,    Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief.'    A 
ci-devant  poacher  always  makes  the  best  gamekeeper. 
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Ye  fedres,  and  ye  modres  eek  also, 
Though  ye  han  children,  be  it  oon  or  mo, 
Youre  is  the  charge  of  al  her  sufferaunce,1 
Whiles  thay  be  under  your  governaunce. 
Beth  war,  that  by  ensample  of  youre  lyvynge, 
Outher  by  necgligence  in  chastisynge, 
That  thay  ne  perische;  for  I  dar  wel  seye, 
If  that  thay  doon,  ye  schul  ful  sore  abeye. 
Under  a  schepherd  softe  and  necligent, 
The  wolf  hath  many  a  schep  and  lamb  to-rent 
Sufficeth  oon  ensample  now  as  here, 
For  I  moot  turne  agein  to  my  matiere. 

This  mayde,  of  which  I  telle  my  tale  expresse, 
So  kept  hir  self,  hir  neded  no  maystresse; 
For  in  hir  ly  vyng  maydens  might  rede, 
As  in  a  book,  every  good  word  and  dede, 
That  longeth  unto  a  mayden  vertuous; 
Sche  was  so  prudent  and  so  bounteous. 
For  which  the  fame  outsprong  on  every  syde 
Bothe  of  hir  beaute  and  hir  bounte  wyde ; 
That  thurgh  the  lond  thay  praysed  hir  ilkoone, 
That  lovede  vertu,  save  envye  alloone, 
That  sory  is  of  other  mennes  wele, 
And  glad  is  of  his  sorwe  and  unhele* 
The  doctor9  made  this  descripcioun. 
This  mayde  wente  on8  a  day  into  the  toun 
Toward  the  temple,  with  hir  moder  deere, 
As  is  of  yonge  maydenes  the  manere. 


1  Tyrwhitt  reads  mrveanoe,  which  yields  a  more  obvious  meaning ; 
but  the  reading  in  the  text,  which  is  Speght's,  as  also  that  of  the 
Harl.  and  Lansd.  MSS.,  may  mean, '  Yours  is  the  responsibility  for  any 
liberty  you  may  allow  them.' 

2  Tyrwhitt  says,  that  in  the  margin  of  one  of  the  MSS.  is  written 
'  Augustinus,'  but  doubts  whether  Chaucer  meant  to  quote  him  by  the 
name  of  •  the  Doctour  :*  in  The  Persona  Tale,  however,  in  the  descrip- 
tion of  envy,  these  very  words  are  attributed  to  St.  Austin.  *  And, 
after  the  word  of  St.  Austyn,  is  it'  (scfl.,  invidia)  'sorwe  of  other 
mennes  wele,  and  joye  of  other  mennes  harm.' 

3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  upon,  which  made  it  Impossible  to  scan  th* 
line.    On  has  been  substituted  from  Tyrwhitt. 
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Now  was  ther  than  a  justice  in  the  toun, 
That  governour  was  of  that  regioun. 
And  so  bifel,  this  juge  his  eyghen  cast 
Upon  this  mayde,  avysing  hir  fill  fast, 
As  sche  cam  forby  ther  the  juge  stood. 
Anoon  his  herte  chaunged  and  his  mood, 
So  was  he  caught  with  beaute  of  this  mayde, 
And  to  him  self  ful  prively  he  sayde, 
4  This  mayde  schal  be  myn  for  any  man.' 
Anoon  the  feend  into  his  herte  ran, 
And  taughte  him  sodeinly,  that  he  by  slighte 
This  mayde  to  his  purpos  wynne  mighte. 
For  certes,  by  no  fors,  ne  by  no  mede, 
Him  thought  he  was  not  able  for  to  speede ; 
For  sche  was  Strong  of  frendes,  and  eek  sche 
Confermed  was  in  such  soverayne  bounte1 
That  wel  he  wist  he  might  hir  never  wynne, 
As  for  to  make  hir  with  hir  body  synne. 
For  which  with  gret  deliberacioun 
He  sent  after  a  clerk  was  in  the  toun, 
The  which  he  knew  for  subtil  and  for  bold. 
This  juge  unto  the  clerk  his  tale  hath  told 
In  secre  wyse,  and  made  him  to  assure, 
He  schulde  telle  it  to  no  creature; 
And  if  he  dede  he  schulde  lese  his  heed* 
Whan  that  assented  was  this  cursed  reed, 
Glad  was  the  juge,  and  made  him  gret  cheere, 
And  gaf  him  giftes  precious  and  deere. 

Whan  schapen  was  al  this  conspiracye 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt,  how  that  his  lecherie 
Parformed  scholde  be  ful  subtilly, 
As  ye  schul  here  after- ward  openly, 
Horn  goth  this  clerk,  that  highte  Claudius, 
This  false  juge,  that  highte  Apius, — 
(So  was  his  name,  for  it  is  no  fable, 
But  knowen  for  a  storial  thing  notable; 

1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  conformed  beaute.     Tyrwhitt's  reading  has 
been  substituted  as  supplying  a  better'  sense. 
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The  sentence  of  it  soth  is  out  of  doubte),— 

This  false  jngge  goth  now  fast  aboute 

To  hasten  his  delit  al  that  he  may. 

And  so  bifel,  soone  after  on  a  day 

This  false  juge,  as  telleth  us  the  story, 

As  he  was  wont,  sat  in  his  consistory, 

And  gaf  his  domes  upon  sondry  caas; 

This  false  clerk  com  forth  a  ful  good  paas, 

And  saide,  4  Lord,  if  that  it  be  your  wille, 

As  doth  me  right  upon  this  pitous  bille, 

In  which  I  pleyne  upon  Virginius. 

And  if  he  wile  seyn  it  is  nought  thus, 

I  wil  it  prove,  and  fynde  good  witnesse, 

That  soth  is  that  my  bille  wol  expressed 

The  juge  answerd,  '  Of  this  in  his  absence 

I  may  not  give  diffinityf  sentence. 

Let  do  him  calle,  and  I  wol  gladly  hiere; 

Thou  schalt  have  alle  right,  and  no  wrong  Iieere. 

Virginius  com  to  wite  the  jugges  wille, 

And  right  anoon  was  red  this  cursed  bille; 

The  sentence  of  it  was  as  ye  schul  heere. 

'  To  yow,  my  lord  sire  Apius  so  deere, 
Scheweth  youre  pore  servaunt  Claudius, 
How  that  a  knight  called  Virginius, 
Ageins  the  lawe,  agens  alle  equyte, 
Holdeth,  expresse  ageinst  the  wille  of  me, 
My  servaunt,  which  that  my  thral  is  by  right, 
Which  fro  myn  hous  was  stolen^on  a  night 
Whiles  sche  was  ful  yong,  that  wol  I  preve 
By  witnesse,  lord,  so  that  ye  yow  not  greve ; 
Sche  is  nought  his  doughter,  what  so  he  say, 
Wherfore  to  yow,  my  lord  the  jugge,  I  pray, 
Yelde  me  my  thralle,  if  that  it  be  your  wille.' 
Lo,  this  was  al  the  sentence  of  the  bille. 

Virginius  gan  upon  the  clerk  byholde; 
But  hastily,  er  he  his  tale  tolde, 
And  wolde  have  proved  it,  as  schold  a  knight, 
And  eek  by  witnessyng  of  many  a  wight, 
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That  al  was  fajs  that  sayde  his  adversaries 
This  cursed  juge  wold  no  lenger  tarye, 
Ne  heere  a  word  more  of  Virginius, 
But  gaf  his  jugement,  and  saide  thus; 
'  I  deme  anoon  this  clerk  his  servaunt  have. 
Thou  schalt  no  lengur  in  thin  hous  hir  save.1 
Go  bringe  hir  forth,  and  put  hir  in  oure  warden 
This  clerk  schal  have  his  thral ;  thus  I  awarde.9 

And  whan  this  worthy  knight  Virginius, 
Thurgh  thassent  of  this  juge  Apius, 
Moste  by  force  his  deere  doughter  given 
Unto  the  juge,  in  lecchery  to  lyven, 
He  goth  him  horn,  and  sette  him  in  his  halle, 
And  leet  anoon  his  deere  doughter  calle; 
And  with  a  face  deed  as  aisshen  colde, 
Upon  hir  humble  face  he  gan  byholde, 
With  fadres  pite  stiking  thorugh  his  herte, 
Al  wolde  he  from  his  purpos  not  converte. 
'  Doughter,'  quod  he,  '  Virginia  by  name, 
Ther  ben  tuo  weyes,  eyther  deth  or  schame, 
That  thou  most  suffice,  alias  that  I  was  bone! 
For  never  thou  deservedest  wherfore 
To  deyen  with  a  swerd  or  with  a  kny£ 
O  deere  doughter,  ender  of  my  lyf, 
Which  I  have  fostred  up  with  such  plesaunce, 
That  thou  nere  never  oute  of  my  remembraunce . 
O  doughter,  which  that  art  my  laste  wo, 
And  in  this  lif  my  laste  joye  also, 
O  gemme  of  chastite,  in  pacience 
Tak  thou  thy  deth,  for  this  is  my  sentence; 
For  love  and  not  for  hate  thou  must  be  deed, 
My  pitous  hond  mot  smy  ten  of  thin  heed. 
Alias  that  ever  Apius  the  say  1 
Thus  hath  he  falsly  jugged  the  to  day.' 
And  told  hir  al  the  caas,  as  ye  bifore 
Han  herd,  it  needeth  nought  to  telle  it  more. 


1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  have.    Save  is  from  the  Lansd.  MS. 
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*  Mercy,  deere  fader/  quod  this  mayde. 
And  with  that  word  sche  bothe  hir.  armes  layde 
Aboute  his  nekke,  as  sche  was  want  to  doo, 
(The  teeres  brast  out  of  hir  eyghen  tuo), 
And  sayde:  '  Goode  fader,  schaL  I  dye? 
Is  ther  no  grace?  is  ther  no  remedve^ 
*  No,  certeyn,  deere  doughter  myn,'  quod  he. 
'  Than  geve  me  leve,  fader  inyn,'  quod  sche, 
'My  deth  for  to  compleyne  a  litel  space; 
For  pardy  Jepte1  gaf  his  doughter  grace 
For  to  compleyne,  er  he  hir  slough,  alias ! 
And  God  it  woot,  no  thing  was  hir  trespa3, 
But  that  sche  ran  hir  fader  first  to  se, 
To  welcome  him  with  gret  solempnite.' 
A-nd  with  that  word  aswoun  sche  fel  anoon, 
And  after,  whan  hir  swownyng  was  agoon, 
Sche  riseth  up,  and  to  hir  fader  sayde; 
1  Blessed  be  God,  that  I  schal  deye  a  mayde. 
Geve  me  my  deth,  er  that  I  have  a  schame. 
Do  with  your  child  your  wille,  a  goddes  name !' 
And  with  that  word  sche  prayed  him  ful  ofte, 
That  with  his  swerd  he  schulde  smyte  hir  softe ; 
And  with  that  word  on  swoune  doun  sche  fel. 
Hir  fader,  with  ful  sorwful  hert  and  fel, 
Hir  heed  of  smoot,  and  by  the  top  it  hente, 
And  to  the  juge  bigan  it  to  presente, 
As  he  sat  in  his  doom  in  consistory. 
And  whan  the  juge  it  say,  as  saith  the  story, 
He  bad  to  take  him,  and  honge  him  faste. 
But  right  anoon  alle  the  poeple*  in  thraste 
To  save  the  knight,  for  routhe  and  for  pite, 
For  knowcn  was  the  ials  iniquite. 


1  Judges  xi.  38.    An  allusion  to  the  Bible  in  the  month  of  Virgin  it 
Is  of  course  an  anachronism. 

*  [The  cornet  reading  is  cU  the  people,  not  ofte  (plural).    But  the  Elles- 
mere  MS.  has  a  much  smoother  line  *. —  x 

«  But  right  anoon  a  thousand  people  in  thraste.— W.  W.  S.J 

vol.  n.  w 
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The  poeple  anoon  had  suspect  in  this  thing, 

By  maner  of  this  clerkes  chalengyng, 

T^iat  it  was  by  thassent  of  Apius; 

They1  wiste  wel  that  he  was  leccherous. 

For  which  unto  this  Apius  thay  goon, 

And  casten  him  in  prisoun  right  anoon,^ 

Wher  as  he  slough  him  self;  and  Claudius, 

That  servaunt  was  unto  this  Apius, 

Was  demed  for  to  honge  upon  a  tree; 

But  Virginhis  of  his  gret  pite 

Prayde  for  him,  that  he  was  exiled, 

And  elles  certes  he  had  ben  bigiled. 

The  remenaunt  were  anhanged,  more  and  lesse, 

That  were  consented  to  this  cursednesse. 

Her  may  men  se  how  synne  hath  his  merite; 
Be  war,  for  no  man  woot  how  God  wol  smyte 
In  no  degre,  ne  in  which  maner  wise 
The  worm  of  conscience  wol  agrise 
Of  wicked  lyS  though  it  so  pryve  be, 
That  no  man  woot  of  it  but  God  and  he; 
Whether  that  he  be  lewed  man  or  lered, 
He  not  how  soone  that  he  may  be  afered. 
Therfore  I  rede  yow  this  counseil  take, 
Forsakith  synne,  er  synne  yow  forsake. 


X 


0 


THE   PROLOGE   OF   THE    PARDONER, 

>WRE  Ost  gan  swere  as  he  were  wood; 
'Harrow!'  quod  he,  'by  nayles2  and  by  blood  I 
This  was  a  cursed  thef,  a  fals  justice. 
As  schendful  deth  as  herte  can  devise 

l  The  reading  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  thai,  which  is  destitute  of  mean!**, 
has  been  corrected  from  Tyrwhitt. 

*  The  nails  with  which  our  Lord  was  fastened  to  the  cross  wer« 
among  what  were  called  'the  instruments  of  the  passion,*  and  wet* 
•upposed  to  have  been  preserved  as  relics,  like  the  true  cross.  They 
were  objects  of  devotion,  and  subjects  of  oaths. 
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So  falle  upon  his  body  and  his  hoones  1 
The  devel  I  bykenne  him  al  at  oones  I 
Alias !  to  deere  boughte  sche  hir  beaute. 
Wherfore  I  say,  that  alle  men  may  se, 
That  giftes  of  fortune  or  of  nature 
Ben  cause  of  deth  of  many  a  creature. 
Hir  beaute  was  hir  deth,  I  dar  wel  sayn; 
Alias!  so  pitously  as  sche  was  slayn? 
Of  bothe  giftes,  that  I  speke  of  now,1 
Men  han  ful  often  more  for  harm  than  prow. 

'  But  trewely,  myn  owne  maister  deere, 
This  was  a  pitous  tale  for  to  heere; 
But  natheles,  pas  over,  this  is  no  fors. 
I  pray  to  God  to  save  thi  gentil  corps, 
And  eek  thyn  urinals,  and  thy  jordanes, 
Thyn  Ypocras,  and  eek  thy  Galianes,8 
And  every  boist  ful  of  thi  letuarie, 
God  blesse  hem  and  oure  lady  seinte  Marie ! 
So  mot  I  then,  thou  art  a  propre  man, 
And  y-lik  a  prelat,8  by  seint  Bunyan. 
Sayde  I  not  wel?*  can  I  not  speke  in  terme? 
But  wel  I  woot,  thou  dost  myn  herfe  erme, 
I  have  almost  y-caught  a  cardiacle; 
By  corpus  boones,  but  I  have  triacle, 
Other  elles  a  draught  of  moyst  and  corny  ale, 
Other  but  I  hiere  anoon  a  mery  tale, 

1  This  and  the  succeeding  line  are  not  found  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  and 
are  given  from  Tyrwhitt.  The  argument  is  that  of  the  Tenth  Satire  o! 
Juvenal. 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  omits  this  characteristic  couplet.  The  reader  will 
recollect  an  example  of  the  use  of  these  vessels  in  the  medical 
diagnosis  of  the  middle  ages  in  Shakespeare,  %  Henry  IV.,  sc.  %.  For 
the  names  see  vol.  i.  p.  95 ',  note  3. 

3  The  Doctour  of  Phisik,  like  most  members  of  the  learned  professions 
in  the  middle  ages,  was  probably  in  orders,  otherwise  the  poet's  decla- 
ration of  his  fitness  to  be  a  prelate  would  have  no  application.  This 
brings  out  the  point  of  the  sarcasm  in  the  general  prologue — 

4  His  reading  was  ful  litel  on  the  bible.' 

4  Tyrwhitt  observes,  that  Shakespeare  appears  to  have  had  the  Host 
of  the  Tabard  in  his  eye,  when  he  depioted  hint  of  the  '  Garter,'  in  Thi 
Merry  Wives  qf  Windsor. 

*  2 
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Myn  hert  is  brost  for  pite  of  that  mayde. 
Thow,  pardoner,  thou,  belamy?  he  sayde, 
'  Tel  us  a  tale,  for  thou  canst  many  oon.' 

'  It  schal  be  doon,'  quod  he,  '  and  tthat  anoon* 
But  first/  quod  he,  '  her  at  this  ale-stake1 
I  wil  both  drynke  and  byten  on  a  cake.' 
But  right  anoon  the  gentils  gan  to  crie, 
'  Nay,  let  him  tellen  us  no  ribaudye.* 
Tel  us  som  moral  thing,  that  we  may  leere.' 
'  Gladly,'  quod  he,  and  sayde  as  ye  schal  heere. 
'  But  in  the  cuppe  wil  I  me  bethinke 
Upon  some  honest  tale,  whil  I  drinke.' — 

'  Lordyngs,'  quod  he,  '  in  chirche  whan  I  preche, 
I  peyne  me  to  have  an  hauteyn  speche, 
And  ryng  it  out,  as  lowd  as  doth  a  belle,    % 
For  I  can  al  by  rote  that  I  telle. 
My  teeme  is  alway  oon,  and  ever  was ; 
Radix  omniwm  nialorum  est  cwpidibas.* 

'  First  I  pronounce  whennes  that  I  come, 
And  thanne  my  bulles*  schewe  I  alle  and  some; 
Oure  liege  lordes6  seal  upon  my  patent, 
That  schewe  I  first  my  body  to  warent, 

1  Speght  interprets  ale-stake,  a  maypole;  Tyrwhitt,  a  stake  set  up 
before  an  ale-house  for  a  sign,  which  seems  to  be  the  sense  in  this 
place.  The  stake  was  probably  surmounted  by  a  *  bush.*  [An  ale-stake 
was  not  a  maypole,  but  a  pole  projecting  horizontally  from  the  ale-house, 
and  the  'bush '  was  suspended  from  it.— W.  W.  S.] 

2  This  gives  a  frightful  idea  of  the  corruption  to  which  the  sale  of 
indulgences  was  conducive ;  the  company  are  actually  afraid  that  the 
Pardoner,  an  ecclesiastic  who  was  permitted  to  preach  in  the  church, 
will  offend  their  ears  with  some  ribald  tale.  3  i  Tim.  vi.  io. 

4  The  Pope's  bull,  by  which  an  indulgence,  or  exemption  from  the 
temporal  punishment  of  offences  against  the  canons,  was  granted  to 
those  who  should  perform  an  act  of  faith  or  devotion,  by  kissing  the 
relics,  and  contributing  money  to  some  pious  work.  The  theory  of 
pardons  or  indulgences  was  that  no  one  could  obtain  or  profit  by  them 
who  was  not  in  a  state  of  grace,  that  is,  unless  he  had  faith  and  sin- 
cerely repented  of  his  sins ;  but,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  add,  that 
this  theory  was  not  very  strictly  observed  in  practice. 

5  SciL,  the  Pope's.  The  system  pursued  in  issuing  these  indulgences 
was  this : — The  court  of  Borne  granted  the  privilege  of  distributing 
them  to  some  religious  order,  for  which  that  order  paid  a  certain  sum, 
and  then  made  the  most  of  their  bargain. 
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That  no  man  be  so  hardy,  prest  ne  clerk, 

Me  to  destourbe  of  Cristes  holy  werk. 

And  after  that  than  tell  I  forth  my  tales,1 

Bullee  of  popes,  and  of  cardynalea, 

Of  patriarkes,  and  of  bisshops,  I  schewe, 

And  in  Latyn  speke  I  wordes  fewe 

To  savore*  with  my  predicacioun, 

And  for  to  stere  men  to  devocioun. 

Thanne  schewe  I  forth  my  longe  crystal  stoones, 

I-crammed  ful  of  cloutes8  and  of  boones, 

Reliks  thay  ben,  as  wene  thei  echoon. 

Than  have  I  in  latoun  a  schulder  boon, 

Which  that  was  of  an  holy  Jewes4  scheep. 

Good  men/  say  I,  '  tak  of  my  wordes  keep ; 

If  tnat  this  boon  be  waische  in  eny  welle, 

If  cow,  or  calf,  or  scheep,  or  oxe  swelle, 

That  eny  worm  hath  ete,  or  worm  i-stonge, 

Tak  water  of  that  welle,  and  waisch  his  tonge, 

And  it  is  hool  anoon.     And  forthermore 

Of  pokkes,  and  of  scabbe,  and  every  sore, 

Schal  every  scheep  be  hool,  that  of  this  welle 

Drynketh  a  draught.     Tak  heed  eek  what  I  telle; 

If  that  the  goode  man,  that  the  beest  oweth, 

Wol  every  wike,  er  that  the  cok  him  croweth, 


1  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  probably  by  a  mere  clerical 
srror.    It  is  restored  from  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt. 

*  For  savore  Tyrwhitt  reads  satfron,  and  explains  it  as  a  metaphor  from 
the  spice  saffron,  which  is  used  to  give  colour  and  flavour  to  meats.  [His 
reading  and  explanation  are  correct. — W.  W.  S.] 

s  The  origin  of  the  veneration  for  relics  may  be  traced  to  Acts  xix. 
i  a.    Hence  cloutes,  or  clothes,  are  among  the  Pardoner's  stock. 

4  This  must  be  understood  of  some  Jew  before  the  Incarnation,  for 
an  unbelieving  and  reprobate  Jew  could  hardly  have  been  called  holy. 
The  shoulder  bone  of  a  sheep  was  supposed  to  possess  some  magical 
virtue,  and  was  a  common  implement  of  divination.  It  is  alluded  to 
amonggt  other  forms  of  sinful  conjuration  in  The  Persones  Tale:  *  But 
let  us  now  go  to  thilke  horrible  sweryng  of  adjuracioun  and  conjura- 
douns,  as  doon  these  false  enchauntours  or  nigromanciens,  in  bacines 
ful  of  water,  or  in  a  bright  swerd,  in  a  cerole,  or  in  a  fuyr,  or  in  the 
$chulder  ton  of  a  scheep,'  &c. 
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Fastynge,  drynke  of  this  welle  a  draught, 

As  thilke  holy  Jew  oure  eldres  taught, 

His  beestes  and  his  stoor  schal  multiplie. 

And,  sires,  also  it  kelith  jalousie. 

For  though  a  man  be  fal  in  jalous  rage, 

Let  make  with  this  water  his  potage, 

And  never  schal  he  more  his  wyf  mystrist,    . 

Though  he  the  soth  of  hir  defaute  wist; 

Al  hadde  sche  take  prestes1  tuo  or  thre. 

Here  is  a  meteyn  eek,  that  ye  may  see; 

He  that  his  honde  put  in  this  metayn, 

He  schal  have  multiplying  of  his  grayn, 

Whan  he  hath  sowen,  be  it  whete  or  otes, 

So  that  ye  offre  pans  or  elles  grootes. 

And,  men  and  wommen,  oon  thing  warne  I  yow; 

If  eny  wight  be  in  this  chirche  now, 

That  hath  doon  synne  orrible,  that  he 

Dar  nought  for  schame  of  it  schryven  be; 

Or  ony  womman,  be  sche  yong  or  old, 

That  hath  y-maad  hir  housbond  cokewold, 

Such  folk  schal  have  no  power  ne  grace 

To  offre  to  my  relikes  in  this  place. 

And  who  so  fint  him  out  of  such  blame, 

Thay  wol  come  up  and  offre  in  Goddes  name, 

And  I  assoile  hem  by  the  auctorite, 

Which  that  by  bulle  was  i-graunted  me.* 

1  By  this  gaude  have  I  wonne  every  yeer 
An  hundred  mark,  syn  I  was  pardoner. 
I  stonde  lik  a  clerk  in  my  pulpit, 
And  whan  the  lewed  poeple  is  doun  i-set, 

1  preche  so  as  ye  have  herd  before, 
And  telle  hem  an  hondred  japes  more. 
Than  peyne  I  me  to  strecche  forth  my  necke, 
And  est  and  west  upon  the  poeple  I  bekke, 

1  A  sarcasm  on  the  secular  clergy. 

2  The  reader  will  observe  the  art  of  this.  Every  one,  after  raoh  a 
declaration,  would  be  anxious  to  prove  himself  out  of  such  blame*  free 
from  such  guilt,  by  coming  up  to  offer  to  the  relics. 
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As  doth  a  dowfe,  syttyng  on  a  berne  ;l 
Myn  hondes  and  my  tonge  goon  so  yerne, 
That  it  is  joye  to  se  my  busynesse. 
Of  avarice  and  of  such  cursednesse 
Is  al  my  preching,  for  to  make  hem  fre 
To  geve  here  pans,  and  namely  unto  me. 
For  myn  entent  is  nought  but  for  to  wynne. 
And  no  thing  for  correccioun  of  synne. 
I  rekke  never  when  thay  ben  i-beryed, 
Though  that  here  soules  gon  a  blakeberyed." 

'  For  certes  many  a  predicacioun 
Cometh  offce  tyme  of  evel  entencioun  f 
Som  for  plesauns  of  folk  and  flaterie, 
To  ben  avaunced  by  ypocrisie; 
And  som  for  veine  gloir,  and  som  for  hate. 
For  -whan  I  dar  not  other  weys  debate, 
Than  wil  I  stynge  him  with  my  tonge  smerte 
In  preching,  so  that  he  schal  not  asterte 
To  be  difiamed  falsly,  if  that  he 
Hath  trespast  to  my  brethren  or  to  me. 
For  though  I  telle  not  his  propre  name, 
Men  schal  wel  knowe  that  it  is  the  same 
By  signes,  and  by  other  circumstaunces. 
Thus  quyt  I  folk,  that  doon  us  displesaunces; 
Thus  put  I  out  my  venym  under  hiewe 
Of  holynes,  to  seme  holy  and  trewe. 
But  schortly  myn  entent  I  wol  devyse, 
I  preche  no  thing  but  of  coveityse. 
Therfor  my  teem  is  yit,  and  ever  was, 
Radix  omrdwm  rnalorwm,  eat  cupiditos. 

1  Thus  can  I  preche  agayn  the  same  vice 
Which  that  I  use,  and  that  is  avarice. 

1  This  is  a  most  felicitous  simile.  The  strutting  and  bowing  of  a 
cock-pigeon  on  the  roof  of  a  barn  recals  the  action  of  a  popular  orator 
with  ludicrous  exactness. 

*  [This  phrase  means  '  go  a-blaekberrying,'  i.e.,  go  where  they  list    So 
also  in  the  Protoge  of  the  Wyf  of  Bathe,  goon  a-catertoatoet  means  'go  a> 
caterwauling.'    See  vol.  i.  p.  iir— W.  W.  S.] 
»  Philipp.  L  if. 
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But  though  my  self  be  gulty  in  the  synne,  | 

Yit  can  I  make  other  folk  to  twynne  l 

From  avarice,  and  soone  to  repent 

But  that  is  not  my  principal  entent;  I 

I  preche  no  thing  but  for  coveitise.  I 

Of  this  matier  it  ought  i-nough  sunjse. 

'  Than  telle  I*  hem  ensamples  many1  oon 
Of  olde  thinges  longe  tyme  agoon.  ' 

For  lewed  poeple  loven  tales  olde ;  ,  i 

Which  thinges  can  thay  wel  report  and  holde. 
What?  trowe  ye,  whiles  I  may  preche* 
And  wynne  gold  and  silver  for  I  teche,  ! 

That  I  wil  lyve  in  povert  wilfully? 
Nay,  nay,  I  thought  it  never  trewely. 

For  I  wol  preche  and  begge  in  sondry  londes.  ' 

I  wil  do  no  labour  with  myn  hondes,  | 

Ne  make  basketis8  and  lyve  therby,  , 

Byoause  I  wil  nought  begge  ydelly.  I 

T  wol  noon  of  thapostles  counterfete;  j 

I  wol  have  money,  wolle,  chese,  and  whete,  | 

Al  were  it  geven  of  the  prestes4  page, 
Or  of  the  porest  wydow  in  a  village, 
And  schold  hir  children  sterve  for  famyn. 
Nay,  I  wol  drinke  licour  of  the  wyn, 
And  have  a  joly  wenche  in  every  toun. 
But  herkneth,  lordynges,  in  conclusioun, 
Youre  likyng  is  that  I  schal  telle  a  tale. 
Now  have  I  dronk  a  draught  of  corny  ale, 
By  God,  I  hope  I  schal  telle  yow  a  thing, 
That  schal  by  resoun  be  at  your  liking; 


1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  may,  evidently  by  mistake.  The  reading  hat 
been  amended  from  Tyrwhitt. 

3  In  this  line  the  first  syllable  of  whiles,  occurring  after  the  caesura, 
takes  the  place  of  an  iambus,  and  is  to  be  pronounced  emphatically. 

3  Making  baskets  was  the  employment  of  the  Egyptian  monks  in 
the  early  ages. — See  Fleury's  Eccl.  Hist. 

4  The  Lansd.  MS.  reads  porest  page,  in  which  it  is  followed  by 
Tyrwhitt  \  but  the  reading  in  the  text  is  more  expressive. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


THE  PABDONEKES  TALE.  73 

For  chough  my  self  be  a  ful  vicious  man, 
A  moral  tale  yit  I  yow  telle  can, 
Which  I  am  wont  to  preche,  for  to  wynne. 
Now  hold  your  pees,  my  tale  I  wol  byginne.' 


THE   PARDONERES   TALE. 

[The  outline  of  this  very  beautiful  tale  is  to  be  found  in  the 
Cento  Novelle  Antiche,  Nov.  lxxxii.,  and  it  was,  no  doubt, 
a  popular  apologue  in  Chaucer's  time.  The  technical  and 
perfunctory  manner  in  which  the  Pardoner  successively  ad- 
dresses himself  to  each  of  his  topics,  displays  characteristically 
his  insincerity  in  the  cause  of  morality  which  he  advocates ; 
and  the  tale  itself  furnishes  a  curious  example  of  the  mode  in 
which  moral  instruction  was  sometimes  conveyed  in  mediaeval 
preaching ;  for  the  Pardoner  informs  his  audience  that  he  has 

earned  the  tale  for  the  purpose  of  introducing  it  in  his 

termons.] 

IN  Flaundres  whilom  was  a  companye 
Of  yonge  folkes,  that  haunteden1  folye, 
As  ryot,  hasard,  stywes,  and  tavernes; 
Wher  as  with  lutes,  harpes,  and  gyternes, 
Thay  daunce  and  play  at  dees  bothe  day  and  night, 
And  ete  also,  and  drynk  over  her  might; 
Thurgh  which  thay  doon  the  devyl  sacrifise 
Withinne  the  develes  temple,  in  cursed  wise, 
By  superfluite  abhominable. 
Her  othes  been  so  greet  and  so  dampnable, 
That  it  is  grisly  for  to  hiere  hem  swere. 
Our  blisful  Lordes  body  thay  to-tere  ;f 

1  Tbe  Hart.  MS.  reads  haunted,  which  is  not  strictly  grammatical, 
according  to  the  English  of  Chaucer's  time,  and,  besides,  spoils  the  metre. 

3  They  swore  by  the  different  parts  of  our  Lord's  body,  a  profane 
custom  still  observable  in  the  vulgar  oath,  *  by  blood  and  wounds.' — See 
vol.  i.  p.  a  1 4,  note  i .  This  was  represented  by  the  preachers  of  that  age  as 
being  a  crime  analogous  to  that  of  the  Jews,  in  tearing  our  Lord's  body 
In  pieces. 
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Hem  thoughte  Jewes  rent  him  nought  y-nough; 
And  ech  of  hem  at  otheres  synne  lough. 
And  right  anoon  ther  come  tombesteris, 
Fetis  and  sniale,  and  yonge  fruitesteres, 
Singers  with  harpes,  baudes,  wafereres,1 
Whiche  that  ben  verray  develes  officeres, 
To  kyndle  and  blowe  lie  fiiyr  of  leccherie, 
That  is  anexid  unto  glotonye. 
The  holy  wryt  take  I  to  my  witnesse, 
That  luxury  is  in  wyn  and  dronkenesse.1 
Lo,  how  that  dronken  Loth8  unkyndely 
.  Lay  by  his  doughtres  tuo  unwityngly, 
So  dronk  he  was  he  niste  what  he  wrought 
Herodes,  who  so  wel  the  story  sought,* 
Whan  he  of  wyn  was  repleet  at  his  fest, 
Bight  at  his  oughne  table  gaf  his  hest 
To  sle  the  baptist  Johan*  ful  gilteles. 
Seneca  seith  a  good  word  douteles; 
He  saith  he  can  no  difference  fynde 
Betuyx  a  man  that  is  out  of  his  mynde, 
And  a  man  the  which  is  dronkelewe; 
But  that  woodnes,  fallen  in  a  schrewe, 
Persevereth  lenger  than  doth  dronkenesse.* 

O  glutonye,  fal  of  corsidnesse; 
O  cause  first  of  oure  confusioun, 
O  original  of  oure  dampnacioun, 
Til  Crist  had  bought  us  with  his  blood  agayn! 
Loketh,  how  dere,  schortly  for  to  sayn, 
Abought  was  first  this  cursed  felonye ; 
Corupt  was  al  this  world  for  glotonye. 


1  This  and  the  following  line  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS. 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  has  in  the  margin  the  reference  to  Ephes.  v.  ig. 
Nolite  inebriare  rino,  m  quo  est  luxuria.  8  Lot,  Gen.  xix.  33* 

4  This  clause  is  parenthetical  and  elliptical,  and  means,  *  As  any  one 
knows,  who  has  searched  the  story  well/ — i.  e.  who  is  well  versed  in  it. 

»Matt.xiy. 

6  Perhaps  he  refers  to  EpUt.  lxxziii.  Eztende  in  plures  dies  ilium 
ebrii  habitum:  numquidde  furore  dubltatis?  Nunc  quoque  non  est 
minor  sed  brevior. — T. 
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Adam  our  fader,  and  Lis  wyf  also. 

Fro  Paradys  to  labour  and  to  wo 

Were  dryven  for  that  vice,  it  is  no  drede. 

For  whils  that  Adam  fasted,  as  I  rede, 

He  was  in  Paradis,  and  whan  that  he 

Eet  of  the  fruyt  defendit  of  a  tre, 

He  was  out  cast  to  wo  and  into  peyne.1 

0  glotony,  wel  ought  us  on  the  pleyne! 
O,  wist  a  man  how  many  maladyes 
Folwith  of  excesse  and  of  glotonyes, 
He  wolde  be  the  more  mesurable 

Of  his  diete,  sittyng  at  his  table. 

Alias !  the  schorte  throte,  the  tendre  mouth, 

Maketh  that  Est  and  West,  and  North  and  South, 

In  erthe,  in  watir,  in  ayer,  man  to  swynke, 

To  gete  a  sely  glotoun  mete  and  drynke. 

Of  this  matier,  O  Poul,  wel  canstow  trete. 

Mete  unto  wombe,  and  wombe  unto  mete, 

Schal  God  destroyen  bothe,  as  Powel  saith.1 

Alias !  a  foul  thing  is  it  by  my  faith 

To  say  this  word,  and  fouler  is  the  dede, 

Whan  men  so  drynke  of  the  whyt  and  rede, 

That  of  his  throte  he  makith  his  prive 

Thurgh  thilke  cursed  superfluity 

Thapostil*  wepyng  saith  ful  pitously, 

Ther  walkith  many,  of  which  you  told  have  I, 

1  say  it  now  wepyng  with  pitous  vois, 
Thay  are  enemys  of  Cristea  croys; 

Of  whieh  the  ende  is  deth,  Wombe  is  her  God. 

O  wombe,  o  bely,  o  stynkyng  is  thi  cod, 

Fulfild  of  dong  and  of  corrupcioun ; 

At  eyther  ende  of  the  foul  is  the  soun. 

How  gret  cost  and  labour  is  the  to  fynde ! 

These  cokes  how  they  stamp,  and  streyn,  and  grytide, 


*  At  this  line  one  of  the  MSS.  used  by  Tyrwhitt  quotes  Eieronymus 
contra  Jwirrianum:— Quamdiu  jejunavit  Adam  in  Paradyso  fuit,  comedit 
•t  ejectus  est.    Statim  duxit  nxorem. 

»  i  Cor.  ri.  13.  »  Philipp.  iii.  18. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


76  THE  CAXTERBUBY  TALES. 

And  tome  substaunce  into  accident,1 

To  fulnlle  thy  Kcorous  talent! 

Out  of  the  harde  boones  gete  thay 

The  mary,  for  thay  caste  nought  away 

That  may  go  thurgh  the  golet  softe  and  soote; 

Of  spicery  and  levys,  barke  and  roote, 

Schal  ben  his  sause  maad  to  his  delyt 

To  make  him  have  a  newe  appetit. 

But  certes  he  that  haunteth  suche  delices, 

Is  deed  ther,  whiles  that  he  lyveth  in  vices.* 

A  licorous  thing  is  wyn,  and  dronkenesse 

Is  ful  of  stryvyng  and  of  wrecchednesse. 

O  dronke  man,  disfigured  is  thi  face, 

Sour  is  thy  breth,  foul  artow  to  embrace; 

And  thurgh  thi  dronken  nose*  sowneth  the  soun, 

As  though  thou  seydest  ay,  Sampsoun,  Sampsoun  ;* 

And  yit,  God  wot,  Sampson  drank  never  wyn.* 

Thow  fallist,  as  it  were  a  stiked  swyn ; 

Thy  tonge  is  lost,  and  al  thin  honest  cure, 

For  dronkenes  is  verray  sepulture 

Of  marines  witt  and  his  discrecioun, 

In  whom  that  drynk  hath  dominacioun. 

He  can  no  counseil  kepe,  it  is  no  drede. 

Now*  keep  yow  from  the  white  and  from  the  rede, 


*  An  allusion  to  the  philosophy  of  the  Realists,  according  to  which 
everything  is  supposed  to  have  a  substance  distinct  from  the  accidents 
of  form,  taste,  colour,  smell,  &c. ;  so  that,  while  the  accidents  remain, 
the  substance  may  be  changed,  and  vice  versa.  The  cook  is  said  to 
change  the  nature  and  appearance  of  meats  so  utterly,  that  the  sub- 
stance and  accidents  are  confounded ;  i.  e.,  the  form,  and  colour,  and 
taste  do  not  indicate  the  real  composition  of  the  diet. 

*  Tim.  v.  6 . 

s  In  this  line  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt  hare  been  followed,  in  preference 
to  the  Harl.  MS.,  which  reads  :— 

'  A  thurgh  thi  dronkenesse  sowneth  the  soun.' 

4  The  snoring  of  a  drunken  man,  he  means,  is  like  the  word  Samp- 
•oun.  5  Judges  xiii.  4. 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  ITe,  which  is  unintelligible.  Speght  and 
Tyrwhitt  both  read  Now,  as  in  the  text. 


• 
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And  namely  fro  the  white  wyn  of  Leepe,1 
That  is  to  selle  in  Fleetstreet  or  in  Chepe. 
This  wyn  of  Spayne  crepith  subtil  y 
In  other  wynes  growyng  faste  by, 
Of  which  ther  riseth  such  fumosite, 
That  whan  a  man  hath  dronke  draughtes  thre, 
And  weneth  that  he  be  at  horn  in  Chepe, 
He  is  in  Spayne,  right  at  the  toun  of  Lepe, 
Nought  at  the  Rochel,  ne  at  Burdeaux  toun; 
And  thanne  wol  thai  say,  Sampsoun,  Sampsoun. 
But  herken,  lordyngs,  o  word,  I  you  pray, 
That  alle  the  soverayn  actes,  dar  I  say, 
Of  victories  in  the  Olde  Testament, 
Thurgh*  the  verray  God  omnipotent 
Were  doon  in  abstinence  and  in  prayere ; 
Lokith  the  Bible,  and  ther  ye  may  it  hiere. 
Loke  Atthila8  the  grete  conquerour, 
Deyd  in  his  sleep,  with  schame  and  dishonour, 
Bleedyng  ay  at  his  nose  in  dronkenesse ; 
A  captayn  schuld  ay  lyve  in  sobrenesse. 


1  According  to  the  geographers,  Lepe  was  not  far  from  Cadiz.  This 
wine,  of  whatever  sort  it  may  have  been,  was  probably  much  stronger 
than  the  Gascon  wines  usually  drunk  in  England.  La  Rochelle  and 
Bordeaux,  the  two  chief  ports  of  Gascony,  were  both,  in  Chaucer's 
time,  part  of  the  English  dominions.  Spanish  wines  might  also  be 
more  alluring,  upon  account  of  their  greater  rarity.  Among  the  orders 
of  the  royal  household,  in  1604,  is  the  following.  [Harl.  MSS.  *93,  fol. 
i6z.]  '  And  whereas,  in  tymes  past,  Spanish  wines,  called  sacke,  were 
little  or  noe  whit  used  in  our  courte,  and  that  in  later  years,  though 
not  of  ordinary  allowance,  it  was  thought  convenient  that  noblemen, 
&c.,  might  have  a  boule  or  glass,  &c.  We,  understanding  that  it  is  now 
used  as  common  drinke,  &c,  reduce  the  allowance  to  xii.  gallons  a-day 
for  the  court,  &c.' — T. 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  That  thurgh,  which  spoils  the  sense ;  and  if 
thurgh  be  sounded  as  a  dissyllable,  as  in  Shakespeare,  the  metre  does 
not  require  it. 

3  The  death  of  Attila  is  thus  described  by  Paulus  Diaconua,  Gest. 
Bom.,  lib.  xv. : — *  Qui  reversus  ad  propria*  sedes  supra  plures  quas 
habebat  uxores,  valde  decoram,  indicto  nomine,  sibi  in  matrimonium 
junxit.  Ob  cujus  nuptias  profusa  convivia  exercens,  dum  tantum  vini, 
quantum  nunquam  antea  insimul  bibisset,  cum  supinus  quiesceret. 
eruptione  sanguinis,  qui  ei  de  naribus  solitos  erat  effluere,  suffocatus  e* 
extinctus  est.' 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


75  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 

And  over  al  this,  avyse  yow  right  wel, 
What  was  comaunded  unto  Lamuel;1 
Nought  Samuel,  but  Lamuel  say  I. 
Redith  the  Bible,  and  fyndeth  expresly 
Of  wyn  gevyng  to  hem  that  han  justice. 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  may  wel  suffice. 
And  now  that  I  have  spoke  of  glotonye,. 
Now  wil  I  yow  defende  hasardrye. 

Hasard  is  verray  moder  of  lesynges, 
And  of  deceipt,  and  cursed  forsweringes ; 
Blaspheme  of  Crist,  manslaught,  and  wast  also 
Of  catel,  and  of  tyme ;  and  forthermo 
It  is  reproef,  and  contrair  of  honour, 
For  to  be  halde  a  comun  hasardour. 
And  ever  the  heyer  he  is  of  astaat, 
The  more  is  he  holden  desolaat. 
If  that  a  prince  use  hasardrie, 
In  alle  governance  and  policie 
He  is,  as  by  comun  opinioun, 
Holde  the  lasse  in  reputacioun. 
Stilbon,8  that  was  a  wis  embasitour, 
Was  sent  unto  Corinthe  with  gret  honour 
Fro  Lacidome,  to  make  hir  alliaunce ; 
And  whan  he  cam,  him  happede  par  chaunce, 
That  alle  the  grettest  that  were  of  that  lond 
Playing  atte  hasard  he  hem  fond. 
For  which,  as  soone  as  it  mighte  be, 
He  stal  him  hoom  agein  to  his  contre, 
And  saide  ther,  '  I  nyl  nought  lese  my  name, 
I  nyl  not  take  on  me  so  gret  diffame, 
Yow  for  to  allie  unto  noon  hasardoures* 
Sendeth  som  other  wise  embasitoures, 


1  Prov.  xxxi.  6, 
2  John  of  Salisbury  (from  whom  our  author  probably  took  this  story 
and  the  following)  calls  him  Chilon.  Polycrates,  lib.  i.,  c.  5.  '  Chilon 
Lacedsemonius,  jungendae  societatis  causa  missus  Corinthum,  duces  et 
seniores  populi  ludentes  invenit  in  alea.  Infeoto  itaque  negotio  re vernu* 
eat,'  &e.~T. 
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For  by  my  trouthe,  me  were  lever  dye, 
Than  I  yow  scholde  to  hasardours  allye, 
For  ye,  that  ben  so  glorious  in  honoures, 
Schal  not  allie  yow  with  hasardoures, 
As  by  my  wil,  ne  as  by  my  trete.' 
This  wise  philosophre  thus  said  he. 

Lo  eek  how  that  the  king  Demetrius1 
The  king  of  Parbhes,  as  the  book  saith  us, 
Sent  him  a  paire  dees  of  gold  in  scorn, 
For  he  had  used  hasard  ther  to-forn  ; 
For  which  he  hield  his  gloir  and  his  renoun 
At  no  valieu  or  reputacioun. 
Lordes  may  fynde  other  maner  play 
Honest  y-nough  to  dryve  away  the  day. 

Now  wol  I  speke  of  othes  fals  and  grete 
A  word  or  tuo,  as  other  bookes  entrete. 
Gret  swering  is  a  thing  abhominable, 
And  fals  swering  is  more  reprovable. 
The  hyhe  God  forbad  sweryng  at  al, 
Witnes  on  Mathew,*  but  in  special 
Of  sweryng  saith  the  holy  Jeremy  e,* 
Thou  schalt  say  soth  thin  othes,  and  not  lye; 
And  swere  in  doom,  and  eek  in  rightwisnes ; 
But  ydel  sweryng  is  a  cursednes. 
Bihold  and  se,  ther  in  the  firste  table 
Of  hihe  Goddes  heste  honurable, 
How  that  the  secounde  heste4  of  him  is  this; 
Tak  not  in  ydel  my  name  or  amys. 
Lo,  rather  he  forbedith  such  sweryng, 
Than  homicide,  or  many  a  corsed  thing. 
I  say  that  as  by  order5  thus  it  stondith; 
This  knoweth  he  that  the  hestes  understondeth. 


1  See  Shakespeare,  Henry  K,  Act  i.,  sc.  a. 
3  Matt.  v.  34-  3  Jerem.  iv.  a. 

4  *  Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain/  is 
eailed  the  second  heste  or  commandment,  because  the  preceding  two, 
forbidding  idolatry,  are  considered  as  one. 

5  That  is,  God  appears  to  forbid  swearing  more  pointedly  even  than 
murder,  because  this  commandment  comes  before  the  sixth. 
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How  that  the  second  hest  of  God  is  that 
And  forthermore,  I  wol  the  telle  a  plat, 
That  vengance  schal  not  parte  fro  his  hous, 
That  of  his  othes  is  outrageous. 
'  By  Goddes  precious  hert,  and  by  his  nayles,1 
And  by  the  blood  of  Crist,  that  is  in  Hayles," 
Seven  is  my  chaunce*  and  also  cink  and  tray ! 
By  Goddes  armes,  and  thou  falsly  play, 
This  daggere  schal  thurgh  thin  herte  goo  P 
This  fruyt  cometh  of  the  bicchid  boones8  tuo, 
Forswering,  ire,  falsnes,  homicide. 
Now  for  the  love  of  Crist  that  for  us  dyde, 
Levith  youre  othis,  bothe  gret  and  smale. 
But,  sires,  now  wol  I  telle  forth  my  tale. 
These  riottoures  thre,  of  which  I  telle, 
Longe  erst  than  prime*  rong  of  eny  belle, 
Were  set  hem  in  a  tavern  for  to  drynke; 
And  as  thay  sat,  thay  herd  a  bell  clinke* 

1  i.  t.y  with  which  he  was  nailed  to  the  cross.  Sir  John  Mandeville, 
e.  vii.  says,  •  And  thereby  in  the  walle  is  the  place  where  the  four  nayles 
of  oure  Lord  weren  hidd  ;  for  he  had  two  in  his  hondes  and  two  in  his 
feet ;  and  of  one  of  theise  the  emperour  of  Constantynoble  made  a 
brydille  to  his  hors,  to  bere  him  in  bataylle ;  and  thorghe  vertue  thereof 
he  overcam  his  enemies,  &c.' — T. 

2  The  abbey  of  Hailes,  in  Gloucestershire,  was  founded  by  Richard, 
king  of  the  Romans,  brother  to  Henry  III.  This  relick,  which  was 
afterwards  commonly  called  *  the  blood  of  Hailes,*  was  brought  out  of 
Germanie  by  the  son  of  Richard,  Edmund,  who  bestowed  a  third  part 
of  it  upon  his  father's  abbey  of  Hailes,  and,  some  time  after,  gave  the 
other  two  parts  to  an  abbey  of  his  own  foundation  at  Ashrug,  near 
Berkhamstead.    Holinshead,  v.  ii.  p.  a  75. — T. 

3  Bicchid  and  Meckel  bones,  which  latter  is  adopted  by  Tyrwhitt, 
seems  to  have  been  used  indifferently  to  signify  dice.  Kilian  explains 
bickel,  talus,  ovillus  et  lusorius.  Mr.  Wright,  in  a  note  on  this  place, 
quotes,  in  illustration,  a  passage  from  the  Towneley  mystery  of  the 
Processus  Talentorum.  The  soldiers  are  represented  as  playing  at  dice 
for  our  Lord's  tunic,  and  he  who  has  lost  exclaims : — 

*  I  was  falsly  bygyled  with  thise  byched  bones, 
Ther  cursyd  thay  be !' 

4  See  vol.  i.  p.  z  18,  note  a. 

5  A  small  bell  used  formerly  to  be  rung  before  the  corpse,  as  It  was 
carried  to  the  grave,  to  give  notice  to  those  who  were  charitably  dis- 
posed that  they  might  pray  for  the  soul  of  the  deceased.  Our  «  passing 
bell'  has  the  same  origin,  though  the  reason  for  it  has  ceased. 
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Biforn  a  corps,  was  caried  to  the  grave; 
That  oon  of  hem  gan  calle  unto  his  knave, 
'  Go  bet,'1  quoth  he,  '  and  axe  redily, 
What  corps  is  that,  that  passeth  her  forth  by ; 
And  loke  that  thou  report  his  name  wei' 
' Sire,'  quod  he,  'but  that  nedeth  never  a  del; 
It  was  me  told  er  ye  com  heer  tuo  houres; 
He  was,  pardy,  an  old  felaw  of  youres, 
And  sodeinly  he  was  i-slayn  to  night; 
For  dronk  as  he  sat  on  his  bench  upright, 
Ther  com  a  prive  thef,  men  clepen  Deth, 
That  in  this  contre  al  the  peple  sleth; 
And  with  his  spere  he  smot  his  hert  a-tuo, 
And  went  his  way  withoute  wordes  mo. 
He  hath  a  thousand  slayn  this  pestilence.1 
And,  maister,  er  ye  come  in  his  presence, 
Me  thinketh  that  it  is  fid  necessarie, 
For  to  be  war  of  such  an  ad  versarie ; 
Beth  redy  for  to  meet  him  evermore. 
Thus  taughte  me  my  dame,  I  say  nomore.' 
'  By  seinte  Mary  P  sayde  this  taverner, 

*  The  child  saith  soth ;  for  he  hath  slayn  this  yeer, 
Hens  over  a  myle,  withinne  a  gret  village, 

Bothe  man  and  womman,  child,  and  hyne,8  and  page ; 
I  trowe  his  habitacioun  be  there. 
To  ben  avysed  gret  wisdom  it  were, 
Er  that  he  dede  a  man  that  dishonour.' 

*  Ye,  Goddis  armes!' .  quod  this  ryottour, 
1  Is  it  such  peril  with  him  for  to  meetel 

I  schal  him  seeke  by  way  and  eek  by  strete, 


1  This  expression  occurs  in  The  Legende  of  Qode  Woman— 
*  The  herd  of  hartes  founden  is  anon, 
With  hey,  go  bet,  prieke  thoa,  let  gon,  let  gon.* — T. 
pt  means  *  go  better/  ix.  fester.— W.  W.  8.] 

*  Perhaps  an  allusion  to  the  great  pestilence  that  devastated  Europe 
in  the  fourteenth  century.  This  pestilence  means  during  this  pestilence, 
as  this  year  means  during  this  year. 

*  The  HarL  MS.  omits  and  hyne,  which  is  restored  from  Tyrwhitt 

VOL.  II.  G 
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I  make  avow  to  Goddis  digne  boones! 
Herkneth,  felaws,  we  thre  ben  al  oones ; 
Let  ech  of  us  hold  up  his  hond  to  other,1 
And  ech  of  us  bycome  otheres  brother,8 
And  we  wil  alee  this  false  traitour  Deth ; 
He  schal  be  slayne,  that  ro  many  sleeth, 
By  Goddis  dignete,  er  it  be  night!' 
Togideres  han  these  thre  here  trouthes  plight 
To  ly  ve  and  dye  ech  of  hem  with  other, 
As  though  he  were  his  oughne  boren8  brother. 
And  up  thai  startyn,  al  dronke  in  this  rage, 
And  forth  thai  goon  towardes  that  village, 
Of  which  the  taverner  hath  spoke  biforn, 
And  many  a  grisly  oth  than  han  thay  sworn, 
And  Cristes  blessed  body  thay  to-rent,4 
Deth  schal  be  deed,  if  that  they  may  him  hent. 
Right  as  thay  wolde  have  torned  over  a  style, 
Whan  thai  han  goon  nought  fully  a  myle, 
An  old  man  and  a  pore  with  hem  mette. 
This  olde  man  ful  mekely  hem  grette, 
And  saide  thus,  '  Lordynges,  God  yow  seP 
The  proudest  of  the  ryotoures  thre 
Answerd  agein,  'What?  carle,  with  sory  grace, 
Why  artow  al  for- wrapped  save  thi  face? 
Whi  lyvest  thou  so  longe  in  so  gret  age?' 
This  olde  man  gan  loke  on  his  visage 
And  saide  thus,  '  For  that  I  can  not  fynde 
A  man,  though  that  I  walke  into  lade, 
Neither  in  cite  noon,  ne  in  village, 
That  wol  chaunge  his  youthe  for  myn  age ; 
And  therfore  moot  I  have  myn  age  stille 
As  longe  tyme  as  it  is  Goddes  willa 

1  This  is  still  the  ceremony  used  in  taking  an  oath  in  courts  of  justice 
in  Prussia.  2  See  vol.  i.  p.  124,  note  1. 

&  The  reading  in  the  text,  which  is  taken  from  Tyrwhitt,  is  prefer- 
able to  that  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  which  reads  stcorne;  because  they  were 
already  sworn  brothers,  and  to  say  that  they  would  act  as  if  they  were 
sworn  brothers  would  be  improper. 

4  See  ante,  p.  7;,  note  a. 
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And  Deth,  alias !  ne  wil  not  have  my  lif. 

Thus  walk  I  lik  a  resteles  caytif, 

And  on  the  ground,  which  is  my  modres  gate, 

I  knokke  with  my  staf,  erly  and  late, 

And  saye,  '  Leeve  moder,  let  me  in. 

Lo,  how  I  wane,  fleisch,  and  blood,  and  skyn. 

Alias  1  whan  schuln  my  boones  ben  at  rest? 

Moder,  with  yow  wil  I  chaunge  my  chest, 

That  in  my  chamber  longe  tyme  hath  be, 

Ye,  for  an  haire  clout  to  wrap  in  me.' l 

But  yet  to  me  sche  wol  not  do  that  grace, 

For  which  ful  pale  and  welkid  is  my  face. 

But,  sires,  to  yow  it  is  no  curtesye 

To  speke  unto  an  old  man  vilonye, 

But  he  trespas  in  word  or  elles  in  deda 

In  holy  writ"  ye  may  your  self  wel  rede, 

Agens  an  old  man,  hoor  upon  his  hede, 

Ye  schold  arise;  wherefor  I  yow  rede, 

Ne  doth  unto  an  old  man  more  hatm  now, 

Namore  than  ye  wolde  men  dede  to  yow 

In  age,  if  that  ye  may  so  long  abyde. 

And  God  be  with  you,  wherso  ye  go  or  ryde  \ 

I  moot  go  thider  as  I  have  to  goo.' 

'  Nay,  olde  cherl,  by  God !  thou  schalt  not  so,* 

Sayde  that  other  hasardour  anoon; 

'  Thou  partist  nought  so  lightly,  by  seint  Johan* 

Thou  spak  right  now  of  thilke  traitour  Deth, 

That  in  this  contre  alle  oure  frendes  sleth ; 

Have  her  my  trouth,  as  thou  art  his  aspye; 

Tel  wher  he  is,  or  elles  thou  schalt  dye, 

By  God  and  by  that  holy  sacrament  I 

For  sothly  thou  art  oon  of  his  assent 

1  This  apostrophe  to  mother  earth  is  exquisitely  simple  and  pathetic ; 
bat  the  meaning  of  the  last  clause  is  not  very  evident.  The  old  man 
would  seem  to  say, •  If  you  will  only  receive  me,  I  will  willingly  change 
my  coffin,  which  has  long  stood  in  my  chamber  in  expectation  of  my 
death,  for  even  a  hair-cloth  to  wrap  me  in.'  [A  chest  was  not  always  a 
coffin:  it  hen  means  the  box  that  holds  all  his  wealth.— W.  W.  S.] 
*  Levit  xix.  ,?2. 

o  2 
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To  slen  us  yonge  folk,  thou  false  theef.* 

-'  Now,  sires,  than  if  that  yow  be  so  leef 

To  fynde  Deth,  torn  up  this  eroked  way, 

For  in  that  grove  I  laft  him,  by  my  fay, 

Under  a  tree,  and  ther  he  wil  abyde; 

Ne  for  your  bost  he  nyl  him  no  thing  hyde. 

Se  ye  that  ook?  right  ther  ye  schuln  him  fyndeu 

God  save  yow,  that  bought  agein  mankynde, 

And  yow  amend.'     Thus  sayde  this  olde  man, 

And  everich  of  these  riotoures  ran, 

Til  thay  come  to  the  tre,  and  ther  thay  founde 

Of  florins  fyn  of  gold  y-coyned  rounde, 

Wei  neygh  a  seven  busshels,  as  hem  thought. 

No  lenger  thanne  after  Deth  thay  sought ; 

But  ech  of  hem  so  glad  was  of  that  sight, 

For  that  the  florens  so  faire  were  and  bright, 

That  doun  thai  sette  hem  by  that  precious  hord. 

The  yongest  of  hem  spak  the  firste  word. 

' Bretheren,'  quod  he,  'take  keep  what  I  schal  sayj 

My  witte  is  gret,  though  that  1  bourde  and  play. 

This  tresour  hath  fortune  to  us  given 

In  mirth  and  jolyte  our  lif  to  lyven, 

And  lightly  as  it  comth,  so  wil  we  spende. 

Ey,  Goddis  precious  dignite!  who  wende 

To  day,  that  we  schuld  have  so  fair  a  grace? 

But  might  this  gold  be  caried  fro  this  place 

Horn  to  myn  hous,  or  ellis  unto  youres, 

(For  wel  I  wot  that  this  gold  is  nought  oures), 

Than  were  we  in  heyh  felicite. 

But  trewely  by  day  it  may  not  be; 

Men  wolde  say  that  we  were  theves  stronge, 

And  for  oure  tresour  doon  us  for  to  honge. 

This  tresour  moste  caried  be  by  night 

As  wysly  and  as  slely  as  it  might. 

Wherfore  I  rede,  that  cut1  among  us  alle 

We  drawe,  and  let  se  wher  the  cut  wil  falle; 


See  toL  i.  p.  no,  note  5. 
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And  he  that  hath  the  cut,  with  herte  blithe 
Schal  renne  to  the  toun,  and  that  ful  swithe, 
And  bring  us  bred  and  wyn  ful  prively; 
And  tuo  of  us  schal  kepe  subtilly 
This  tresour  wel ;  and  if  he  wil  not  tarie, 
Whan  it  is  night,  we  wol  this  tresour  carie 
By  oon  assent,  ther  as  us  liketh  best.' 

That  oon  of  hem  the  cut  brought  in  his  fest, 
And  bad  hem  drawe  and  loke  wher  it  wil  falle ; 
And  it  fel  on  the  yongest  of  hem  alle; 
And  forth  toward  the  toun  he  went  anoon. 
And  al  so  soone  as  he  was  agoon, 
That  oon  of  hem  spak  thus  unto  that  other; 
'  Thow  wost  wel  that  thou  art  my  sworne  brother, 
Thy  profyt  wol  I  telle  the  anoon. 
Thow  wost  wel  that  our  felaw  is  agoon, 
And  her  is  gold,  and  that  ful  gret  plente, 
That  schal  departed  be  among  us  thre. 
But  natheles,  if  I  can  schape  it  so, 
That  it  departed  were  bitwix  us  tuo, 
Had  I  not  doon  a  frendes  torn  to  the?' 
That  other  answerd,  '  I  not  how  that  may  be; 
He  wot  wel  that  the  gold  is  with  us  tway. 
What  schulde  we  than  do?  what  schuld  we  say?' 
'Schal  it  be  counsail?'1  sayde  the  ferste  schrewe, 
*  And  I  schal  telle  the  in  wordes  fewe 
What  we  schul  doon,  and  bringe  it  wel  aboute.' 
'  I  graunte,'  quod  that  other,  '  withoute  doute, 
That  by  my  trouthe  I  wil  the  nought  bywray.' 

'  Now,*  quod  the  first,  *  thou  wost  wel  we  ben  tway, 
And  two  of  us  schuln  strenger  be  than  oon. 
Lok,  whanne  he  is  sett,  thou  right  anoon 
Arys,  as  though  thou  woldest  with  him  pleye; 
And  I  schal  ryf  him  thurgh  the  sydes  tweye.. 

>  That  is,  shall  it  be  kept  secret?    Thus  in  A  Lyid  Gette  of  Boby* 
Bode,  in  Bitson's  collection : — 

*  Tell  me  one  worde,  sayde  Bobyn, 
And  ooumeU  shall  it  h*.' 
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Whils  that  thou  strogelest  with  him  as  in  garnet 
And  with  thi  dagger  loke  thou  do  the  same; 
And  than  schal  al  the  gold  departed  be, 
My  dere  frend,  bitwixe  the  and  me; 
Than  may  we  oure  lustes  al  fulnlle, 
And  play  at  dees  right  at  our  owne  wille." 
And  thus  accorded  ben  these  schrewes  twayn, 
To  sle  the  thridde,  as  ye  herd  me  sayn. 

This  yongest,  which  that  wente  to  the  toun, 
Ful  fast  in  hert  he  rollith  up  and  doun 
The  beaute  of  the  florins  newe  and  bright; 
' 0  Lord !'  quod  he,  *  if  so  were  that  I  might 
Have  al  this  gold  unto  my  self  alloone, 
Ther  is  no  man  that  lyveth  under  the  troone 
Of  God,  that  schulde  lyve  so  mery  as  L' 
And  atte  last  the  feend,  oure  enemy, 
Put  in  his  thought,  that  he  schuld  poysoun  beye, 
With  which  he  mighte  sle  his  felaws  tweye. 
For  why,  the  feend  fond  him  in  such  lyvynge, 
That  he  had  leve  to  sorwe  him  to  brynge. 
For  this  witterly  was  his  ful  entent 
To  slen  hem  bothe,  and  never  to  repent. 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  longer  wold  he  tary, 
Into  the  toun  unto  a  potecary, 
And  prayde  him  that  he  him  wolde  selle 
Som  poysoun,  that  he  might  his  rattis  quelle. 
And  eek  ther  was  a  polkat  in  his  hawe, 
That,  as  he  sayde,  his  capouns  had  i-slawe ; 
And  said  he  wold  him  wreke,  if  that  he  might, 
On  vermyn,  that  destroyed  him  by  night. 
Thapotecary  answerd :  '  And  thou  schalt  have 
A  thing  that,  also  God  my  soule  save, 
In  al  this  world  ther  nys  no  creature, 
That  ete  or  dronk  had  of  this  confecture, 
Nought  but  the  mountaunce  of  a  corn  of  whete, 
That  he  ne  schuld  his  lif  anoon  for-lete; 
Ye,  sterve  he  schal,  and  that  in  lasse  while, 
Than  thou  wilt  goon  a  paas  not  but  a  myle, 
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The  poysoun  is  so  strong  and  violent.' 
This  cursed  man  hath  in  his  hond  i-hent 
This  poysoun  in  a  box,  and  sins  he  ran 
Into  the  nexte  stret  unto  a  man, 
And  borwed  of  him  large  hotels  thre ; 
And  in  the  two  his  poysoun  poured  he; 
The  thrid  he  keped  elene  for  his  drynke, 
For  al  the  night  he  schop  him  for  to  swynke 
In  carying  the  gold  out  of  that  place. 
And  whan  this  riotour,  with  sory  grace, 
Hath  fillid  with  wyn  his  grete  hotels  thre, 
To  his  felaws  agein  repaireth  he. 

What  nedith  it  therof  to  sermoun  morel 
For  right  as  thay  had  cast  his  deth  bifore, 
Bight  so  thay  han  him  slayn,  and  that  anoon. 
And  whan  this  was  i-doon,  thus  spak  that  oon: 
'  Now  let  us  drynk  and  sitte,  and  make  us  mery 
And  siththen  we  wil  his  body  bery.' 
And  afterward  it  happed  him  par  cas, 
To  take  the  botel  ther  the  poysoun  was, 
And  drank,  and  gaf  his  felaw  drink  also, 
For  which  anon  thay  sterved  bothe  tuo. 
But  certes  I  suppose  that  Avycen1 
Wrot  never  in  canoun,  ne  in  non  fen, 
Mo  wonder  sorwes  of  empoisonyng, 
Than  hadde  these  wrecches  tuo  or  here  endyng. 
Thus  endid  been  these  homicides  tuo, 
And  eek  the  fills  empoysoner  also. 

O  cursed  synne  ful  of  cursednesse ! 
O  traytorous  homicidyl  O  wikkednesse! 
O  glotony,  luxurie,  and  hasardrye ! 
Thou  blasphemour  of  Crist  with  vilanye, 
And  othes  grete,  of  usage  and  of  pride! 
Alias !  mankynde,  how  may  it  bytyde, 


1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  incorrectly  Atnyccn,  Fen,  apparently  an 
Antbio  word,  is  the  name  given  to  the  sections  of  Ayicenna's  great 
work  on  physio,  entitled  Canun.—T. 
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That  to  thy  creatour,  which  that  the  wrought, 
And  with  his  precious  herte-blood  the  bought, 
Thou  art  so  fals  and  so  unkynde,  alias ! 

'  Now,  good  men,  God  forgeve  yow  your  trespas, 
And  ware  yow  fro  the  synne  of  avarice. 
Myn  holy  pardoun  may  you  alle  warice, 
So  that  ye  offren  noblis  or  starlynges. 
Or  elles  silver  spones,  broches,  or  rynges, 
Bowith  your  hedes  under  this  holy  bulla 
Cometh  forth,  ye  wyves,  and  onreth  your  wolle; 
Your  names  I  entre  her  in  my  rolle  anoon; 
Into  the  blis  of  heven  schul  ye  goon ; 
I  yow  assoile  by  myn  heyh  power, 
If  ye  woln  offre,  as  clene  and  eek  als  cler 
As  ye  were  born.     And,  sires,  lo,  thus  I  preche; 
And  Jhesu  Crist,  that  is  oure  soules  leche, 
So  graunte  yow  his  pardoun  to  receyve; 
For  that  is  best,  I  wil  not  yow  disceyve. 
But,  sires,  o  word  forgat  I  in  my  tale; 
I  have  reliks  and  pardoun  in  my  male, 
As  fair  as  eny  man  in  Engelond, 
Which  were  me  geve  by  the  popes  hond. 
If  eny  of  yow  wol  of  devocioun 
Oflren,  and  have  myn  absolucioun, 
Cometh  forth  anon,  and  knelith  her  adoun, 
And  ye  schul  have  here  my  pardoun. 
Or  elles  takith  pardoun,  as  ye  wende, 
Al  newe  and  freissch  at  every  townes  ende, 
So  that  ye  offren  alway  new  and  newe 
Nobles  and  pens,  which  that  ben  good  and  trewe. 
It  is  an  honour  to  every  that  is  heer, 
That  ye  may  have  a  suffisaunt  pardoner 
Tassoile  yow  in  contre  as  ye  ryde, 
For  aventures  which  that  may  bytyde. 
For  paraunter  ther  may  falle  oon,  or  tuo, 
Doun  of  his  hoi's,  and  breke  his  nekke  a-tuo. 
Loke,  such  a  seurete  is  to  you  alle 
That  I  am  in  your  felaschip  i-Mle, 
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That  may  assoyle  you  bothe  more  and  lasse, 
Whan  that  the  soule  schal  fro  the  body  passe. 
I  rede  that  oure  hoste  schal  bygynne, 
For  he  is  most  envoliped  in  synne. 
Com  forth,  sire  ost,  and  offer  first  anoon, 
And  thou  schalt  kisse  the  reliquis  everichoon, 
Ye,  for  a  grote;  unbocle  anon  thi  purs.' 

'  Nay,  nay,'  quod  he,  '  than  have  I  Cristes  curs! 
Let  be/  quod  he,  l  it  schal  not  be,  so  theech. 
Thou  woldest  make  me  kisse  thin  olde  breech, 
And  swere  it  were  a  relik  of  a  seynt, 
Though  it  were  with  thy  foundement  depeynt. 
But  by  the  cros,  which  that  seynt  Heleyn1  fond, 
I  wold  I  had  thy  coylons  in  myn  hond, 
In  stede  of  reliks,  or  of  seintuary. 
Let  cut  hem  of,  I  wol  help  hem  to  cary; 
.  Thay  schul  be  schryned  in  an  hogges  tord.' 
This  Pardoner  answerde  nat  o  word ; 
So  wroth  he  was,  he  wolde  no  word  say. 

'  Now,'  quod  oure  Host,  '  I  wol  no  lenger  play 


1  Saint  Helen,  the  mother  of  Constantino,  took  a  great  interest  in 
verifying  the  situations  of  the  various  places  in  Palestine,  which  are 
mentioned  in  Scripture  as  the  scenes  of  our  Lord's  life  and  passion.  In 
this  very  natural  and  laudable  pursuit  she  appears  to  have  been  the 
dupe  of  gross  impositions,  of  which  the  incident  here  alluded  to  is  an 
example.  The  Emperor  Adrian,  as  is  well  known,  endeavoured  to  re- 
build Jerusalem,  in  order  to  show  the  falsehood  of  the  prophecies 
regarding  its  utter  desolation ;  and  erected  temples  and  altars  to  the 
idols  of  Rome  on  its  site,  that  it  might  be  an  abomination  to  the  Jews. 
On  Golgotha,  it  is  said,  he  erected  a  temple  to  Venus,  which  Helen 
destroyed ;  and  three  crosses  having  been  discovered  under  the  foun- 
dations, she  at  once  concluded  that  they  were  those  upon  which  our 
Lord  and  the  two  thieves  had  suffered.  In  order  to  discover  which 
was  that  of  our  Lord,  the  dead  body  of  a  youth,  which  happened  to  be 
passing  on  its  way  to  the  grave,  was  applied  first  to  one,  but  without 
effect ;  then  to  another,  with  the  same  result ;  but  when  it  touched  the 
third,  the  young  man  was  restored  to  life ;  and  the  cross,  by  means  of 
which  the  miracle  had  been  performed,  was  venerated  as  the  *  true 
cross,'  and  fragments  were  scattered  all  over  Europe,  and  valued  as 
precious  memorials  of  the  atonement. —  See  the  Legende  Dorte  fie 
V Invention  Saincte  Croix.  This  incident  is  commemorated  in  the 
calendar  prefixed  to  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer  on  the  3rd  of  May, 
under  the  name  of  the  '  Invention/  i.  e.,  finding.  *  of  the  Cross.' 
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With  the,  lie  with  noon  other  angry  man.* 
But  right  anoon  the  worthy  Knight  bygan, 
(Whan  that  he  saugh  that  al  the  peple  lough) 
1  No  more  of  this,  for  it  is  right  y-nough. 
Sir  pardoner,  be  glad  and  mery  of  cheere; 
And  ye,  sir  host,  that  ben  to  me  so  deere, 
I  pray  yow  that  ye  kisse1  the  pardoner; 
And  pardoner,  I  pray  yow  draweth  yow  ner, 
And  as  we  dede,  let  us  laugh  and  play.' 
Anon  thay  kisse,  and  riden  forth  her  way. 


THE   SCHIPMANNES  PROLOGE.1 

OUR  Hoste  upon  his  stirrops  stode  anon, 
And  saide,  '  Good  men,  herkeneth  everichon, 
This  was  a  thrifty  tale  for  the  nones. 
Sire  parish  preest,'  quod  he,  'for  Goddes  bones. 
Tell  us  a  tale,  as  was  thy  forward  yore; 
I  see  wel  that  ye  lerned  men  in  lore 
Can  mochel  good,  by  Goddes  dignitee.' 

The  Person  him  answerd :  '  JBenedicite  ! 
What  eileth  the  man,  so  sinfully  to  sweref 

Our  Hoste  answerd :  '  O  Jankin,  be  ye  there? 
Now,  good  men,'  quod  our  Hoste,  '  herkneth  to  me, 
I  smell  a  loller3  in  the  wind,'  quod  he, 
4  Abideth  for  Goddes  digne  passion, 
For  we  schul  han  a  predication; 
This  loller  here  wol  prechen  us  somwhat.' 

1  Nay  by  my  fathers  soule!  that  schal  he  nat,' 


1  In  the  early  and  middle  ages  kissing  was  the  common  form  of  salu- 
tation, and  the  oscubumpacia  was  a  sign  of  reconciliation  and  charity. 
Examples  will  occur  to  every  reader  of  Scripture  and  the  classics. 

2  In  all  editions  previous  to  Tyrwhitt  this  prologue  was  prefixed  to 
The  Squyeres  Tale;  but  Tyrwhitt,  perceiving  the  impropriety  of 
assigning  the  expressions  occurring  in  it  to  the  *  conrteys  squyer/ 
adopted  the  arrangement  which  has  been  here  followed  on  the 
authority  of  the  Harl.  MS. 

*  See  note  i,  following  page. 
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Sayde  the  Schipman;  'here  schal  he  nat  preche, 

He  schal  no  gospel  glosen  here  ne  teche. 

We  leven  al  in  the  gret  God,'  quod  he. 

4  He  wolden  sowen  som  diffieultee, 

Or  springen  cockle1  in  our  clene  come. 

And  therfore,  hoste,  I  warne  thee  beforne, 

My  joly  body  schal  a  tale  telle, 

And  I  schal  clinken  you  so  mery  a  belle. 

That  I  schal  waken  al  this  compagnie; 

But  it  schal  not  ben  of  philosophie, 

Ne  of  physike,  ne  termes  queinte  of  lawe; 

Ther  is  but  litel  Latin  in  my  mawa' 


THE   SCHIPMANNES   TALE. 

[Speght  supposes  that  the  original  of  this  tale  is  the  first  of 
the  eighth  day  of  the  Decameron;  but  it  is  much  more 
probable,  as  Tyrwhitt  suggests,  that  both  Chaucer  and 
Boccaccio  derived  the  outline  of  their  versions  from  some 
ezr\y  fabliau.  Its  grossness  is  much  to  be  regretted,  for  it  is 
in  Chaucer's  best  comic  style,  displaying  all  his  powers  of 
humour  and  picturesque  description,  and  supplying  invaluable 
illustrations  of  the  domestic  manners  and  ecclesiastical  customs 
of  the  middle  ages.] 

AMARCHAXJNT  whilom  dwelled  at  Seint  Denys,* 
That  riche  was,  for  which  men  hild  him  wys. 

1  In  allusion  to  the  derivation  of  the  word  loUard  from  Idium, 
(German  lokh,)  the  word  by  which  the  original  ££avia,  Matt.  xiii.  z5, 
is  rendered  in  the  Vulgate.  The  early  English  versions  translate  it 
cockle,  and  the  parable  was  understood  from  the  earliest  times  to  refer  • 
to  heresies. — Euseb.  Eodes.  Hist.,  iv.  34.  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Lollardta, 
supposes  it  to  be  a  word  of  German  original,  signifying  mussitator,  a 
mumbler  of  prayers.  The  modern  German  word,  however,  is  fallen, 
and  means  to  stammer. — See  also  Kilian  in  v.  Others  think  that  the 
name  was  given  to  this  sect  by  Walter  Lolhard,  who  was  put  to  death 
at  Cologne  in  1 3i5,  and  whose  dogmas  were  said  to  resemble  those  of 
Wickliffe.  They  spread  so  rapidly  in  England,  that  Knighton,  a  contem- 
porary, declares,  *  Yon  could  not  meet  two  people  in  the  way  but  one 
of  them  was  a  lollard.' 

3  A  suburb  of  Paris  where  was  situated  the  celebrated  abbey  of  that 
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A  wyf  he  had  of  excellent  beaute, 

And  companable,  and  reverent  was  sche; 

Which  is  a  thing  that  causeth  more  despence, 

Than  worth  is  al  the  cher  and  reverence 

That  men  doon  hem  at  festes  or  at  daunces. 

Such  salutaciouns  and  continaunces 

Passeth,1  as  doth  the  schadow  on  a  wal; 

But  wo  is  him  that  paye  moot  for  al. 

The  sely  housbond  algat  moste  pay, 

He  most  us8  clothe  in  ful  good  array 

Al  for  his  oughne  worschip  richely; 

In  which  array  we  daunce  jolily. 

And  if  that  he  may  not,  paraventure, 

Or  elles  wil  not  such  dispens  endure, 

But  thynketh  it  is  wasted  and  i-lost, 

Than  moot  another  paye  for  oure  cost, 

Or  lene  us  gold,  that  is  perilous. 

This  worthy  marchaunt  huld  a  noble  hous, 
For  which  he  hadde  alday  gret  repair 
For  his  largesce,  and  for  his  wyf  was  fair. 
What  wonder  is?  but  herkneth  to  my  tale. 

Amonges  al  these  gestes  gret  and  smale, 
Ther  was  a  monk,  a  fair  man  and  a  bold, 
I  trowe,  thritty  wynter  he  was  old, 
That  ever  in  oon  was  drawyng  to  that  place. 
This  yonge  monk,  that  was  so  fair  of  face, 
Aqueynted  was  so  with  the  goode  man, 
Sith  that  her  firste  knowleche  bygan, 
That  in  his  hous  as  familier  was  he 
As  it  possibil  is  a  frend  to  be. 
And  for  as  mochil  as  this  goode  man 
And  eek  this  monk,  of  which  that  I  bygan, 
Were  bothe  tuo  i-born  in  oon  village, 
The  monk  him  claymeth,  as  for  cosynage; 


:  Pas8€th  is  the  old  Saxon  plural  form  of  the  present  tense. 

3  Tyrwhitt  supposes  from  this  expression  that  the  tale  was  originally 

intended  to  he  recited  by  a  woman ;  hut  this,  from  internal  evidence,  is 

scarcely  credible,  and  it  is  quite  in  the  style  of  Chaucer's  playful  humour 

to  make  the  Schipman  assume,  for  the  nonce,  the  character  of  a  gay  wife. 
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And  lie  agein  him  saith  nat  ooues  nay, 
But  was  as  glad  thero^  as  foul  of  day,1 
For  to  his  hert  it  was  a  gret  plesaunce. 
Thus  ben  thay  knyt  with  eterne  alliaunce, 
And  ilk  of  hem  gan  other  to  assure 
Of  brotherhed,  whil  that  her  lif  may  dure. 
Fre  was  daun  Johan,'  and  manly  of  despence 
As  in  that  hous,  and  ful  of  diligence 
To  do  plesaunce,  and  also  gret  costage; 
He  nought  forgat  to  geve  the  leste  page 
In  al  that  hous;  but,  after  her  degre, 
He  gaf  the  lord,  and  siththen  his  meyne, 
Whan  that  he  com,  som  maner  honest  thing; 
For  which  thay  were  as  glad  of  his  comyng 
As  foul  is  fayn,  whan  that  the  sonne  upriseth. 
No  mor  of  this  as  now,  for  it  suffiseth. 

But  so  bifel,  this  marchaunt  on  a  day 
Schop  him  to  make  redy  his  array 
Toward  the  toun  of  Bruges8  for  to  fare, 
To  byen  ther  a  porcioun  of  ware; 
For  which  he  hath  to  Paris  sent  anoon 
A  messenger,  and  prayed  hath  dan  Johan 


1  As  a  bird  is  of  the  dawning  of  day. 

*  Johan  is  throughout  pronounced  John. 
3  Bruges,  as  Mr.  Wright  observes,  was,  in  its  palmy  days,  the 
centre  of  commerce  in  Western  Europe.  Its  noble  Hdtel  de  Ville, 
and  lofty  mansions,  with  their  spacious  greniers  in  the  roof,  answer- 
ing the  double  purpose  of  the  entrepot  and  the  counting- house,  as  indi- 
cated in  this  tale,  and  their  lower  stories,  the  residence  of  the  merchant 
and  his  family,  still  remain  as  memorials  of  its  former  greatness. 
Our  modern  manufacturing  towns  present  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
beauty  and  splendour  of  the  old.  Steam  power  has  supplanted  hands 
and  looms;  the  tall  chimney  and  the  unsightly  factory  have  dis- 
placed the  picturesque  buildings  which  in  former  times  housed  both 
workers  and  employers;  and  the  seats  of  industry  have  become  exclu- 
sively the  workshops  of  the  operatives,  while  the  opulent  masters, 
glad  to  escape  from  the  din  and  smoke,  establish  themselves  in  the 
healthier  air  of  the  suburbs.  The  change  is,  no  doubt,  one  of  the 
inevitable  conditions  of  progress,  and  is  productive  of  important 
material  advantages ;  but  it  is  not  unattended  by  some  drawbacks, 
of  which  the  more  marked  separation  of  classes  is,  perhaps,  the  most 
to  be  regretted. 
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That  he  schuld  come  to  Seint  Denys,  and  play 

With  him,  and  with  his  wyf,  a  day  or  tway, 

Er  he  to  Brigges  went,  in  alle  wise. 

This  nobil  monk,  of  which  I  yow  devyse, 

Hath  of  his  abbot,  as  him  list,  licence, 

(Bycause  he  was  a  man  of  heih  prudence, 

And  eek  an  officer)  out  for  to  ryde, 

To  se  her  graunges  and  her  bernes  wyde; 

And  unto  Seint  Denys  he  cometh  anoon. 

Who  was  so  welcome  as  my  lord  dan  Johan, 

Oure  deere  cosyn,  ful  of  curtesie? 

With  him  brought  he  a  jubbe  of  malvesie,1 

And  eek  another  ful  of  wyn  vernage, 

And  volantyn,1  as  ay  was  his  usage; 

And  thus  I  lete  him  ete,  and  drynk,  and  play, 

This  marchaunt  and  his  monk,  a  day  or  tway. 

The  thridde  day  this  marchaunt  up  he  riseth, 
And  on  his  needes  sadly  him  avyseth ; 
And  up  into  his  countour  hous  goth  he, 
To  rekyn  with  him  self,  as  wel  may  be, 
Of  thilke  yer,  how  that  it  with  him  stood, 
And  how  that  he  dispended  had  his  good. 
And  if  that  he  encresced  were  or  noon. 
His  bookes  and  his  bagges  many  oon 
He  hath  byforn  him  on  his  counter  bord, 
For  riche  was  his  tresor  and  his  hord; 
For  which  ful  fast  his  countour  dore  he  schette; 
And  eek  he  wolde  no  man  schold  him  lette 
Of  his  accomptes,  for  the  mene  tyme; 
And  thus  he  sat,  til  it  was  passed  prime. 

Dan  Johan  was  risen  in  the  morn  also, 
And  in  the  gardyn  walkith  to  and  fro. 


i  Malvasia  was  a  town  upon  the  eastern  coast  of  the  Morea.  See 
rift.  i.  p.  442t  note  i. 

2  Speght,  Uny,  and  Tyrwhitt  read  volatUy,  or  volatile,  which  means 
game,  like  the  French  volatile.  Unless  volantyn  be  a  clerical  error,  it 
seems  the  name  of  some  kind  of  wine.  The  nearest  resemblance  in 
sound  of  any  known  wine  is  that  of  the  Yalteline. 
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And  hath  his  thinges  said  ful  curteisly.1 
This  good  wyf  com  walkyng  ful  prively 
Into  the  gardyn,  ther  he  walketh  softe, 
And  him  salueth,  as  sche  hath  doon  ful  ofte. 
A  mayde  child  com  in  hir  compaignie, 
Which  as  hir  list  sche  may  governe  and  gye^ 
For  yit  under  the  yerde*  was  the  mayde. 
'  O  dere  cosyn  myn,  dan  Johan,'  sche  sayde, 
'  What  ayleth  yow  so  rathe  to  arise?' 
'  Nece,'  quod  he,  '  it  aught  y-nough  suffise 
Fyve  houres  for  to  slepe  upon  a  night ; 
But  it  were  for  eny  old  palled  wight, 
As  ben  these  weddid  men,  that  lye  and  dare, 
As  in  a  forme  lith  a  wery  hare, 
Were  al  for-straught  with  houndes  gret  and  smale. 
But,  dere  nece,  why  be  ye  so  pale? 
I  trowe  certis,  that  oure  goode  man 
Hath  on  yow  laborid,  sith  the  night  bygan, 
That  yow  were  nede  to  resten  hastiliche.' 
And  with  that  word  he  lowgh  ful  meriliche, 
And  of  his  owne  thought  he  woxe8  al  reed. 
This  faire  wyf  bygan  to  schake  hir  heed, 
And  sayde  thus,  '  Ye,  God  wot  al/  quod  sche, 
'  Nay,  cosyn  myn,  it  stant  not  so  with  me. 
For  by  that  God,  that  gaf  me  soule  and  li£ 
In  al  the  reme  of  Fraunce  is  ther  no  wyf 
That  lasse  lust  hath  to  that  sory  play ; 
For  I  may  synge  alias  and  waylaway 


1  His  thinges,  means  the  divine  office  in  the  Breviary;  i.e.,  the 
psalms  and  lessons  from  Scripture,  which,  being  absent  from  his  con- 
vent, he  was  bound  to  say  privately.  Thus  he  afterwards  has  his 
port 08,  or  breviary,  ready  to  make  an  oath  upon.  Curteisly,  as  here 
applied,  is  one  of  those  picturesque  expressions  in  which  Ohaucer  is 
so  happy,  and  the  whole  force  of  which  can  hardly  be  explained.  It 
seems  to  convey  the  idea  of  composure  of  countenance,  and  perform- 
ance of  all  outward  signs  of  reverence  and  recollection. 

*  Sub  ferula,  in  a  state  of  pupillage. 

3  Wax*  has  been  substituted  from  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt  for  wetf,  the 
reading  of  the  Hari.  MS.,  as  more  expressive. 
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That  I  was  born;  but  to  no  wight,'  quod  sche, 
*  Dar  I  not  telle  how  it  stont  with  me. 
Wherfor  I  think  out  of  this  lond  to  wende, 
Or  elles  of  my  self  to  make  an  ende, 
So  fill  am  I  of  drede  and  eek  of  care.' 

This  monk  bygan  upon  this  wyf  to  stare; 
And  sayd,  *  Alias !  my  nece,  God  forbede, 
That  ye  for  eny  sorw,  or  eny  drede, 
For-do  your  self;  but  telleth  me  your  gree£ 
Paraventure  I  may  in  youre  mescheef 
Councel  or  help ;  and  therfor  telleth  me 
Al  your  annoy,  for  it  schal  be  secre. 
For  on  my  portos1  here  I  make  an  oth, 
That  never  in  my  lif,  for  lief  ne  loth, 
Ne  schal  I  of  no  counseil  you  bywray.' 
1  The  same  agein,'  quod  sche,  *  to  yow  I  say. 
By  God  and  by  this  portos  wil  I  swere, 
Though  men  me  wolde  al  in  peces  tere, 
Ne  schal  I  never,  for  to  go  to  helle, 
Bywreye  word  of  thing  that  ye  me  telle, 
Not  for  no  cosynage,  ne  alliaunce, 
But  verrayly  for  love  and  affiaunce.' 
Thus  ben  thay  sworn,  and  herupon  i-kist, 
And  ilk  of  hem  told  other  what  hem  list. 

'  Cosyn,'  quod  sche,  '  if  that  I  had  a  space, 
As  I  have  noon,  and  namly  in  this  place, 


i  The  Portos,  or  Portiforium,  was  what  is  now  called  the  Breviary, 
because  containing,  in  brief,  the  psalms,  lessons,  and  commentaries 
appointed  for  every  day  in  the  year.  [The  derivation  is  from  the  old 
French  porthors,  where  hors  (still  in  use)  is  a  corruption  of  the  Latin  forts. 
The  Latin  name  Portiforium  signifies  that  which  could  be  carried  abroad 
or  out  of  doors,  and  porthors  (soon  corrupted  into  portos,  partus,  etc.)  is  a 
mere  translation  of  the  same.— W.  W.  S.]  Compare  « almost  nothing 
remaineth  in  them  simple  and  uncorrupt,  as  in  the  usual  partus  wont  to  be 
read  for  dailie  service  is  manifest  and  evident  to  be  seen.' — Fox,  Martyrs, 

1  And  in  his  hand  his  portesse  still  he  bare 
That  much  was  worne,  but  therein  little  red.* 

Spenser,  F,  Qn  L  4. 
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Then  wold  I  telle  a  legend  of  my  lyf, 

What  I  have  suffred  sith  I  was  a  wyf 

With  myn  housbond,  though  he  be  your  cosyn. 

'  Nay,'  quod  this  monk,  '  by  God  and  seint  Martyn  ! 

He  is  no  more  cosyn  unto  me, 

Than  is  this  leef  that  hongeth  on  the  tre; 

I  cleped  him  so,  by  seint  Denis  of  Fraunce, 

To  have  the  more  cause  of  acqueyntaunce 

Of  yow,  which  I  have  loved  specially 

Aboven  alle  wommen  sikerly; 

This  swere  I  yow  on  my  professioun.1 

Tellith  youre  greef,  lest  that  he  come  adoun, 

And  hasteth  yow ;  and  goth  your  way  anoon.' 

'  My  deere  love,'  quod  sche,  '  O  dan  Johan ! 

Ful  leef  me  were  this  counseil  for  to  hyde, 

But  out  it  moot,  I  may  no  more  abyde. 

Myn  housbond  is  to  me  the  worste  man, 

That  ever  was  sitthe  the  world  bigan; 

But  sith  I  am  a  wif,  it  sit  nought  me 

To  telle  no  wight  of  oure  privete, 

Neyther  a-bedde,  ne  in  noon  other  place; 

God  schilde  I  scholde  telle  it  for  his  grace! 

A  wyf  ne  schal  not  say  of  hir  housbonde 

But  al  honour,  as  I  can  understonde. 

Save  unto  yow  thus  moche  telle  I  schal; 

As  help  me  God,  he  is  not  worth  at  al, 

In  no  degre,  the  valieu  of  a  file. 

But  yit  me  greveth  most  his  nigardye. 

And  wel  ye  wot,  that  wymmen  naturelly 

Desiren  sixe  thinges,  as  wel  as  I. 

They  wolde  that  here  housbondes  scholde  be 

Hardy,  and  wys,  and  riche,  and  therto  fre, 

And  buxom  to  his  wyf,  and  freisch  on  bedde. 

But  by  the  Lord  that  for  us  alle  bledde, 


1  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  and  is  supplied  from  the 
Lansd.  The  monk  sweat*  by  his  profession  of  religion,  of  mona- 
chism. 

VOL.  n.  H 
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For  his  honour  my  selven  to  array, 

A  sonday  next  comyng  yit  most  I  pay 

An  hundred  frank,  or  elles  I  am  lorn. 

Yit  were  me  lever  that  I  were  unborn, 

Than  me  were  doon  a  sclaunder  or  vilenye. 

And  if  myn  housbond  eek  might  it  espie, 

I  ner  but  lost;  and  therfor  I  yow  pray1 

Lene  me  this  summe,  or  elles  mot  I  dey. 

Dan  Johan,  I  seye,  lene  me  this  hundred  frankes ; 

Parde  I  wil  nought  faile  yow  my  thankes, 

If  that  yow  list  to  do  that  I  yow  pray. 

For  at  a  certein  day  I  wol  yow  pay, 

And  do  to  yow  what  pleasaunce  and  servise 

That  I  may  do,  right  as  you  list  devyse 

And  but  I  do,  God  take  on  me  vengeaunce, 

As  foul  as  hadde  Geneloun  of  Fraunce  F1 

This  gentil  monk  answard  in  this  manere; 
'  Now  trewely,  myn  owne  lady  deere, 
I  have  on  yow  so  gret  pite  and  reuthe, 
That  I  yow  swere,  and  plighte  yow  my  treuthe, 
Than  whan  your  housbond  is  to  Flaundres  fare, 
I  schal  deliver  yow  out  of  youre  care, 
For  I  wol  bringe  yow  an  hundred  frankes.* 
And  with  that  word  he  caught  hir  by  the  schankes, 

1  This  and  the  following  three  lines  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS., 
probably  a  mistake  occasioned  by  the  repetition  of  the  final  word. 

*  Sir  Guenelon,  or  Gaines,  has  been  handed  down  to  posterity  as  the 
personification  of  perfidy.  He  was  sent  by  Charlemagne  on  an  embassy 
to  Marsire  and  Baligand,  two  Saracenic  kings  residing  at  Saragossa, 
to  require  them  either  to  embrace  Christianity  or  pay  tribute.  Being 
bribed  by  the  Moors  with  a  present  of  thirty  somers,  or  sumpter  mules, 
laden  with  gold  and  silver,  Guenelon  on  his  return  persuaded  Charlemagne 
to  lead  the  Christian  army  into  the  defiles  of  Boncesvalles.  Charles 
himself,  with  the  van,  was  allowed  to  pass  unmolested ;  when  the 
Moors  set  upon  the  second  division  among  the  rocks  and  thickets,  and 
defeated  it  with  great  slaughter.  Roland,  who  commanded  it,  was 
separated  from  his  followers,  and  wandering  in  the  forest  beset  by 
his  enemies,  he  wound  his  horn  in  hopes  of  bringing  his  companions 
to  his  assistance ;  but  Guenelon  persuaded  Charlemagne  that  he  was 
only  amusing  himself  in  hunting,  and  thus  the  flower  of  Christian 
chivalry  was  suffered  to  perish.— See  the  romance  of  air  Okiel*  in  Ellis's 
Specimens. 
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And  hir  embraced  hard,  and  kist  hir  ofte. 
'  Goth  now  your  way,9  quod  he,  '  al  stille  and  softe^ 
And  let  us  dyner  as  sone  as  ye  may, 
For  by  my  chilindre1  it  is  prime  of  day; 
Goth  now,  and  beth  as  trew  as  I  schal  be.' 
1  Now  elles  God  forbede,  sire !'  quod  sche. 
And  forth  sche  goth,  as  joly  as  a  pye, 
7  And  bad  the  cookes  that  thai  schold  hem  hye, 
So  that  men  myghte  dyne,  and  that  anoon. 
Up  to  hir  housbond  this  wif  is  y-goon, 
And  knokketh  at  his  dore  boldely. 
'  Quy  est  la  T  quod  he.     '  Peter !  it  am  I,' 
Quod  sche.     '  How  longe,  sire,  wol  ye  fast? 
How  longe  tyme  wol  ye  reken  and  cast 
Your  sommes,  and  your  bokes,  and  your  thinges? 
The  devel  have  part  of  alle  such  rekenynges. 
Ye  have  i-nough  pardy  of  Goddes  sonde. 
Com  doun  to  day,  and  let  your  bagges  stonde. 
Ne  be  ye  not  aschamed,  that  daun  Joban 
Schal  alday  fastyng  thus  elenge  goon? 
What  ?  let  us  hiere  masse,8  and  gowe  dyne.' 

'  Wif,'  quod  this  man,  '  litel  canstow  divino 
The  curious  besynesse  that  we  have ; 
For  of  us  chapmen,  al  so  God  me  save, 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  seint  Ive,4 
Scarsly  amonges  twelve,  two  schuln  thrive 
Continuelly,  lastyng  into  her  age. 
We  may  wel  make  cheer  and  good  visage, 
And  dry ve  forth  the  world,  as  it  may  be, 
And  kepen  our  estat  in  privete, 

i  See  vol.  i.  p.  394,  note  *. 

*  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt  read  kctiender,  and  the  oath  would  then  mean, 
•  I  swear  by  all  the  saints  in  the  kalendar.'  Mr.  Wright  does  not  explain 
the  meaning  of  chilindre.  [A  chilindre  was  a  sort  of  portable  sun-dial  of  a 
cylindrical  shape,— W.  W.  S.] 

»  The  early  Christians  used  to  celebrate  the  Holy  Eucharist  every 
morning,  as  intimated  in  the  well-known  letter  of  Pliny  to  Trajan,  a 
custom  which,  it  appears  from  this  passage,  was  still  observed  in  the 
middle  ages.  *  See  vol.  i.  p.  574,  note  4. 
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Til  we  be  deed,  or  elles  that  we  play 

A  pilgrimage,1  or  goon  out  of  the  way. 

And  therfor  have  I  gret  necessite 

Upon  this  queynte  world  to  avyse  me. 

For  evermor  we  moste  stond  in  drede 

Of  hap  and  fortun  in  our  chapmanhede. 

To  Flaundres  wil  I  go  to  morw  at  day, 

And  come  agayn  as  soone  as  I  may; 

For  which,  my  deere  wif,  I  the  byseeke 

As  be  to  every  wight  buxom  and  meeke, 

And  for  to  kepe  oure  good  be  curious, 

And  honestly  governe  wel  our  hous. 

Thou  hast  y-nough,  in  every  maner  wise,    , 

That  to  a  thrifty  housbond8  may  suffise. 

The  lakketh  noon  array,  ne  no  vitaile ; 

Of  silver  in  thy  purs  thou  mayst  not  faile.1 

And  with  that  word  his  countour  dore  he  schitte, 

And  doun  he  goth;  no  lenger  wold  he  lette ; 

And  hastily  a  masse  was  ther  sayd, 

And  spedily  the  tables  were  i-layd, 

And  to  the  dyner  faste  thay  hem  spedde, 

And  rychely  this  chapman  the  monk  fedde. 

And  after  dyner  daun  Johan  sobrely 
This  chapman  took  on  part,  and  prively 
Sayd  him  thus  :  '  Cosyn,  it  stondeth  so, 
That,  wel  I  se,  to  Brigges  wol  ye  go; 

1  This  appears  to  intimate  that  a  pilgrimage  was  sometimes  under- 
taken  by  ruined  men,  as  a  pretext  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  creditors. 
Thus  in  the  LyteU  Oeste  o/Robyn  Hode: — 

'  Now  and  thou  lese  thy  londe,  sayd  Robyn. 
What  shall  fall  of  the  ? 
Hastely  I  will  me  buske,  sayd  the  knyght, 

Over  the  salte  see, 
And  se  where  Cryst  was  quycke  and  deed 

On  the  Mount  of  Caluarie.'— Fytte  i.,  v.  z*5* 
9  Tyrwhitt  reads  Jwushold,  but  the  reading  in  the  text  is  better. 
Husband  means  properly  economist,  and  in  this  sense  is  applied  indif- 
ferently to  men  and  women.  The  merchant  means  to  say, '  You  have 
sufficient  to  meet  your  wants  if  you  are  a  thrifty  economist.'  Good 
husbandry  is  still  used  in  the  sense  of  economy,  and  to  husband  one's 
resources  means  to  economize  them. 
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God  and  seint  Austyn  spede  you  and  gyde. 
I  pray  yow,  cosyn,  wisly  that  ye  ryde; 
Governeth  yow  also  of  your  diete 
Al  temperelly,  and  namely  in  this  hete. 
Bitwix  us  tuo  nedeth  no  straunge  fare; 
Par  wel,  cosyn,  God  schilde  you  fro  care. 
If  eny  thing  ther  be  by  day  or  night, 
If  it  lay  in  my  power  and  my  might, 
That  ye  wil  me  comaunde  in  eny  wise, 
It  schal  be  doon,  right  as  ye  wol  devyse. 

0  thing  er  that  ye  goon,  if  it  might  be, 

1  wolde  pray  yow  for  to  lene  me 

An  hundred  frankes  for  a  wyke  or  tweye, 
For  certain  bestis  that  I  moste  beye, 
To  store  with  a  place  that  is  oures;1 
(God  help  me  so,  I  wolde  it  were  youres!) 
I  schal  not  faile  seurly  of  my  day, 
Not  for  a  thousand  frankes,  a  myle  way. 
But  let  this  thing  be  secre,  I  yow  pray; 
For  for  the  bestis  this  night  most  I  pay. 
And  fare  now  wel,  myn  owne  cosyn  deere; 
Graunt  mercy  of  your  cost  and  of  your  cheere.' 

This  noble  merchaunt  gentilly  anoon 
Answerd  and  sayde :  '  O  cosyn  daun  Johan, 
Now  sikerly  this  is  a  smal  request; 
My  gold  is  youres,  whanne  that  yow  lest, 
And  nought  oonly  my  gold,  but  my  chaffare ; 
Tak  what  yow  liste,  God  schilde  that  ye  spare !' 
But  oon  thing  is,  ye  know  it  wel  y-nough 
Of  chapmen,  that  her  money  is  here  plough. 
We  may  creaunce  whils  we  have  a  name, 
But  goldles  for  to  be  it  is  no  game. 


1  The  monks  have  always  been  remarkable  for  their  skill  in  farming. 
Indeed,  manual  labour  for  several  hours  in  the  day  was  part  of  the  rule 
of  St.  Benedict.  The  high-born  and  polished  St.  Bernard  used  to  work, 
like  the  lowest  of  the  brethren,  till  he  was  ready  to  faint.— See  vol.  i 
p.  85.  note  4. 

*  God  Jbrbid  that  yon  should  spare. 
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Pay  it  agayn,  whan  it  lith  in  your  ese; 
After  my  might  ful  fayn  wold  I  yow  plese.'    • 

This  hundred  frankes  he  set  forth  anoon, 
And  prively  be  took  hem  to  daun  Johan; 
No  wight  in  al  this  world  wist  of  this  loone, 
Savyng  this  marchaund,  and  daun  Johan  alloone. 
Thay  drynke,  and  speke,  and  rome  a  while  and  play, 
Til  that  dan  Johah  rydeth  to  his  abbay. 
The  morwe  cam,  and  forth  this  marchaund  rideth 
To  Elaundres-ward,  his  prentis  wel  him  gydeth, 
Til  that  he  cam  to  Brigges  merily. 
Now  goth  this  marchaund  faste  and  busily 
Aboute  his  neede,  and  bieth,  and  creaunceth; 
He  neither  pleyeth  atte  dys,  ne  daunceth; 
But  as  a  marchaund,  schortly  for  to  telle, 
He  lad  his  lyf,  and  ther  I  let  him  dwelle. 

The  sonday  next  the  marchaund  was  agoon, 
To  Seint  Denys  i-come  is  daun  Johan, 
With  croune1  and  berd  al  freisch  and  newe  i-schave. 
In  al  the  hous  ther  nas  so  litel  a  knave, 
Ne  no  wight  elles,  that  he  nas  ful  fayn, 
For  that  my  lord  dan  Johan  was  come  agayn. 
And  schortly  to  the  poynte  for  to  gon, 
This  faire  wif  acordith  with  dan  Johan, 
That  for  these  hundred  frank  he  schuld  al  night 
Have  hir  in  his  armes  bolt  upright; 
And  this  acord  parformed  was  in  dede. 
In  mirth  al  night  a  bisy  lif  thay  lede 
Til  it  was  day,  than  dan  Johan  went  his  way, 
And  bad  the  meigne  far  wel,  have  good  day. 


1  It  is  perhaps  unnecessary  to  remind  the  reader  that  all  clerks 'used 
to  shave  the  crown  of  the  head,  a  remnant  of  which  custom  may  be 
observed  in  the  form  of  the  wigs  of  our  judges,  who,  in  the  middle  ages, 
were  generally  clerks.  This  tonsure  on  the  crown  of  his  wig,  the 
judge,  in  passing  sentence  of  death,  covers  with  a  black  cap,  not  to  give 
additional  solemnity  to  the  occasion,  as  some  suppose,  but  to  show  that 
for  the  time  he  lays  aside  his  clerical  office,  it  being  against  the  primi- 
tive canons  for  a  churchman  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the  death  of 
a  fellow-creature. 
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For  noon  of  hem,  ne  no  wight  in  the  toun. 
Hath  of  dan  Johan  noon  suspeccioun ; 
And  forth  he  rideth  horn  to  his  abbay, 
Or:  wher  him  list,  no  more  of  him  I1  say. 

This  marchaund,  whan  that  ended  was  the  faire, 
To  Seynt  Denys  he  gan  for  to  repeire, 
And  with  his  wif  he  maketh  fest  and  cheere, 
And  tellith  hir  that  chaffar  is  so  deere, 
That  needes  most  he  make  a  chevisaunce, 
For  he  was  bounde  in  a  reeonisaunce, 
To  paye  twenty  thousand  scheldes  anoon. 
For  which  this  marchaund  is  to  Paris  goon, 
To  borwe  of  certeyn  frendes  that  he  hadde 
A  certein  frankes,  and  some  with  him  he  ladde. 
And  whan  that  he  was  come  into  the  toun, 
For  gret  chiertee  and  gret  affeccioun, 
Unto  dan  Johan  he  first  goth  him  to  play; 
Nought  for  to  borwe  of  him  no  kyn  monay, 
But  for  to  wite  and  se  of  his  welfare, 
And  for  to  telle  him  of  his  chaffare, 
As  frendes  doon,  whan  thay  ben  met  in  fere. 
Dan  Johan  him  maketh  fest  and  mery  cheere ; 
And  he  him  told  agayn  ful  specially, 
How  he  had  bought  right  wel  and  graciously 
(Thanked  be  God!)  al  hole  his  marchaundise; 
Save  that  he  most  in  alle  manere  wise 
Maken  a  chevyssauns,  as  for  his  best; 
And  than  he  schulde  be  in  joye  and  rest. 
Dan  Johan  answerde, '  Certis  I  am  fayn, 
That  ye  in  hele  are  comen  horn  agayn; 
And  if  that  I  were  riche,  as  have  I  blisse, 
Of  twenty  thousand  scheld  schuld  ye  not  mysse, 
For  ye  so  kyndely  this  other  day 
Lente  me  gold;  and  as  I  can  and  may 
I  thanke  yow,  by  God  and  by  seint  Jame. 
But  natheles  I  took  it  to  oure  dame, 


»  The  Harl.  MS„  evidently  by  mistake,  omits  the  I. 
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Youre  wif  at  home,  the  same  gold  agein 

Upon  your  bench,  sche  wot  it  wel  certeyn, 

By  certein  toknes  that  I  can  hir  telle. 

Now  by  your  leve,  I  may  no  lenger  duelle; 

Oure  abbot  wol  out  of  this  toun  anoon, 

And  in  his  compaignye  moot  I  goon. 

Grete  wel  oure  dame,  myn  owen  nece  swete, 

And  far  wel,  dere  cosyn,  til  that  we  meete.'. 

This  marchaund,  which  that  was  bothe  war  and  wys, 

Creaunced  hath,  and  payed  eek  in  Parys 

To  certeyn  Lombardes1  redy  in  hir  hond 

This  somme  of  gold,  and  took  of  hem  his  bond,3 

And  horn  he  goth,  as  mery  as  a  popinjay. 

For  wel  he  knew  he  stood  in  such  array, 

That  needes  most  he  wynne  in  that  viage 

A  thousand  frank es,  above  al  his  costage. 

His  wyf  ful  redy  mette  him  at  the  gate, 

A.s  sche  was  wont  of  old  usage  algate; 

And  al  that  night  in  mirthe  thay  ben  sette, 

For  he  was  riche,  and  clerly  out  of  debt. 

Whan  it  was  day,  this  marchaund  gan  embrace 

His  wyf  al  newe,  and  kist  hir  on  hir  face, 

And  up  he  goth,  and  maketh  it  ful  tough. 

'No  more,'  quod  sche,  '  by  God,  ye  have  y-nough  / 

And  wantounly  with  him  sche  lay  and  playde, 

Till  atte  laste  thus  this  marchaund  sayde : — 

'  By  God,'  quod  he,  '  I  am  a  litel  wroth 

With  yow,  my  wyf,  although  it  be  me  loth; 

And  wite  ye  why?  by  God,  as  that  I  gesse, 

Ye  han  i-maad  a  maner  straungenesse 

Bitwixe  me  and  my  cosyn  dan  Johan. 

Ye  schold  have  warned  me,  er  I  had  goon, 

1  The  Lombard  merchants  were  the  great  money-lenders  and  bankers 
of  the  middle  ages ;  hence  the  three  golden  balls,  the  arms  of  Lombardy, 
are  the  sign  of  a  money-lender's  office ;  hence  also  the  name  of  Lombard- 
street,  where  the  merchants  used  to  meet. 

2  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  hond,  which  makes  the  passage  unintelligible. 
The  reading  in  the  text  is  from  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt,  and  means,  *He 
received  back  the  bond  which  he  had  given  for  the  payment  of  the  money.' 
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That  he  yow  had  an  hundred  frankes  payd 
By  redy  tokne ;  and  huld  him  evil  appayd 
For  that  I  to  him  spak  of  chevysaunce, 
(Me  semed  so  as  by  his  countenaunce) ; 
But  natheles,  by  God  of  heven  king ! 
I  thoughte  nought  to  axe  him  no  thing. 
I  pray  the,  wyf,  do  thou  no  more  so. 
Tel  me  alway,  er  that  I  fro  the  go, 
If  eny  dettour  hath  in  myn  absence 
I-payed  the,  lest  in  thy  neegligence 
I  may  him  axe  a  thing  that  he  hath  payed.' 

This  wyf  was  not  affered  ne  affrayed, 
But  boldely  sche  sayde,  and  that  anoon : 
'  Mary !  I  diffy  that  false  monk,  dan  Johan ! 
I  kepe  not  of  his  tokenes  never  a  del; 
He  took  me  a  certeyn  gold,  that  wot  I  weL 
What?  evel  thedom  on  his  monkes  snowte! 
For,  God  it  wot!  I  wende  withoute  doute, 
That  he  had  geve  it  me,  bycause  of  yow, 
To  do  therwith  myn  honour  and  my  prow, 
For  cosynage,  and  eek  for  bele  cheer 
That  he  hath  had  ful  ofte  tyme  heer. 
But  synnes  that  I  stonde  in  this  disjoynt, 
I  wol  answer  yow  schortly  to  the  poynt. 
Ye  han  mo  slakke  dettours  than  am  I; 
For  I  wol  pay  yow  wel  and  redily 
Fro  day  to  day,  and  if  so  be  I  faile, 
I  am  your  wif,  score  it  upon  my  taile, 
And  I  schal  paye  it  as  soone  as  I  may. 
For  by  my  trouthe,  I  have  on  myn  array, 
And  nought  on  wast,  bistowed  it  every  del. 
And  for  I  have  bistowed  it  so  wel 
For  youre  honour,  for  Goddes  sake  I  say, 
As  beth  nought  wroth,  but  let  us  laugh  and  play; 
Ye  schul  my  joly  body  have  to  wedde;1 
By  (rod,  I  wol  not  pay  yow  but  on  bedde; 


1  In  pledge ;  but  perhaps  there  is  a  farther  allusion. 
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Forgeve  it  me,  myn  owne  spouse  deere; 
Tume  hider-ward  and  make  better  cheere.* 

This  marchaund  saugh  noon  other  remedy; 
And  for  to  chide,  it  nas  but  foly, 
Sith  that  the  thing  may  not  amendid  be. 
*  Now,  wif,'  he  sayde, '  and  I  forgive  it  the; 
And  by  thi  lif,  ne  be  no  more  so  large ; 
Keep  better  my  good,  this  give  I  the  in  charge.' 
Thus  endeth  now  my  tale,  and  God  us  sende 
Talyng  y-nough,  unto  our  lyves  ende !' 


THE  PRIOBESSES  PROLOGE. 

4  "V[7^k  Mty&f  ^y  corpus  boones !'  quod  oure  Host, 

**     '  Now  longe  mot  thou  sayle  by  the  cost, 
Sir  gentil  maister,  gentil  mariner ! 
God  give  the  monk  a  thousand  last1  quade  yer, 
Haha!  felaws,  be  war  for  such  a  jape. 
The  monk  put  in  the  mannes  hood  an  ape, 
And  in  his  wyves  eek,  by  seint  Austyn. 
Draweth  no  monkes  more  unto  your  in. 
But  now  pas  over,  and  let  us  loke  aboute, 
Who  schal  now  telle  first  of  al  this  route 
Another  tale;'  and  with  that  word  he  sayde, 
As  curteisly  as  it  had  ben  a  mayde, 
'  My  lady  Prioresse,  by  your  leve, 
So  that  I  wist  I  scholde  yow  not  greve, 
I  wolde  deme,  that  ye  telle  scholde 
A  tale  next,  if  so  were  that  ye  wolde. 
Now  wol  ye  vouche  sauf,  my  lady  deere  f 
'  Gladly,'  quod  sche,  and  sayd  in  this  manere. 

1  Last,  a  German  word,  signifying  burden,  is  still  used  on, the  coast 
of  East  Anglia  for  the  measure  by  which  herrings  are  counted,  and 
means  ten  thousand.  Queadis  Anglo-Saxon  forbad.  The  Host,  therefore, 
saf s,  *  May  God  send  the  monk  a  thousand  times  ten  thousand  bad 
years.'  The  transition  from  his  boisterous  comment  on  the  Sckipmannes 
Tale  to  the  softness  and  gallantry  of  his  address  to  the  Prioresse  is 
admirably  managed. 
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[This  beautiful  legend  has  been  modernized  by  Wordsworth, 
with  a  closer  adherence  to  the  text  than  has  been  attained  in 
any  similar  instance.  The  story  is  one  of  many,  circulated 
probably  as  a  pretext  for  plundering  the  Jews ;  but  whether 
intended  for  this  purpose  or  not,  these  legends  appear  to  have 
produced  the  effect.  For,  in  the  fortieth  year  of  Henry  III., 
i.e.,  1256,  a  commission  was  held  for  the  trial  of  some 
Jews,  accused  of  the  murder  of  a  child  at  Lincoln ;  and  in 
the  same  year  a  warrant  was  issued  for  the  sale  of  the  goods 
of  those  who  had  been  executed  for  it.  This  is  probably  the 
Hugh  of  Lincoln  mentioned  at  the  end  of  this  tale,  the  scene 
of  which  is  laid  in  Asia,  indicating,  as  Tyrwhitt  observes, 
that  it  was  the  original  of  the  numerous  martyrdoms  of  lb* 
same  class  mentioned  in  the  Acta  Sanctorum  of  Bolandus, 
among  which  is  that  of  'Willielmus  Norvicensis/  said  to 
have  suffered  on  the  10th  of  March,  1144.  In  Percy's 
Relics  is  a  ballad  on  the  same  subject,  entitled  The  Jewes 
Daughter.  But  those  who  wish  to  investigate  this  curious 
tradition  will  find  everything  relating  to  it  collected  in 
M.  Francisque  Michel's  Ungues  de  Lincoln,  Recueil  de 
Ballades  Anglo-Normandes  et  JEcossoisses  relatives  au 
Meurtre  de  cet  Enfant.  Paris,  1834.  A  legend  of  a  similar 
kind  is  preserved  amongst  the  traditions  of  the  Rhine.  The 
tale,  which  illustrates  several  curious  mediaeval  customs,  is 
peculiarly  characteristic  of  the  Prioresse,  and  is  related  with 
Chaucer's  usual  elegance,  simplicity,  and  pathos.]  W 

OLOKD,  oure  Lord,  thy  name  how  merveylous  , 
Is  in  this  large  world  i-sprad !  (quod  sche) 
For  nought  oonly  thy  laude  precious 
Parformed  is  by  men  of  heih  degre, 
But  by  mouthes  of  children  thy  bounte 
Parformed  is ;  on  oure  brest  soukynge 
Som  tyme  schewe  thay  thin  heriynge.1 

1  The  Prioress©  begins  her  tale  with  the  first  verse  of  Psalm  viii. 
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Wherfore  in  laude,  as  I  best  can  or  may, 
Of  the  and  of  thy  white  lily  flour, 
Which  that  the  bar,  and  is  a  mayde  alway, 
To  telle  a  story  I  wil  do  my  labour; 
Nought  that  I  may  encresce  youre  honour, 
For  sche  hir  silf  is  honour  and  rooto 
Of  bounte,  next  hir  Sone,  and  soules  boote. 

O  moodir  mayde,  o  mayde  mooder  fre ! 
O  bussh  unbrent,  brennyng  in  Moises  sight,1 
That  ravysshedest  doun  fro  the  deite, 
Thurgh  thin  humblesse,  the  gost  that  in  the  alight;' 
Of  whos  vertu,  he  in  thin  herte  pight, 
Conceyved  was  the  Fadres  sapience;8 
Help  me  to  telle  it  in  thy  reverence. 

Lady,  thi  bounte,  and  thy  magnificence, 
Thy  vertu  and  thi  gret  humilite, 
Ther  may  no  tonge  expres  in  no  science; 
For  som  tyme,  lady,  er  men  pray  to  the,* 
Thow  gost  biforn  of  thy  benignite, 
And  getist  us  the  light,  thurgh  thy  pray  ere 
lo  gyden  us  the  way  to  thy  Son  so  deere. 

My  connyng  is  so  weyk,  o  blisful  queene. 
For  to  declare  thy  grete  worthinesse, 
That  I  may  not  this  in  my  wyt  susteene; 
But  as  a  child  of  twelf  month  old  or  lesse, 
That  can  unnethes  eny  word  expresse, 
Right  so  fare  I,  and  therfor  I  you  pray, 
Gydeth*  my  song,  that  I  schal  of  yow  say. 

Ther  was  in  Acy,e  in  a  greet  citee, 
Amonges  Cristen  folk  a  Jewerye,7 
Susteyned  by  a  lord  of  that  contre, 

1  The  burning  bush  in  which  the  Angel  of  the  Lord,  supposed  by  St. 
Austin  and  all  subsequent  theologians  to  have  been  the  second  person  of 
the  ever-blessed  Trinity,  appeared  to  Moses,  was  believed  to  be  a  type 
of  the  blessed  Virgin.  2  Luke  i.  35. 

3  The  meaning  is,  *  By  the  power  of  Him  who  was  placed  in  thy 
heart,  the  Wisdom  of  the  Father  was  conceived.' 

4  See  ante,  p.  8,  note  3.  5  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  Endeth. 

•  Asia,  meaning  probably  Asia  Minor,  as  in  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles. 
7  In  medissval  towns  there  was  always  a  quarter  assigned  to  the 
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For  feral  usure,  and  lucre  of  felonye, 

Hateful  to  Crist,  and  to  his  compaignye; 

And  thurgh  the  strete  men  might  ride  and  wende, 

For  it  was  fre,  and  open  at  everich  ende. 

A  litel  scole  of  Cristen  folk  ther  stood 
Doun  at  the  forther  end,  in  which  ther  were 
Children  an  heep  y-comen  of  Cristen  blood, 
That  lered  in  that  scole,  yer  by  yere, 
Such  maner  doctrine  as  men  used  there; 
This  is  to  say,  to  synge1  and  to  rede, 
As  smale  childer  doon  in  her  childhede. 

Among  these  children  was  a  widow  sone. 
A  litel  clergeoun,*  that  seve  yer  was  of  age, 
That  day  by  day  to  scole  was  his  wone; 
And  eek  also,  wherso  he  saugh  thymage 
Of  Cristes  moder,  had  he  in  usage, 
As  him  was  taught,  to  knele  adoun,  and  say 
His  Ave  Maria,  as  he  goth  by  the  way. 

Jews,  oalled « the  Jewry,'  and  separated  from  the  rest  of  the  city  by 
gates,  which  were  shut  every  night.  There  is  to  this  day  in  Rome  a 
Jewry,  over  the  gate  of  which  is  placed  a  figure  of  our  Lord  on  the 
cross,  with  the  text  from  Isaiah  quoted  by  St.  Paul,  Rom.  x.  ai(  and 
by  him  applied  to  the  unbelieving  Jews, '  All  day  long  I  have  stretched 
forth  my  hands  unto  a  disobedient  and  gainsaying  people.'  Thus 
Warton,  Hist.  Engl.  Poetry,  sect,  xvii.,  tells  us  that  Averroes,  having 
been  accused  of  heretical  opinions,  was  sentenced  to  live  with  the  Jews 
in  the  street  of  the  Jews  in  Cordova.  One  of  the  streets  in  the  city  of 
London  is  still  called  by  this  name.  In  Frankfort,  and  other  towns  on 
the  Continent,  the  Jews'  quarter  yet  retains  its  distinctive  title. 

i  Music  formed  a  large  part  of  education  during  the  middle  ages,  as 
it  does  now  in  Germany.  It  has  been  found  by  those  who  have  the 
superintendence  of  the  education  of  the  poor  in  late  years,  that  it  is 
almost  the  only  means  of  awakening  their  imaginations,  and  rousing 
to  exertion  their  minds,  brutalized  by  privation  and  ignorance.  Most- 
persons  will  recollect  the  well-known  statute  of  All  Souls,  which 
requires  that  the  fellows  shall  be  medtocriter  docfi  in  piano  canto. 

»  [CUrgeoun  means  a  ♦chorister-boy  ;*  see  Ducange.— W.W.  8.  Cathedrals 
and  some  collegiate  chapels  still  have  schools  attached  to  them  for  the 
education  of  the  choir-boys,  and  in  early  times  such  monastic  schools  were 
the  only  regular  means  tor  boys'  education.  Many  of  our  public  or  grammar 
schools  originated  in  this  way,  for  instance  Westminster,  which  though 
refounded  by  Elizabeth,  was  probably  in  existence  before  the  conquest.  The 
writer  of  Ingulph's  chronicle  describes  him  as  being  a  scholar  there.  Some 
of  the  cathedral  schools  were  secularised  and  refounded  by  Henry  VIIT., 
tjg.  Canterbury,  Rochester,  York,  etc.] 
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Thus  hath  this  widow  her  litel  child  i-taught 
Oure  blisful  lady,  Cristes  moder  deere, 
To  worschip  ay,  and  he  forgat  it  nought; 
For  cely  child  wil  alway  soone  leere. 
But  ay  whan  I  remembre  of  this  niatiere, 
Seint  Nicholas1  stont  ever  in  my  presence, 
For  he  so  yong  to  Crist  dede  reverence. 

This  litel  child,  his  litel  book  lernynge, 
As  he  sat  in  the  scole  in  his  primere, 
He  0  alma  redemptoris*  herde  synge, 
As  children  lerned  her  antiphonere; 
And  as  he  durst,  he  drough  him  ner  and  neere, 
And  herkned  ever  the  wordes  and  the  note, 
Til  he  the  firste  vers  couthe  al  by  rote. 

Nought  wist  he  what  his  Latyn  was  to  say, 
For  he  so  yong  and  tender  was  of  age ; 
But  on  a  day  his  felaw  gan  he  pray 
To  expoune  him  the  song  in  his  langage, 
Or  telle  him  what  this  song  was  in  usage; 
This  prayd  he  him  to  construe  and  declare, 
Ful  often  tyme  upon  his  knees  bare. 

His  felaw,  which  that  elder  was  than  he, 
Answerd  him  thus :  *  This  song,  I  have  herd  seye, 
Was  maked  of  our  blisful  lady  fre, 


1  This  is  an  allusion  to  the  story  told  in  the  lesson  for  this 
saint's  anniversary  in  the  Roman  Breviary,  quoted  by  Tyrwhitt:— 
•  Cojus  viri  sanctitas,  quanta  futura  esset,  jam  ab  incunabulis  apparuit. 
Nam  infans,  earn  reliquos  dies  lac  nutricis  frequens  sugeret,  quarta  et 
sexta  feria  (on  Wednesdays  and  Fridays)  semel  duntaxat,  idque  vesperi 
sugebat.* 

3  This  antiphon  is  here  given  in  full  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  are 
curious  in  such  matters.  It  is  to  be  found  in  the  Antiphonarium  of 
the  diocese  of  Dijon,  and  probably  in  that  of  Salisbury,  and  is  appointed 
to  be  sung  from  Advent  to  the  Purification.  Hence  the  little  clergion 
•ays  he  will  conne  it  all  *  ere  Gristemasse  be  went.' 

*  Alma  Redemptoris  mater,  quae  pervia  coeli 
Porta  manes,  et  stella  maris,  succurre  cadenti, 
Surgere  qui  curat,  populo ;  tu  quae  genuisti, 
Natura  mirante,  tuum  sanctum  Genitorem, 
Virgo  prius  ac  posterius ;  Gabrielis  ab  ore 
Sumens  illud  Ave,  peccatorum  miserere.' 
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Hire  to  saluen,  and  eek  hire  to  preye 
To  ben  our  help  and  socour  whan  we  deye. 
I  can  no  more  expoune  in  this  matere; 
I  lerne  song,  I  can  no  more  gramer.' 

*  And  is  this  song  i-maad  in  reverence 
Of  Cristes  moder?  sayde  this  innocent; 
'  Now  certes  I  wol  do  my  diligence 
To  conne  it  al,  er  Cristemasse  be  went; 
Though  that  I  for  my  primer  schal  be  schent, 
And  schal  be  betyn  thries  in  an  hour, 
I  wol  it  conne,  our  lady  to  honoure.' 

His  felaw  taught  him  hom-ward  prively 
From  day  to  day,  til  he  couthe  it  by  rote, 
And  than  he  song  it  wel  and  boldely; 
Twyes  on  the  day  it  passed  thurgh  his  throte, 
From  word  to  word  accordyng  with  the  note, 
To  scole-ward  and  hom-ward  whan  he  went; 
On  Cristes  moder  was  set  al  bis  entent. 

As  I  have  sayd,  thurghout  the  Jewrye 
This  litel  child  as  he  cam  to  and  fro, 
Ful  merily  than  wold  he  synge  and  crie, 
0  alma  redemptoris,  evermo; 
The  swetnes  hath  his  herte  persed  so 
Of  Cristes  moder,  that  to  hir  to  pray 
He  can  not  stynt  of  syngyng  by  the  way. 

Oure  nrste  foo,  the  serpent  Sathanas, 
That  hath  in  Jewes  hert  his  waspis  nest, 
XJpswal  and  sayde :  '  O  Ebreik  peple,  alias! 
Is  this  a  thing  to  yow  that  is  honest, 
That  such  a  boy  schal  walken  as  him  lest 
In  youre  despyt,  and  synge  of  such  sentence. 
Which  is  agens  your  lawes  reverence?' 

Fro  thennesforth  the  Jewes  han  conspired 
This  innocent  out  of  this  world  to  enchace; 
An  homicide  therto  han  thay  hired. 
That  in  an  aley  had  a  prive  place ; 
And  as  the  childe  gan  forthby  to  pace, 
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This  false  Jewe  him  hent,  and  huld  ful  faste. 
And  kut  his  throte,  and  in  a  put  him  caste.1 

I  say  in  a  wardrobe  thay  him  threw, 
Wher  as  the  Jewes  purgen  her  entraile. 
0  cursed  folk !  O  Herodes  al  newe ! 
What  may  your  evyl  entente  you  availed 
Morther  wol  out,  certeyn  it  wil  nought  faile, 
And  namly  ther  thonour  of  God  schuld  sprede; 
The  blood  out  crieth  on  your  cursed  dede. 

O  martir  soudit*  to  virginite, 
Now  maystow  synge,  folwyng  ever  in  oon 
The  white  lomb  celestial,  quod  sche, 
Of  which  the  grete  evaungelist  seint  Johan* 
In  Pathmos  wroot,  which  seith  that  thay  that  goon 
Bifore  the  lamb,  and  synge  a  song  al  newe, 
That  never  fleischly  wommen  thay  ne  knewe. 

This  pore  widowe  wayteth  al  this  night, 
After  this  litel  child,  but  he  cometh  nought; 
For  which  as  soone  as  it  was  dayes  light, 
With  face  pale,  in  drede  and  busy  thought, 
Sche  hath  at  scole  and  elles  wher  him  sought ; 
Til  fynally  sche  gan  of  hem  aspye, 
That  he  was  last  seyn  in  the  Jewerie. 

With  moodres  pite  in  hir  brest  enclosed, 
Sche  goth,  as  sche  were  half  out  of  hir  mynde, 
To  every  place,  wher  sche  hath  supposed 
By  liklihede  hir  child  for  to  fynde; 
Aid  ever  on  Cristes  mooder  meke  and  kynde 
Sche  cried,  and  atte  laste  thus  sche  wrought, 
Among  the  cursed  Jewes  sche  him  sought. 

Sche  freyned,  and  sche  prayed  pitously 
To  every  Jew  that  dwelled  in  that  place, 
To  telle  hir,  if  hir  child  wente  ther  by; 


1  This  is  the  reading  of  the  Lansd.  MS.  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  and 
threw  Mm  in  atte  laste. — W. 

3  Tyrwhitt  reads  sanded,  which  he  derives  from  the  French  touidl, 
joined.  Sowded  is  the  reading  of  the  Ellesmere  MS.  It  means  firmly 
joined,  confirmed.    Lat,  tolidatu*.— W.  W.  SJ 

*  Rev.  xiv.  4. 
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Thay  sayden  nay;  but  Jhesu  of  his  grace 
Gaf  in  hir  thought,  withinne  a  litel  space, 
That  in  that  place  after  hir  sone  sche  cryde, 
Wher  as  he  was  cast  in  a  put  bysyde. 

O  grete  God,  that  parformedist  thin  laude 
By  mouth  of  innocentz,  lo,  here  thy  might  1 
This  gemme  of  chastite,  this  emeraude, 
And  eek  of  martirdom  the  ruby  bright ! 
Ther  he  with  throte  y-corve1  lay  upright, 
He  Alma  redemptoris  gan  to  synge 
So  lowde,  that  al  the  place  bigan  to  rynge. 

The  Cristen  folk,  that  thurgh  the  strete  went. 
In  comen,  for  to  wonder  upon  this  thing; 
And  hastily  for  the  provost  thay  sent. 
He  cam  anoon,  withoute  tarying, 
And  heriede  Crist,  that  is  of  heven  King, 
And  eek  his  moder,  honour  of  mankynde, 
And  after  that  the  Jewes  let  he  bynde. 

This  child  with  pitous  lamentacioun 
Up  taken  was,  syngyng  his  song  alway; 
And  with  honour  of  gret  processioun, 
Thay  caried  him  unto  the  next  abbay. 
His  modir  swownyng  by  the  beere  lay ; 
TJnnethe  might  the  poeple  that  was  there 
This  newe  Rachel  bringe  fro  the  beere.8 

With  torment  and  with  schamful  deth  echon 
This  provost  doth  these  Jewes  for  to  sterve, 
That  of  this  moerder  wist,  and  that  anoon : 
He  wolde  no  such  cursednesse  observe; 
Evel  schal  have,  that  evyl  wol  deserve. 
Therfore  with  wilde  hors  he  dede  hem  drawe, 
And  after  that  he  heng  hem  by  the  la  we. 

Upon  his  beere  ay  lith  the  innocent 
Biforn  the  chief  auter  whiles  the  masse  last ; 
And  after  that,  thabbot  with  his  covent 

1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  i-kut,  which  spoils  the  metre.    The  Lansd.  M  S. 
has  been  followed  in  the  text.  *  Matt  iL  18. 

VOL.  n.  T 
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Han  sped  hem  for  to  burie  him  fdl  fast; 

And  whan  thay  halywater  on  him  cast, 

Yet  spak  this  child,  whan  spreynde  was  the  water,  , 

And  song  0  alma  redemptoris  mater. 

This  abbot,  which  that  was  an  holy  man, 
As  monkes  ben,  or  elles  oughte  be, 
This  yonge  child  to  conjure  he  bigan, 
And  sayd :  '  O  deere  child,  I  halse  the, 
In  vertu  of  the  holy  Trinite, 
Tel  me  what  is  thy  cause  for  to  synge, 
Sith  that  thy  throte  is  kit  at  my  semynge.' 

'  My  throte  is  kit  unto  my  nekke-boon,' 
Sayde  this  child, '  and  as  by  way  of  kynde 
I  schulde  han  ben  deed  long  tyme  agoon; 
But  Jhesu  Crist,  as  ye  in  bookes  fynde, 
Wol  that  his  glorie  laste  and  be  in  mynde ; 
And  for  the  worschip  of  his  moder  deere, 
Yet  may  I  synge  0  alma  lowde  and  deere. 

'  This  welle  of  mercy,  Cristes  moder  swete, 
I  loved  alway,  as  after  my  connynge; 
And  whan  that  I  my  lyf  schulde  leete, 
To  me  sche  cam,  and  bad  me  for  to  synge 
This  antym  verraily  in  my  deyinge, 
As  ye  have  herd;  and,  whan  that  I  had  songe, 
Me  thought  sche  layde  a  grayn  under  my  tonge. 

'  Wherfor  I  synge,  and  synge  moot  certeyne 
In  honour  of  that  blisful  may  den  fre, 
Til  fro  my  tonge  taken  is  the  greyne. 
And  after  that  thus  saide  sche  to  me : 
6  My  litil  child,  now  wil  I  fecche  the, 
Whan  that  the  grayn  is  fro  thi  tonge  i-take; 
Be  nought  agast,  1  wol  the  not  forsake.' 

This  holy  monk,  this  abbot  him  mene  I, 
His  tonge  out  caught,  and  took  awey  the  greyn; 
And  he  gaf  up  the  gost  ful  softely. 
And  whan  the  abbot  hath  this  wonder  seyn, 
His  salte  teres  striken  doun  as  reyn; 
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And  gruf  he  fel  adoun  unto  the  grounde, 
And  stille  he  lay,  as  he  had  ben  y-bounde. 

The  covent  eek  lay  on  the  pavyment 
Wepyng  and  heryiug  Cristes  moder  deere. 
And  after  that  thay  rise,  and  forth  thay  went, 
And  took  away  tins  martir  fro  his  beere, 
And  in  a  tombe  of  marble  stoones  cleere 
Enclosed  thay  this  litil  body  sweete; 
Ther  he  is  now,  God  lene  us  for  to  meete ! 

O  yonge  Hughe  of  Lyncoln  j1  slayn  also 
With  cursed  Jewes  (as  it  is  notable, 
For  it  nys  but  a  litel  while  ago), 
Pray  eek  for  us,  we  synful  folk  unstable, 
That  of  his  mercy  God  so  merciable 
On  us  his  grete  mercy  multiplie,       \ 
For  reverence  of  his  modir*  Marie.  .    * 


PROLOGE  TO  SIRE  THOPAS- 

WHAN  sayd  was  this  miracle,  every  man 
As  sober  was,  that  wonder  was  to  se, 
Til  that  oure  Host  to  jape  he  bigan, 
And  than  at  erst  he  loked  upon  me, 
And  sayde  thus:  'What  man  art  thou'?'  quod  he. 
*  Thou  lokest  as  thou  woldest  fynde  an  hare, 
For  ever  upon  the  ground  I  se  the  stare. 

'  Approche  ner,  and  loke  merily. 
Now  ware  you,  sires,  and  let  this  man  have  spaca 
He  in  the  wast  is  schape  as  wel  as  I ; 
This  were  a  popet  in  an  arm  to  embrace 
For  any  womman,  smal  and  fair  of  face. 
He  semeth  elvisch*  by  his  oountenaunce, 
For  vnto  no  wight  doth  he  daliaunce. 

1  Sec  Introduction  to  this  tale. 
*  This  description  of  Chaucer's  appearance  and  bearing  is  confirmed 
by  Qceleve's  portrait,  which  represents  him  as  rather  below  the  middle 

I  2 
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'  Say  now  som  what,  sins  other  folk  han  said ; 
Telle  us  a  tale  and  that  of  mirthe  anoon.' 
'  Host/  quod  I,  '  ne  beth  nought  evel  apayd, 
For  other  tale  certes  can  I  noon, 
But  of  a  rym  I  lerned  yore  agoon.' 
'  Ye,  that  is  good/  quod  he,  '  now  schul  we  heere 
Som  deynte  thing,  me  thinketh  by  thy  cheere.' 


THE   TALE   OF   SIR   THOPAS. 

[This  tale  ia  a  burlesque  upon  the  popular  metrical  romance* 
of  chivalry,  and  was  evidently  intended  to  ridicule  their  . 
pompous  descriptions  of  unimportant  circumstances  and  im- 
possible incidents.  It  has  been  asserted  by  Dr.  Hurd  (Letters 
on  Chivalry  and  Romance),  'that  The  Boke  of  the  Gyant 
Olyphant  and  Chylde  Thopas  was  not  a  fiction  of  his 
(Chaucer's)  own,  but  a  story  of  antique  fame/  upon  which 
Tyrwhitt  observes, '  I  can  only  say  that  I  have  not  been  so 
fortunate  as  to  meet  with  any  traces  of  such  a  story  of  an" 
earlier  date  than  The  Canterbury  Tales;*  and  Ritson 
characteristically  pronounces  the  assertion  to  be  '  a  lye.'  See 
Warton,  Hist.  Engl.  Poetry,  §  16.  Mr.  Wright  thinks  that 
the  antiquity  of  the  story  is  somewhat  favoured  by  the  irre- 
gular terminations  of  different  MSS.,  which  look  '  as  though 
different  scribes  omitted  some,  or  added  as  from  a  poem  which 
they  had  in  memory.'  It  is  not  very  probable,  however,  that 
Chaucer  could  have  found  a  romance  ready-made  so  essen- 
tially calculated  to  throw  discredit  on  the  whole  class.  Sir 
Thopas  appears  to  be  the  bean  idSal  of  a  knight ;  he  does 
everything  which  a  knight  should  do  according  to  the  most 
approved  plan.  Even  the  forest  through  which  he  rides  is  a 
'  model'  forest,  in  which  the  most  incongruous  species  of  birds 
sport  and  sing;   and  nutmegs,  cloves,  and  cinnamon  grow 

size,  but  inclined  to  corpulence  (upon  which  the  Host  twits  him  ironi- 
cally), with  small  features,  a  thoughtful  look,  and  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground.  This  smallness  of  feature,  and  absence  or  reserve  of  manner, 
seem  to  be  described  by  the  word  elvisch. 
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spontaneously.  The  knight  himself,  as  in  duty  bound,  falls 
*  on  love-longing ;'  but,  no  earthly  beauty  being  worthy  of 
him,  he  must  love  an  '  elf-queen.'  Then  comes  the  meeting 
with  the  giant,  the  challenge,  the  arming  of  the  knight, 
which  is  described  even  to  the  putting  on  of  his  shirt  and 
breeches,  all  conducted,  according  to  rule,  to  the  sound  of 
music  and  the  recitation  of '  Romances  that  ben  reales.'  His 
disdain,  after  the  example  of  Sir  Perceval,  of  the  luxury  of 
bed,  and  his  repose  under  the  canopy  of  heaven,  with  bis 
helmet  for  a  pillow,  and  water  from  the  well  for  his  drink, 
while  his  horse  feeds  beside  him  'on  herbes  fine/  are  all 
indispensable  to  his  character.  In  short,  Sir  Thopas  is  the 
prototype  of  Don  Quixote. 

The  introduction  of  this  satire  is  managed  with  admirable 
tact.  Had  the  poet  attempted  to  make  his  own  tale  charac- 
teristic, it  ought  to  have  been  the  best  of  all ;  but  then  he 
would  have  been  obliged  to  award  himself  the  prize  of  the 
supper.  He  ingeniously  avoids  this  difficulty  by  reciting 
the  '  rhyme  doggerel  of  Sir  Thopas,1  as  •  the  best  he  can ;' 
an  arrangement  which  enables  him  to  vary  the  tone  of 
laudation  with  which  the  tales  are  generally  received  by  the 
Host,  and  at  the  same  time  to  ridicule  the  false  taste  and 
barren  puerilities  with  which  the  metrical  romance  was 
beginning  to  be  disfigured.] 

LESTENETH,  lordyngs,  in  good  entent 
And  I  wol  telle  verrayment 
Of  myrthe  and  solas, 
Al  of  a  knyght  was  fair  and  gent 
In  batail  and  in  tornament, 

His  name  was  Sir  Thopas.  v 
I-bore  he  was  in  fer  contre, 
In  Flaundres,  al  byyonde  the  se, 
At  Popery ng1  in  the  place; 


1  Poppering  or  Poppeling  was  the  name  of  a  parish  in  the  marshes  of 
Calais.  Our  famous  antiquary,  Leland,  was  onoe  rector  of  it.  Bib. 
Brit,  in  v.  Leland.— T. 
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His  fader  was  a  man  ful  fre, 
And  lord  he  was  of  that  contre, 

As  it  was  Goddes  grace. 
Sir  Thopas  wax  a  doughty  swayn; 
Whyt  was  his  face  as  payndemayn,1 

His  lippes  reed  as  rose; 
His  rode  is  lik  scarlet  en  grayn, 
And  I  yow  telle,  in  good  certayn 

He  had  a  semly  nose. 
His  heer,  his  berd,  was  lik  safroun, 
That  to  his  girdil  raught  adoun ; 

His  schoon  of  cordewane ; 
Of  Brigges  were  his  hosen  broun; 
His  robe  was  of  sicladoun,1 

That  coste  many  a  jane. 
He  couthe  hunt  at  wilde  deer, 
And  ride  on  haukyng  for  ryver* 

With  gray  goshauk  on  honde; 
Therto  he  was  a  good  archeer, 
Of  wrastelyng  was  noon  his  peer, 

Ther  eny  ram*  schal  stonde. 

1  That  this  must  have  been  a  sort  of  remarkably  white  bread  is  clear 
enough.  Skinner  derives  it  from  pards  matutinus,  pain  de  matin;  and, 
indeed,  Du  Cange  mentions  a  species  of  loaves  or  rolls  called  moHndli. 
[The  suggested  derivation  is  wrong.  The  Latin  name  was  pants  dominion, 
so  called  because  used  for  the  Holy  Eucharist.  It  was  of  course  bread  of  the 
finest  quality.— W.  W.  S.] 

2  Tyrwhltt  supposes  that  ciclaton  signified  originally  a  circular  robe 
of  state,  from  the  latinized  Greek  word  cyclas,  and  that  it  afterwards 
came  to  mean  the  cloth  of  gold  of  which  such  robes  were  made.  The 
word  is  Arabio,  and  was  applied  to  a  kind  of  stuff ;  which,  being 
brought  from  the  East,  is  here,  as  Mr.  Wright  observes,  appropriately 
said  to  *  coste  many  a  janeS  i.e.,  coin  of  Genoa,  one  of  the  ports  at 
which  the  Eastern  trade  was  carried  on. 

s  See  vol.  i.  p.  }?7,  note  2.  The  goshawk  was  the  largest  and  most 
courageous  of  the  short-winged  hawks  used  in  falconry.  A  picturesque 
description  of  it  will  be  found  in  the  Assembly  qf  Foides. 

4  See  vol.  i.  p.  too,  note  a.    A  ram  or  he-goat  appears  to  have  been 

the  prize  at  rustic  contests  from  the  earliest  times.    To  such  pastoral 

games  Horace  traces  the  origin  of  the  Greek  tragedy,  and  derives  the 

name  itself  from  the  prize,  as  if  it  were  4  rp&yw  w&j,  the  song  of  the  goat 

'  Carmine  qui  tragico  vilem  certavit  ob  hircum.* 

Hob.  de  Arte  Poeticd,  aao. 
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Ful  many  mayde  bright  in  bour 
Thay  mourne  for  him,  par  cunowr, 

Whan  hem  were  bet  te  slepe : 
But  he  was  ohast  and  no  lecchour, 
And  sweet  as  is  the  brembre  flour 

That  bereth  the  reede  heepe. 
And  so  it  fel  upon  a  day, 
For  soth  as  I  yow  telle  may, 

Sir  Thopas  wold  out  ryde; 
He  worth  upon  his  steede  gray, 
And  in  his  hond  a  launcegay, 

A  long  sword  by  his  syde. 
He  priketh  thurgh  a  fair  forest, 
Therin  is  many  a  wilde  best, 

Ye,  bothe  buk  and  hare; 
And  as  he  priked  north  and  est, 
I  tel  it  yow,  hym  had  almest 

Bityd  a  sory  care. 
Ther  springen  herbes  greet  and  smale, 
The  licorys  and  the  cetewale, 

And  many  a  clow  gilofre, 
And  notemuge1  to  put  in  ale, 
Whethir  it  be  moist  or  stale, 

Or  for  to  lay  in  cofre. 
The  briddes  synge,  it  is  no  nay, 
The  sperhauk  and  the  popinjay, 


1  The  best  illustration  of  this,  as  Tyrwhitt  remarks,  is  the  description 
•f  the  garden  in  the  Roman  de  la  Rote: — 

'And  trees  there  were  great  foison, 

That  baren  nuts  in  her  seson, 

Sueh  as  men  nutmegs  call, 

•  »  e  •  • 

There  was  eke  wexing  many  a  spice. 

As  clowe  gilofre  and  licorice. 

Ginger  and  grein  de  Paris, 

Canell  and  setewale  of  pris. 

And  many  a  spice  delitable 

To  eten  when  men  rise  fro  table.' 
It  seems  a  sort  of  burlesque  to  represent  the  sparrow-hawk  and  popinjay 
as  singing;  and  yet  this  also  occurs  in  the  Roman  de  la  Bote, 
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That  joye  it  was  to  heere; 
The  throstilcock  maad  eek  his  lay, 
The  woode  dowve  upon  the  spray 

Sche1  song  ful  lowde  and  cleere. 
Sir  Thopas  fel  in  love-longing, 
Whan  that  he  herde  the  briddes  synge, 

And  priked  as  he  were  wood ; 
His  faire  steede  in  his  prikynge  • 
So  swette,  that  men  might  him  wrynge, 

His  sydes  were  al  blood. 
Sir  Thopas  eek  so  wery  was 
For  priking  on  the  softe  gras, 

So  feers  was  his  corrage, 
That  doun  he  layd  him  in  that  place 
To  make  his  steede  som  solace, 

And  gaf  him  good  forage. 
'  O,  seinte  Mary,  benedicite, 
What  eylith  this  love  at  me 

To  bynde  me  so  sore? 
Me  dremed  al  this  night,  parde, 
An  elf  queen*  schal  my  lemman  be, 

And  slepe  under  my  gore. 
An  elf  queen  wol  I  have,  I  wis, 
For  in  this  world  no  womman  is 

Worthy  to  be  my  make 
In  toune; 
Alle  othir  wommen  I  forsake, 
And  to  an  elf  queen  I  me  take 

By  dale  and  eek  by  doune.' 
Into  his  sadil  he  clomb  anoon, 
And  priked  over  stile  and  stoon 

An  elf  queen  for  to  spye; 
Til  he  so  longe  hath  ryden  and  goon, 
That  he  fond  in  a  prive  woon 

The  contre  of  fairye, 

1  The  HarL  MS.  reads  so  for  sche.  It  was  probably  intended  for 
8cko,  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  eeo. 

*  See  vol.  i.  p.  291,  note  1.  The  beautiful  romance  of  Thomas  the  Rhymer 
is  fonnded  on  the  loves  of  the  *  Laird  of  Ercildown '  and  the  elfin  qneen. 
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So  wylde; 
For  in  that  contre  was  ther  noon, 
That  to  him  dorste  ride  or  goon, 

Neither  wif  ne  childe. 
Til  that  ther  cam  a  greet  geaunt, 
His  name  was  sir  OHfaunt,1 

A  perilous  man  of  dede; 
He  swar,  '  Child,  by  Termagannt,1 
But*  if  thou  prike  out  ef  myn  haunt, 

Anoon  I  slee  thy  stede,* 
With  mace. 
Heer  is  the  queen  of  fayerie, 
With  harp,  and  lute,  and  symphonye, 

Dwellyng  in  this  place.' 
The  child  sayd :  i  Al  so  mote  I  the, 
To  morwe  wil  I  meete  with  the, 
Whan  I  have  myn  armure. 

And  yit  I  hope,  par  ma  fay, 

That  thou  schalt  with  this  launcegay 
Abyen  it  ful  sore; 


1  Sir  Ottfaunt  means  Sir  Elephant,  an  appropriate  name,  as  Tyrwhitt 
observes,  for  a  giant. 

*  Termagannt  was  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  idols  of  the  heathen. 
Thus,  in  the  romance  of  The  King  of  Tars,  when  the  Soldan  becomes  a 
Christian,  he  is  represented  as  destroying  the  images  of  his  false 
gods:— 

*  He  hente  a  staf  with  herte  grete 
And  al  his  goddes  he  gan  to  bete. 

And  drouh  hem  alle  adoun ; 
And  leydeon  til  that  he  con  swete 
With  sterne  strokes  and  with  grete 

On  Jovyn  and  Plotoun, 
On,Astrot  and  sire  Jovyn, 
On  Tirmagaunt  and  Apollin, 

He  hak  hem  scolle  and  cronn ; 
On  Tirmagaunt  that  was  heore  brother. 
He  lafte  no  lym  hole  with  other, 
Ne  on  his  lord  Seynt  Mahoun.* 

3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  For,  which  spoils  the  sense.  The  reading  in 
the  text  is  from  the  Lansd.  MS. 

4  This  reading  is  adopted  from  the  Lansd.  MS.,  as  being  evidently 
the  correct  one.  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  as  one  line,  Anoon  I  slee  the  with 
wot*—  W. 
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Thy  ma  we 
Schal  I  persyn,  if  that  I  may, 
Er  it  be  fully  prime  of  day, 

For  heer  schalt  thou  be  slawa' 
Sir  Thopas  drough  on  bak  ful  fast; 
This  geaunt  at  him  stoones  cast 

Out  of  a  fell  staf  slynge ; 
But  faire  eschapeth  child  Thopas, 
And  al  it  was  thurgh  Goddis  gras, 

And  thurgh  his  faire1  berynge. 
Yet  lesteneth,  lordynges,  to  my  tale, 
Merier  than  the  nightyngale 

I  wol  yow  roune, 
How  sir  Thopas  with  sydes  smale, 
Prikynge  over  hul  and  dale, 

Is  come  ageyn  to  toune. 
His  mery  men  oomaunded  he, 
To  make  him  bothe  game  and  gle, 

For  needes  most  he  fight 
With  a  geaunt  with  heedes  thre, 
For  paramours  and  jolite 

Of  oon  that  schon  ful  bright. 
*  Do  come,'  he  sayde,  '  my  mynstrales 
And  gestours  for  to  telle  tales3 


1  This  word  is  added  from  the  Lansd.  MS. 
8  A  gestour  originally  meant  a  person  who  recites  the  gesto,  or  his* 
torical  romances.  Thus  Paulas  Diaconus  might  have  been  called  a 
gestour,  because  of  his  history  entitled  Pauli  Diaconi  de  Oestis  Roman- 
orum.  Tyrwhitt  quotes  the  following  lines  from  William  of  Nassyngton 
to  show  that  a  gestour  was  a  very  different  person  from  our  jester: — 
4 1  warne  you  furat  at  thebegynninge, 

That  I  will  make  no  vain  carpinge 

Of  dedes  of  armys  ne  of  amours, 

As  dus  mynstreUes  and  jestours. 

That  makys  carpinge  in  many  a  place 

Of  OctavUme  and  Isembraee, 

And  of  many  other  jestes, 

And  namely  whan  they  come  to  festes ; 

Ne  of  the  life  of  Bevis  of  Hampton, 

That  was  a  knight  of  great  renoun, 

Ne  of  Sir  Cfye  of  Warwyke,'  &c 
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Anoon  in  myn  armynge, 
Of  romauDces  that  beu  reales,1 
Of  popes  and  of  cardinales, 

And  eek  of  love-longyng/ 
Thay  fet  him  first  the  swete  wyn, 
And  made  him  eek  in  a  maselyn 

A  real  spicerye, 
Of  gyngebred  that  was  so  fyn, 
And  licorys,  and  eek  comyn, 

With  sugre  that  is  trye. 
He  dede  next  his  white  leere 
Of  cloth  of  lake  whyt  and  cleere 

A  brech  and  eek  a  schert; 
And  next  his  schert  an  aketoun, 
And  over  that  an  haberjoun, 

For  persying  of  his  hert ; 
And  over  that  a  fyn  hauberk. 
Was  al  i-wrought  of  Jewes  werk," 


1  So  in  the  romance  of  Twain  and  Oawatnf  MS.,Cott.  Galb.  e.  ix.  .— 
*  He  fund  a  knight  nnder  a  tre : 

Upon  a  cloth  of  gold  he  lay : 

Byfor  him  sat  a  ful  fayr  may : 

A  lady  sat  with  tham  in  fere ; 

The  maiden  red,  that  thai  might  here, ' 

A  real  romance  in  that  place.' 
The  original  of  this  title,  which  is  an  uncommon  one,  T  take  to  have 
been  this.  When  the  French  romances  found  their  way  into  Italy  (not 
long  before  the  year  1300,  Cresdmb.,  t.  i.,  p.  335),  some  Italian  under- 
took to  collect  together  all  those  relating  to  Charlemagne  and  his 
family,  and  to  form  them  into  a  regular  body  of  history.  The  six  first 
books  of  this  work  come  down  to  the  death  of  Pepin.  They  begin 
thus :— •  Qui  se  comenza  la  hystoria  el  Real  di  Franza  comenzando  a 
Constantino  imperatore  secondo  molte  lezende  che  io  ho  attrovate  e 
racolte  insieme.'— Edit.  Mutince,  i49i,fol.  It  was  reprinted  in  i537 
under  this  title,  /  reaU  di  Franza,  &c.  Quadrio,  t.  vi.,  p.  53o.  Sal- 
viati  had  seen  a  MS.  of  this  work  written  about  1 35o  (Oesctmo.,  t.  i., 
p.  33o),  and  I  do  not  believe  that  any  mention  of  a  real  (or  royal) 
romance  is  to  be  found,  in  French  or  English,  prior  to  that  date. — T. 
From  the  real  romance  is  derived  the  ballad  royak 

*  Tyrwhitt  supposes  that  Jew's  work  means  work  done  by  magic, 
and  professes  not  to  recollect  having  seen  the  Jews  anywhere  celebrated 
as  skilful  artificers.  [Jcwet  work  probably  refers  to  that  of  the  armourers 
•f  Damascus,  who  were  not  only  celebrated  for  the  excellent  temper  of  their 
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Ful  strong  it  was  of  plate; 
And  over  that  his  cote-armour, 
As  whyt  as  is  a  lily  flour, 

In  which  he  wold  debate. 
His  scheld  was  al  of  gold  so  red, 
And  therinne  was  a  bores  heed, 

A  charbocle1  by  his  syde; 
And  ther  he  swor  on  ale  and  bred9 
How  that  the  geautit  schal  be  deed, 

Bytyde  what  betyde. 


steel  swords,  but  were  distinguished  like  some  other  Oriental  artificers  for 
the  beauty  of  their  metal  work.  What  is  commonly  called  Damascene, 
steel  elaborately  inlaid  with  a  thin  thread  of  gold,  is  apparently  what  is  here 
meant.]  The  aketoun  was  a  coat  of  leather,  sometimes  padded,  and  worn 
under  the  armour.  In  this  is  clothed  the  knight,  in  the  general  Prologue. 
Over  this  Sir  Thopas  wears  an  habergeon,  a  piece  of  armour  for  the  greater 
security  of  the  breast ;  and  over  that  the  hauberk,  or  coat  of  mail,  composed 
of  scales  or  plates,  which  was  the  peculiar  armour  of  a  knight,  hence 
called  loricatus ;  and,  finally,  over  all,  his  coat-armure  or  tabard,  on 
which  his  arms  were  blazoned.  It  is  no  wonder  that  knights  serving 
in  a  warm  country  like  Palestine  were  often  suffocated  in  their 
armour. 

1  A  carbuncle  (escarboncle,  F.)  was  a  common  bearing. — Guillim's 
Heraldry ,  p.  109. — T. 

3  It  seems  almost  impossible  to  account  for  this  strange  custom  of 
making  vows  on  dishes  served  at  table,  unless  it  be  a  remnant  of  the 
idolatrous  heathen  ceremony  of  invoking  the  gods  at  feasts  and  pouring 
out  a  libation  to  them.    Tyrwhitt  gives  the  following  curious  instance 
from  Matthew  of  Westminster: — «  When  Edward  I.  was  setting  out 
upon  his  last  expedition  to  Scotland  in  1306,  he  knighted  his  eldest  son 
and  several  other  young  noblemen  with  great  solemnity.    At  the  close 
of  the  whole  (says  Matthew  of  Westminster,  p.  45$),  '  allati  sunt  in 
pompatica  gloria  duo  cygni  vel  olores  ante  regem,  phalerate  retibus 
aureis   vel  fistulis  deauratis,  desiderabile   spectaculum  intuentibus. 
Quibus  visis,  Rex  votum  vopit  Deo  cceli  et  cygnis  se  proficisci  in  Scotiam, 
mortem  Johannis  Comyn  et  fidem  laesam  Scotorum  vivus  sive  mortuns 
vindicaturus,'  &c.    The  practice  is  alluded  to  in  Dunbar's  wish,  that 
the  King  were  John  Thomsonnis  man.'    Maitland  MS.,  st.  5  : — 
'  I  wold  gif  all  that  ever  I  have 
To  that  condition,  so  God  me  saif, 
That  ye  had  vowit  to  the  swan 
Ane  yeir  to  be  John  Thomsonnis  man.' 
This  fashion  is  ridiculed  in  the  Turnament  of  Tottenham. — See  Percy's 
Jitlique8>— 

*  I  make  a  vow,  quoth  Dudman,  and  sweare  by  the  stra  (straw).* 
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His  jambeux  were  of  quirboily, 
His  swerdes  schethe  of  yvory, 

His  helm  of  latoun  bright. 
His  sadel  was  of  rowel  boon, 
His  bridel  as  the  sonne  schon, 

Or  as  the  moone  light ; 
His  spere  was  of  fine  cipres, 
That  bodeth  werre,  and  no  thing  pees, 

The  heed  ful  scharp  i-grounde. 
His  steede  was  al  dappul  gray, 
It  goth  an  ambel  in  the  way 

Ful  softely  and  rounde 
In  loade. 
Lo,  lordes,  heer  is  a  fyt;1 
If  ye  wil  eny  more  of  it, 

To  telle  it  wol  I  fonde. 


PIT  il 

NOW  hold  your  mouth  for  charite, 
Bothe  knight  and  lady  fre, 
And  herkneth  to  my  spelle; 
Of  batail  and  of  chivalry, 
Of  ladys  love  and  drewery, 
Anoon  I  wol  yow  telle. 
Men  speken  of  romauns  of  pris, 
Of  Horn  child  and  of  Ypotis, 


It  was  common  to  swear  by  the  peacock  or  pheasant,  and  tows  were,  of 
course,  constantly  made  to  the  ladies. 

1  According  to  Percy  this  word  is  used  by  Anglo-Saxon  writers  to 
signify  a  •  poetic  strain,  verse,  or  poem.'  Thus.  King  Alfred,  in  his 
Eoethvus,  having  given  a  version  of  Lib.  iii.,  metr.  5,  adds, '  Thare  wisdom 
tha  thas  JUte  fesungen  haefde,'  when  wisdom  had  sung  these  Jttte,  or 
verses.  And  in  the  proem  to  the  same  book, '  Fon  on  fiUe*  put  into 
verse.  Now  it  seems  evident  from  this  that  JUte  is  nothing  more  than 
feet,  or  metre,  and  that  it  was  afterwards  applied  to  the  divisions  of  a 
poem.  All  poetry  in  early  times  being  sung  to  music,  JUte  then  came 
to  be  applied  to  a  strain  of  music ;  thence,  by  a  very  obvious  transition, 
to  the  division  of  a  dance,  or  the  chapter  of  a  book  even  in  prose  i  bat, 
as  Percy  remarks,  in  a  ludicrous  or  sarcastic  sense. 
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Of  Bevys  and  sir  Gy, 
Of  sir  Libeaux,  and  Pleyndamour  j1 
But  sir  Thopas  bereth  the  flour 

Of  real  chivalry. 

1  All  the  romances  here  mentioned,  except  Pleyndamour,  are  still 
extant.  That  of  Horn  Child  is  considered  by  Warton  to  be  the  earliest 
in  our  language.    It  begins  thus . — 

*  Alle  heo  ben  blythe, 

That  to  my  songe  ylythe. 

A  song  ychulle  on  singe 

Of  Allof  the  gode  Kinge. 

King  he  wes  by  west*, 

The  whiles  hit  yleste ; 

Ant  Godylt  his  gode  quene, 

No  feyrore  myhte  bene, 

Ant  huere  sone  hihte  Horn, 

Feyrore  childe  ne  myhte  be  born.' 
The  romance  of  Sir  Bevis  of  Hampton  is  given  in  Ellis's  Specimens.  It 
is  found  in  Provencal  among  the  MSS.  of  the  Queen  of  Sweden  in  the 
Vatican,  and  is  said  by  Carew  (Survey  of  Cornwall)  to  have  been 
written  by  Walter  of  Exeter,  a  Franciscan  friar  of  Carocus,  in  Corn- 
wall, in  1*9*.  Guy  of  Warwick  is  also  to  be  found  in  Ellis's  Specimens, 
There  is  a  very  old  version  in  French  in  the  Harleian  collection,  No. 
3775.  In  the  romance,  the  hero's  combat  with  the  dragon  in  North- 
umberland is  said  to  be  represented  in  tapestry  in  Warwick  Castle : — 
*  In  Warwike  the  truth  shall  ye  see, 
In  arras  wrought  full  craftely.' 
This  piece  of  arras  is  specially  mentioned  in  a  grant  from  Richard  II., 
dated  1 398,  conveying  *  that  suit  of  arras  hangings  in  Warwick  Castle, 
which  contains  the  story  of  the  famous  Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick,' together 
with  the  castle  itself,  to  Holland,  Earl  of  Kent.  The  fame  of  the  cele- 
brated hero  of  English  romance  reached  even  Palestine ;  for  Dugdale 
relates  that  in  the  reign  of  Henry  IV.,  about  141 0,  a  Lord  Beauchamp, 
travelling  In  the  East,  was  hospitably  received  at  Jerusalem  by  the 
Soldain  Lieutenant,  '  who,  hearing  that  he  was  descended  from  the 
famous  Guy  of  Warwick,  whose  story  they  had  in  books  of  their  own 
language,  invited  him  to  his  palace,'  &c. — See  Warton,  Hist,  Engl. 
Poetry,  sect  iii.  Libeaux  disconus  is  in  the  Cotton.  MSS.,  Calig.  ii.  In  the 
twelfth  stanza,  as  Tyrwhitt  observes,  we  find  his  true  name  with  itc 


*  *  Now  clepeth  him  alle  thus 

Ly  beau  desconus 

For  the  love  of  me. 
Than  may  ye  wete  arowe 
Thefayre  unknowe, 
Certessohattehe.' 
TpoHs  is  rather  a  religious  poem,  than  a  romance.— See  Warton,  Hist 
Engl.  Poetry,  s.v. 
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His  goode  steede  he  bistrood, 
And  forth  upon  his  way  he  glood, 

As  spark  out  of  the  bronde;1 
Upon  his  crest  he  bar  a  tour, 
And  therin  stiked  a  lily  flour: — 

God  schilde  his  corps  fro  schonde  1 
And  for  he  was  a  knyght  auntf ous, 
He  nolde  slepen  in  noon  hous, 

But  liggen  in  his  hood. 
His  brighte  helm  was  his  wonger, 
And  by  him  baytith  his  destrer 

Of  herbes  fyne  and  goode. 
Him  self  drank  water  of  the  welle, 
As  dede  the  knight  sir  Percivelle* 

So  worthy  under  wede, 
Til  on  a  day— 


PROLOGE   TO  MELIBEUS. 

4  "VTO  mor  of  this,  for  Goddes  dignite !' 

-*•*   Quod  our  Hoste, '  for  thou  makest  me 
So  wery  of  thy  verray  lewednesse, 
That,  al  so  wisly  God  my  soule  blesse, 
Myn  eeres  aken  for  thy  drasty8  speche. 
Now  such  a  rym  the  devel  I  byteche ! 
This  may  wel  be  rym  dogerel/  quoth  he. 
'Why  so?'  quod  I,  '  why  wilt  thou  lette  me 

1  The  same  simile  is  in  Isambras,  fol.  1 30, 6 : — 

•  He  spronge  forth  as  sparke  of  glede/ — T. 

*  The  romance  of  Perceval  le  Galiois  is  attributed  to  Chrestien  de 
Troyes,  and  is  supposed  by  Warton  to  have  been  written  before  1 191. 
It  belongs  to  the  story  of  the  Quest  of  the  Sangraal  (the  cup,  or  chalice, 
of  the  Gospel);  which  appears  to  be  a  religious  allegory,  representing 
the  sinner's  pursuit  of  justification  through  the  blood  of  Christ  (sang  reel) 
by  the  adventures  of  the  knights  in  their  quest  of  the  sangraal.  If  this 
interpretation  be  correct,  the  real  gist  of  the  story  has  hitherto  escaped 
the  antiquaries. 

*  [Drasty  means  fell  of  dregs,  from  the  old  word  drastfs  or  drestis,  the 
dregs  or  lees  of  wine.  In  the  former  edition  the  reading  drafty,  given  by 
Speght  and  Tyrwhitt,  was  wrongly  adopted  here  and  a  few  lines  lower.— 
W.  W.  8.] 
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More  of  my  tale  than  another  man, 
Syn  that  it  is  the  beste  rym  that  I  canf 
' By  God!'  quod  he,  ' for  pleinly  at  o  word, 
Thy  drasty  rymyng  is  not  worth  a  tord ; 
Thou  dost  nought  elles  but  despendist  tyme* 
Sir,  at  o  word,  thou  schalt  no  lenger  ryme. 
Let  se  wher  thou  canst  tellen  ought  in  gest, 
Or  telle  in  prose  som  what  atte  lest, 
In  which  ther  be  som  merthe  or  doctrina' 

'  Gladly,'  quod  I,  '  by  Goddes  swete  pyne, 
I  wol  yow  telle  a  litel  thing  in  prose, 
That  oughte  like  yow,  as  I  suppose, 
Or  elles  certes  ye  be  to  daungerous. 
It  is  a  moral  tale  vertuous, 
Al  be  it  told  som  tyme  in  sondry  wise 
Of  sondry  folk,  as  I  schal  yow  devyse. 
As  thus,  ye  woot  that  every  evaungelist, 
That  telleth  us  the  peyne  of  Jhesu  Crist, 
Ne  saith  not  alle  thing  as  his  felawes  doth; 
But  natheles  here  sentence  is  al  soth, 
And  alle  accorden  as  in  here  sentence, 
Al  be  ther  in  her  tellyng  difference.1 
For  some  of  hem  sayn  more,  and  some  lesse, 
Whan  thay  his  pitous  passioun  expresse; — 
I  mene  of  Mark  and  Mathew,  Luk  and  Johan  ;- 
But  douteles  her  sentence  is  al  oon. 
Therfor,  lordynges  alle,  I  yow  hiseche, 
If  yow  think  that  I  varye  as  in  my  speche, 
As  thus,  though  that  I  telle  som  what  more 
Of  proverbes,  than  yes  have  herd  bifore 
Comprehended  in  this  litel  tretys  here, 
To  enforcen  with  theffect  of  my  matiere, 
And  though  I  not  the  same  wordes  say 
As  ye  have  herd,  yit  to  yow  alle  I  pray, 


1  All  agree  in  the  sense,  though  the  manner  of  telling  be  different 
*  Ye  has  been  adopted  from  the  Lansd.  MS.  rather  than  /,  the  reading 
of  the  Harl.  MS. 
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Blameth  me  nought ;  for,  in  my  sentence, 
Schul  ye  no  wher  fynde  difference 
Fro  the  sentence  of  this  tretys  lite, 
After  the  which  this  litil  tale  I  write. 
And  therfor  herkeneth  what  I  schal  say, 
And  let  me  tellen  al  my  tale,  I  pray.' 


THE   TALE    OF   MELIBEUS. 

[This  tale,  as  Tyrwhitt  informs  us,  is  a  mere  translation 
from  Le  Idvre  de  Melibee  et  de  Dame  Prudence,  two 
copies  of  which  are  preserved  in  the  British  Museum,  MSS. 
Reg.  19,  c.  vii.  and  xi.,  in  French  prose.  Dufresnoy,  Bibliot. 
des  Romans,  vol.  ii.  p.  248,  mentions  two  copies,  en  vers 
dans  la  Bibliotheque  Seguier ;  and  a  prose  version  inserted 
in  the  Menagier  de  Paris,  an  early  work  on  domestic 
economy,  lately  republished  by  the  SociStS  des  Bibliophiles 
Francois.1  It  is  an  interesting  example  of  the  'moral 
tale  vertuous/  which  Erasmus  mentions  in  his  JScclesiasles, 
as  forming  part  of  the  stock  of  a  professional  gestour. 
One  of  the  most  remarkable  features  of  the  story  is  the 
frequency  of  its  references  to  Scripture,  which  prove  that 
in  Chaucer's  time  the  Bible  was  familiar  to  the  people.  It 
may  be  added  that  we  have  in  this  instance  a  strong  evidence, 
if  any  evidence  were  needed  since  the  publication  of  Dr. 
Maitland's  Essays,  that  those  who  object  in  the  present  day  to 
the  general  diffusion  of  the  Bible,  cannot  claim  the  authority 
of  the  middle  ages  in  support  of  their  views.  The  reader 
will  observe  that  the  opening  of  this  tale  (alluded  to  in  the 
Introduction,  vol.  i.,  p.  57)  continually  runs  into  blank  verse.] 

AYONG  man  called  Melibeus,  mighty  and  riche, 
bygat  upon  his  wif,  that  called  was  Prudens,  a 
doughter  which  that  called  was  Sophie.      Upon  a  day 

.  »  [The  real  original  of  the  tale  is  the  'Liber  Consolationis*  of  Albertano 
of  Brescia,  printed  by  the  Chaucer  Society  in  1873.  The  French  version 
need  by  Chaucer  was  not  a  literal  translation.— W.W.  S.J 

VOL.  II.  K 
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byfel,  that  for  his  desport  he  is  went  into  the  feldes 
him  to  play.  His  wif  and  his  doughter  eek  hath  he 
laft  within  his  hous,  of  which  the  dores  were  fast 
i-schitte.  Thre1  of  his  olde  foos  han  it  espyed,  and 
setten  laddres  to  the  walles  of  his  hous,  and  by  the 
wyndowes  ben*entred,  and  betyn  his  wyf,  and  woundid 
his  doughter  with  fyve  mortal  woundes,  in  fyve  sondry 
places,  that  is  to  sayn,  in  here  feet,  in  here  hondes,  in 
here  eeres,  in  here  nose,  and  in  here  mouth ;  and  lafte 
her  for  deed,  and  went  away. 

Whan  Melibeus  retourned  was  into  his  hous,  and 
seigh  al  this  meschief,  he,  lik  a  man  mad,  rendyng  his 
clothes,  gan  wepe  and  crie.  Prudens  his  wyf,  as 
ferforth  as  sche  dorste,  bysought  him  of  his  wepyng  to 
stynte.  But  not  forthi  he  gan  to  crie  ever  lenger  the 
more. 

This  noble  wyf  Prudence  remembred  hire  upon  the 
sentens  of  Ovide,8  in  his  book  that  cleped  is  the  Remedy 
of  Love,  wher  as  he  seith :  He  is  a  fool  that  distourbeth 
the  moder  to  wepe  in  the  deth  of  hir  childe,  til  sche 
have  i-wept  hir  fille,  as  for  a  certeyn  tyme;  and  than 
schal  man  doon  his  diligence  as  with  amyable  wordes 
hire  to  recomforte  and  praye  hire  of  hire  wepyng  to 
stinte.  For  which  resoun  this  noble  wif  Prudens 
suffred  hir  housbonde  for  to  wepe  and  crie,  as  for  a 
certeyn  space;  and  whan  sche  seigh  hir  tyme,  sche 
sayd  him  in  this  wise :  '  Alias !  my  lord,'  quod  sche, 
'  why  make  ye  youre  self  for  to  be  lik  a  fool?  Forsothe 
it  apperteyneth  not  to  a  wys  man,  to  make  such  sorwe. 
Youre  doughter,  with  the  grace  of  God,  schal  warischt 
be  and  eschape.  And  al  were  it  so  that  sche  right 
now  were  deed,  ye  ne  oughte  nought  as  for  hir  deth 
youre  silf  destroye.  Senec  saith,  The  wise  man  schal 
not  take  to  gret  discomfort  for  the  deth  of  his  children, 


1  The  Lansd.  MS.  and  Tyrwhitt  read  four;  the  Frenoh  MSS.  trod, 
which  Mr.  Wright  observes  was  a  favourite  number  in  medieval  tales. 
•  He$nedtum  Anwrit : — 

*  Quia  matrem,  nisi  mentis  inops,  infunere  nati 
Flere  vetet  P* 
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but  oertes  lie  schulde  suffren  it  in  pacience,  as  wel  as 
he  abydeth  the  deth  of  his  owne  persone.' 

This  Melibeus  answerde  anoon  and  sayde:  'What 
man/  quod  he,  'schuld  of  his  wepynge  stynte,  that 
hath  so  gret  a  cause  for  to  wepel  Jhesu  Crist,  oure 
Lord,  him  self  wepte  for  the  deth  of  Lazarus  his  frend.'1 
Prudens  answerde:  'Certes,  wel  I  wot,  attemperel 
wepyng  is  no  thing  defended  to  him  that  sorwful  is, 
amonges  folk  in  sorwe,  but  it  is  rather  graunted  him 
to  wepe.  The  apostel  Poule  unto  the  Romayns 
writeth,8  A  man  schal  rejoyce  with  hem  that  maken 
joye,  and  wepe  with  such  folk  as  wepen.  But  though 
attemperel  wepyng  bo  graunted,  outrageous  wepynge 
certes  is  defended  Mesure  of  wepynge  schuld  be 
conserved,  after  the  lore  of  Crist  that  techeth  us  Senec ; 
Whan  that  thi  frend  is  deed,  quod  he,  let  nought  thin 
yen  to  moyste  ben  of  teres,  ne  to  moche  drye;  although 
the  teeres  come  to  thine  eyghen,8  let  hem  not  falle. 
And  whan  thou  hast  for-gon  thy  frend,  do  diligence  to 
gete  another  frende;  and  this  is  more  wisedom  than 
to  wepe  for  thy  frend,  which  that  thou  hast  lorn,  for 
therin  is  no  boote.  And  therfore  if  ye  governe  yow 
by  sapience,  put  away  sorwe  out  of  youre  hert.  Re- 
membreth  yow  that  Jhesus  Sirac*  saith,  A  man  that 
is  joyous  and  glad  in  herte,  it  him  conserveth  florisch- 
inge  in  his  age;  but  sothly  sorweful  herte  maketh  his 
boones  drye.  He5  saith  eek  thus,  that  sorwe  in  herte 
sleth  ful  many  a  man.  Salamon  saith,  that  right  as 
motthes  in  schepes  flees  annoyeth  the  clothes,  and  the 
smale  wormes  to  the  tre,  right  so  annoyeth  sorwe  to 
the  herte.     Wherfore  us  oughte  as  wel  in  the  deth  of 


*  Johnxi.  35.  8  Bom.  xii.  i5. 

8  *  Car  Ja  soit  ce  que  la  lerme  viengne  a  l'eueil,  elle  ne  doit  point 
year  dehors.'  The  Harl.  MS.  has  come  out  of  thine  eyghen ;  the  Lansd. 
MS.  oomen  of. — W.    The  reading  in  the  text  is  from  Tyrwhitt. 

4  This  is  taken  from  Prov.  xvii.  aa,  not  from  the  hook  of  Ecclesiaa* 
ticns,  written  by  Jesus,  the  son  of  Sirac,  as  here  quoted. 

5  This  text,  however,  is  from  Ecclus.  xxx.  *5* 
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oure  children,  as  in  the  losse  of  oure  goodes  temporales, 
have  pacience.  Remembreth  yow  upon  the  pacient 
Job,  whan  he  hadde  lost  his  children  and  his  temporal 
substance,  and  in  his  body  endured  and  receyved  ful 
many  a  grevous  tribulacioun,  yit  sayde  he  thus  :l  Oure 
Lord  it  sent  unto  me,  oure  Lord  it  hath  raft  fro  me ; 
right  so  as  oure  Lord  wil,  right  so  be  it  doon;  i-blessed 
be  the  name  of  oure  Lord !'  To  these  forsayde  thinges 
answerith  Melibeus  unto  his  wif  Prudens :  '  Alle  thine 
wordes  ben  soth,'  quod  he, s  and  therto  profytable,  but 
sothly  myn  herte  is  so  troubled  with  this  sorwe,  that 
I  noot  what  to  doone.'  '  Let  calle,'  quod  Prudence, 
'thy  trewe  frendes  alle,  and  thy  linage,  whiche  that 
ben  trewe  and  wise;  telleth  hem  youre  grevaunce,  and 
herken  what  thay  say  in  counseilynge,  and  yow  governe 
after  here  sentence.  Salamon51  saith,  Werke  al  thi 
thing  by  counseil,  and  the  thar  never  rewe.' 

Than,  by  the  counseil  of  his  wyf  Prudens,  this 
Melibeus  let  calle  a  gret  congregacioun  of  peple,  as 
surgiens,  phisiciens,  olde,  and  yonge,  and  some  of  his 
olde  enemyes  recounsiled  (as  by  her  semblaunt)  to  his 
love  and  to  his  grace;  and  therwithal  ther  come  some 
of  his  neighebours,  that  deden  him  reverence  more  for 
drede  than  for  love,  as  happeth  offce.  Ther  comen  also 
ful  many  subtil  flaterers,  and  wise  advoketes  lerned  in 
the  lawe.  And  whan  these  folk  togidere  assembled 
were,  this  Melibeus  in  sorwful  wyse  schewed  hem  his 
caas,  and  by  the  maner  of  his  speche,  it  semed  that  in 
herte  he  bar  a  cruel  ire,  redy  to  do  vengeance  upon 
his  foos,  and  sodeynly  desirede  that  the  werre  schulde 
bygynne;  but  natheles  yit  axed  he  her  counseil  in  this 
matier.  A  sirurgien,  by  licens  and  assent  of  suche  as 
were  wyse,  up  ros,  and  to  Melibeus  sayde,  as  ye  may 
hiere* 

'  Sire/  quod  he,  '  as  to  us  sirurgiens  apperteineth, 
that  we  do  to  every  wight  the  beste  that  we  can,  wher 


1  Job  i.  2,1.  *  Ecclus.  xxzii.  a4. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


THE  TALE  OF*  MELIBEUS.  133 

as  we  ben  withholde,  and  to  oure  pacient  that  we  do 
no  damage;  wherfore  it  happeth  many  tyme  and  ofte, 
that  whan  tweye  han  everich  wounded  other,  oo  same 
surgien  heleth  hem  bothe ;  where  unto  oure  art  it  is 
not  perteyned  to  norische  werre,  ne  parties  to  supporte. 
But  certes,  as  to  warisching  of  youre  doughter,  al  be 
it  so  that  sche  perilously  be  woundid,  we  schullen  do 
so  tentyf  besynes  fro  day  to  night,  that  with  the  grace 
of  God  sche  schal  be  hool  and  sound,  als  soone  as  it  is 
possible.'  Almost  right  in  the  same  wise  the  phisiciens 
answerden,  save  that  thay  sayden  a  fewe  wordes  more; 
that  ryght  as  maladies  ben  cured  by  her  contraries, 
right  so  schal  men  warissch  werre  by  vengeaunce.1 
His  neygheboures  ful  of  envy,  his  feyned  freendes  that 
semede  recounsiled,  and  his  flatereres,  maden  semblaunt 
of  wepyng,  and  appaired  and  aggregged  moche  of  this 
matiere,  in  preisyng  gretly  Metibe  of  might,  of  power, 
of  riches,  and  of  frendes,  despisinge  the  power  of  his 
adversaries;  and  sayden  outerly,  that  he  anoon  schulde 
wreke  him  on  his  adversaries  be  bygynnynge  of  werre. 
Up  roos  thanne  an  advocate  that  was  wys,  by  leve 
and  by  counseil  of  othere  that  were  wise,  and  sayde : 
*  Lordynges,  the  needes  for  whiche  we  ben  assemblit 
in  this  place  is  ful  hevy  thing,  and  an  heigh  matier, 
bycause  of  the  wrong  and  of  the  wikkednes  that  hath 
ben  doon,  and  eek  by  resoun  of  the  gret  damages  that 
in  tyme  comyng  ben  possible  to  falle  for  the  same,  and 
eek  bycause  of  the  grete  richesse  and  power  of  the 
partes  bothe ;  for  the  which  resouns,  it  were  a  ful  gret 
peril  to  erren  in  these  materes.  Wherfore,  Melibeus, 
this  is  oure  sentence ;  we  counseil e  yow,  aboven  aUe 
thinges,  that  right  anoon  thou  do  diligence  in  kepyng 
of  thy  body  in  such  a  wyse  that  thou  ne  wante  noon 
espye  ne  wacohe  thy  body  for  to  save.     And  after  that, 


1  Heal,  to  pot  a  stop  to,  war  by  taking  vengeance,  a  literal  and  very 
happy  translation  from  the  French,  preserving  even  the  jingle  of  the 
words.    '  Ausrt  doit  on  guerir  guerre  par  vengence.* 
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we  counseile  that  in  thin  hous  thou  sette  suffisaunt 
garnisoun,  so  that  thay  may  as  wel  thy  body  as  thin 
hous  defende.  But  certes  for  to  lnoeve  werre,  ne 
sodeynly  for  to  do  vengeance,  we  may  not  deme  in  so 
litel  tyme  that  it  were  profitable.  Wherfore  we  axen 
leysir  and  a  space  to  have  deliberacioun  in  this  caas  to 
demen;  for  the  comune  proverbe  saith  this;  he  that 
soone  demeth,  soone  schal  repente.  And  eek  men 
sayn,  that  thilke  juge  is  wys,  that  soone  understondeth 
a  matier,  and  juggeth  by  leysir.  For  al  be  it  so,  that 
alle  taryinge  is  anoyftd,  algates  it  is  no  reproof  to 
gevynge  of  juggement,  ne  of  vengaunce  takyng,  whan 
it  is  suffisaunt  and  resonable.  And  that  schewed  oure 
Lord  Jhesu  Crist  by  ensample,  for  whan  that  the 
womman  that  was  i-take  in  ad voutrie,1  was  brought  in 
his  presence  to  knowen  what  schulde  be  doon  of  hir 
persone,  al  be  it  that  he  wist  him  self  what  that  he 
wolde  answere,  yitwolde  he  not  answere  sodeynly,  but 
ne  wolde  have  deliberacioun,  and  in  the  ground  hem 
wrofc  twyes.  And  by  these  causes  we  axe  delibera- 
cioun; and  we  schul  thanne  by  the  grace  of  God 
counseile  the  thing  that  schal  be  profytable.'  Up- 
starten  thenne  the  yonge  folkes  anoon  at  oones,  and 
the  moste  parte  of  that  companye  han  skorned  these 
olde  wise  men,  and  bygonne  to  make  noyse  and  sayden : 
'  Right  so  as  whil  that  iren  is  hoot  men  scholden 
smyte,  right  so  schulde  men  wreke  here  wronges,  whil 
that  thay  ben  freische  and  newe;'  and  with  lowde  vois 
thay  cryde,  '  Werre,  werre.' 

TJproos  tho  oon  of  these  olde  wise,  and  with  his  hond 
make  countenaunce  that  men  schulde  holde  hem  stille, 
and  given  him  audience.  '  Lordyngs,'  quod  he,  '  ther 
is  ful  many  a  man  that  crieth  '  werre,  werre,'  that  wot 
fill  litel  what  werre  amounteth.  Werre  at  his  by- 
gynnyng  hath  so  greet  an  entre  and  so  large,  that 
every  wight  may  entre  whan  him  liketh,  and  lightly 

1  Jolmviii.3. 
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fynde  werre ;  but  certes  what  ende  schal  falle  therof, 
it  is  not  lightly  to  knowe.  For  sothly  whan  that 
werre  is  oones  bygonne,  ther  is  ful  many  a  child  unbore 
of  his  mooder  that  schal  sterve  yonge,  bycause  of  thilke 
werre,  or  elles  lyve  in  sorwe  and  deye  in  wrecchidnes; 
and  therfore,  er  that  eny  werre  be  bygonne,  men  moste 
have  gret  coxmseil  and  gret  deliberacioun.'  And  whan 
this  olde  man  wende  to  enforce  his  tale  by  resouns, 
wel  neigh  alle  at  oones  bygonne  thay  to  rise,  for  to 
breke  his  tale,  and  beden  him  ful  ofte  his  wordes  to 
abrigge.  For  sothly  he  that  precheth  to  hem  that  liste 
not  to  heere  his  wordes,  his  sermoun  hem  anoyeth. 
For  Jhesus  Sirac  saith,  that  musik  in  wepyng  is  a 
noyous  thing.1  This  is  to  say,  as  moche  avayleth  to 
speke  to-fore  folk  to  whiche  his  speche  annoyeth,  as  it 
is  to  synge  byfore  hem  whiche  that  wepith.  And 
whan  this  wise  man  saugh  him  wanted  audience,  al 
schamefast  he  sette  him  doun  agayn.  For  Salamon 
saith,8  ther  as  thou  may  have  noon  audience,  enforce 
the  not  to  speke.  '  I  se  wel/  quod  this  wise  man, 
'  that  the  comune  proverbe  is  soth,  that  good  counseil 
wantith,  whan  it  is  most  neede.'  Yit  hadde  this 
Melibeus  in  his  counseil  many  folk,  that  prively  in  his 
eere  counseled  him  the  contrarie  in  general  audience. 

Whan  Melibeus  hadde  herd  that  the  grettest  party  . 
of  his  counseil  were  accorded  that  he  schulde  make 
werre,  anoon  he  consented  to  here  counseilyng,  and 
fully  affenned  here  sentence.  Thanne  dame  Prudence, 
whan  that  sche  saugh  that  hir  housbonde  schop  him 
to  wreke  him  of  his  enemy es,  and  to  gynne  werre,  sche 
in  ful  humble  wise,  whan  sche  saugh  hire  tyme,  sayde 
him  these  wordes;  '  My  lord,*  quod  sche, '  I  yow  biseche 
as  hertily  as  I  dar  and  kan,  ne  haste  yow  nought  to 
faste,  and  for  alle  guerdouns  as  geve  me  audience. 

1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  toepyvg  in  musik;  but  the  other  reading, 
taken  from  the  Lansd.  MS.,  is  authorised  not  only  by  the  French  ori- 
ginal, but  it  is  required  by  the  context. — W.    Eoelna.  xxii.  o". 
3  Prov.  xxiii.  o. 
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For  Peres  Alfons1  saith,  Who  that  doth  to  the  outher 
good  or  harm,  haste  the  nought  to  quyten  him,  for  in 
this  wise  thy  freend  wil  abyde,  and  thin  enemy  schal 
the  lenger  lyve  in  drede.  The  proverbe  saith,  He 
hastith  wel  that  wisly  can  abyde ;  and  in  wikked  haste 
is  no  profyt.'  This  Melibeus  answerde  unto  his  wy* 
Prudens;  'I  purpose  not^quod  he,  'to  werke  by  thy 
counseil,  for  many  causes  and  resouns;  for  certes  every 
wight  wolde  holde  me  thanne  a  fool ;  this  is  to  sayn, 
if  I  for  thy  counseil  wolde  chaunge  thinges  that 
affermed  ben  by  so  many  wise.  Secoundly,  I  say  that 
alle  wommen  be  wikked,  and  noon  good  of  hem  alle. 
For  of  a  thousand  men,  saith  Salamon,3 1  fond  oon 
good  man ;  but  certes  of  alle  wommen  good  womman 
fond  I  never  oon.  And  also  certes,  if  I  governede  me 
by  thy  counseil,  it  schulde  seme  that  I  hadde  given  to 
the  over  me  the  maistry;  and  God  forbeede  er  it  so 
were.  For  Jhesus  Sirac  saith,  that  if  a  wif  have 
maistrie,  sche  is  contrarious  to  hir  housbond.  And 
Salamon  saith,8  Never  in  thy  lif  to  thy  wyf,  ne  to  thy 
child,  ne  to  thy  freend,  ne  geve  no  power  over  thi  self; 
for  better  it  were  that  thy  children  axen  of  thy  per- 
sone  thinges  that  been  needful  to  hem,  than  thou  se 
thi  self  in  the  hondes  of  thy  children.  And  also,  if  I 
wolde  werke  by  thy  counselynge,  certes  it  most  som 
tyme  be  secr6,  til  it  were  tyme  that  it  moste  be  knowe; 
and  this  ne  may  not  be.'4 

1  He  calls  himself  Petrus  Alfunsi  in  his  Dialogus  contra  Jvdaos, 
Harl.  MS.  386" 1.  He  there  informs  us  that  he  was  himself  originally  a 
Jew,  bnt  converted  and  baptized  in  the  year  1 106,  in  July,  on  the  feast 
of  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul,  upon  which  account  he  took  the  name  of 
Peter.  Alphonsus  I.  of  Arragon  and  VII.  of  Castile  being  his  god- 
father, gave  him  the  name  of  Alphonsus.  After  his  conversion  he 
wrote  the  dialogue  above  mentioned,  and  also  his  celebrated  book,  De 
Clericali  Disciplind,  a  collection  of  precepts  delivered  by  a  philosopher  to 
his  son,  enforced  by  apposite  fables  and  apologues.  This  is  one  of 
the  sources  of  fable  upon  which  succeeding  story-tellers,  from  the  com- 
piler of  the  Gesta  Homanorum  down  to  Cervantes,  have  drawn.  See 
Tyrwhitt. 

3  Ecclus.  vii.a8.  8  Ecclus.  xxxlii.  so. 

*  Tyrwhitt  here  gives  the  original  of  a  passage  which  seems  to  have 
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Whan  dame  Prudence,  ful  debonerly  and  with  gret 
pacience,  hadde  herd  al  that  hir  housbonde  liked  for 
to  seye,  thanne  axed  sche  of  him  licence  for  to  speke, 
and  sayde  in  this  wise ;  '  My  lord/  quod  sche,  '  as  to 
youre  firste  resoun,  certes  it  may  lightly  be  answered; 
for  I  say  it  is  no  foly  to  chaunge  counsel  whan  the 
thing  is  chaungid,  or  elles^whan  the  thing  semeth 
otherwise  than  it  was  biforn.  And  moreover  I  say, 
though  that  ye  hari  sworn  and  i-hight  to  parforme 
youre  emprise,  and  natheles  ye  wayve  to  parforme 
thilke  same  emprise  by  juste  cause,  men  schulde  not 
say  therfore  that  ye  were  a  lyere,  ne  for-sworn ;  for 
the  book  seith,  that  the  wise  man  maketh  no  lesyng, 
whan  he  torneth  his  corrage  to  the  better.  And  al  be 
it  so  that  youre  emprise  be  establid  and  ordeyned  by 
gret  multitude  of  people,  yet  thar  ye  not  accomplise 
thilke  same  ordinaunce  but  you  like ;  for  the  trouthe 
of  a  thing,  and  the  profyt,  ben  rather  founde  in  fewe 
folk  that  ben  wise  and  ful  of  resoun,  than  by  gret 
multitude  of  folk,  ther  every  man  crieth  and  clatereth  ' 
what  that  him  liketh;  sothely  such  multitude  is  not 
honest  And  to  the  secounde  resoun,  wher  as  ye  sayn, 
that  alle  wommen  ben  wikke;  save  youre  grace,  certis 
ye  despise  alle  wommen  in  this  wise,  and  he  that  alle 
despysith,  saith  the  book,  alle  displeseth.1  And  Seneo 
saith,  Who  so  wil  have  sapience,  schal  no  man  dis- 
prayse,  but  he  schal  gladly  teche  the  science  that  he 
can,  withoute  presumpcioun  or  pryde;  and  suche 
thinges  as  he  nought  can,  he  schal  not  ben  aschamed 
to  lerne  hem,  and  enquere  of  lasse  folk  than  himself. 
And,  sire,  that  ther  hath  be  ful  many  a  good  womman 
may  lightly  be  proeved;    for  certes,  sire,  our  Lord 


been  omitted  by  mistake :  '  Car  U  est  escript,  la  genglerie  des  femmes  ne 
puet  riens  cellerfors  ce  qu'elie  ne  8cet.  Apres  lephUosophre  dit,  en  motivate 
consent  les  femmes  vainquent  les  homines,  et  par  ces  raisons  je  ne  dots 
point  user  de  ton  conseii: 

1  *  Car  il  est  escript,  qui  tout  desprise,  k  tous  desplaist.'    The  words 
aUe  displeseth  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.— W. 
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Jhesu  Crist  nolde  never  han  descended  to  be  borne  of 
a  womman,1  if  alle  wommen  hadde  ben  wikke.  And 
after  that,  for  the  grete  bounte  that  is  in  wommen, 
oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist,  whan  he  was  risen  fro  deth  to 
lyve,  apperede  rather  to  a  womman  than  to  his 
apostles.  And  though  that  Salamon  say,  he  fond 
never  goode  womman,  it  folwith  nought  therfore,  that 
alle  wommen  ben  wikke ;  for  though  that  he  fonde 
noone  goode  wommen,  certes  many  another  man  hath 
founden  many  a  womman  ful  goode  and  trewe.  Or 
elles  para  venture  thentent  of  Salamon  was  this,  as  in 
sovereyn  bounte  he  fond  no  womman;  this  is  to  say, 
that  ther  is  no  wight  that  hath  soverein  bounte,  save 
God  aloone,  as  he  him  self  recordeth  in  his  Evaungelie.* 
For  ther  nys  no  creature  so  good,  that  him  ne  wantith 
som  what  of  the  perfeccioun  of  God  that  is  his  makere. 
Youre  thridde  resoun  is  this;  ye  seyn  that  if  ye 
governed  yow  by  counsel  of  me,  it  schulde  seme  that 
ye  hadde  geve  me  the  maystry  and  the  lordschipe  over 
youre  persone.  Sire,  save  youre  grace,  it  is  not  so; 
for  if  so  were  that  no  man  schulde  be  counselled  but 
by  hem  that  hadde  maystrie  and  lordschipe  of  his  per- 
sone, men  wolde  nought  be  counselled  so  offce;  for 
sothly  thilke  man  that  axeth  counseil  of  a  purpos,  yet 
hath  he  fre  chois  whether  he  wil  werke  by  that  pur-  i 

pos  or  non.     And  as  to  youre  fertile  resoun,  ther  ye  | 

sayn  that  the  jenglerie  of  wommen  can  hyde  thinges 
that  thay  wot  not  of;  as  who  saith,  that  a  womman 
can  nought  hyde  that  sche  woot;  sire,  these  wordes 
ben  understonde  of  wommen  that  ben  jangelers  and 
wikke ;  of  whiche  wommen  men  sayn  that  thre  thinges 
dryven  a  man  out  of  his  oughne  hous;  that  is  to  say, 
smoke,  droppyng  of  reyn,  and  wikked  wyfes.  Of  suche 
wommen  saith  Salamon,  that  it  were  better  to  a  man 
to  dwelle  in  desert,  than  with  a  womman  that  is 

1  The  whole  of  this  passage  has  been  accidentally  omitted  by  the 
scribe  of  the  Hart.  MS.    It  is  here  supplied  from  the  Lansd.  MS.— W. 
2  Mark  xvi.  9.  *  Matt.  xix.  17. 
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riotous.1  And,  sire,  by  youre  leve,  that  am  not  I ; 
for  ye  han  ful  ofbe  assayed  my  grete  silence  and  my 
grete  patience,  and  eek  how  wel  that  I  can  hyde  and 
hele  thinges  that  ben  secrely  to  hyde.  And  sothly, 
as  to  youre  fyfte  resoun,  wher  as  he  sayn,  that  in 
wikkede  counseil  wommen  venquisscheth  men,  God 
wot  thilke  resoun  stont  here  in  no  stede ;  for  under- 
stondith  now,  ye  axen  counseil  to  do  wickidnes;  and 
if  ye  wil  wirke  wickidnes,  and  youre  wyf  restreyne 
thilke  wicked  purpos,  and  overcome  you  by  resoun 
and  by  good  counseil,  certes  youre  wyf  oweth  rather 
be  preised  than  y-blamed.  Thus  schulde  ye  under- 
stonde  the  philosopher  that  seith,  In  wicked  counseil 
wommen  venquyschen  her  housbondes.  And  ther  as 
ye  blame  alle  wymmen  and  here  resouns,  I  schal  schewe 
by  many  resouns  and  ensamples  that  many  a  womman 
hath  ben  ful  good,  and  yit  been,  and  here  counseiles 
ful  holsome  and  profitable.  Eke  some  men  had  sayd, 
that  the  counseilyng  of  wommen  is  outher  to  dere,  or 
to  litel  of  pris.  But  al  be  it  so  that  ful  many  a 
womman  is  badde,  and  hir  counseil  vile  and  not  worth, 
yet  han  men  founde  many  a  ful  good  womman,  and 
fill  discret  and  wys  in  counseilyng.  Lo,  Jacob,  by 
counseil  of  his  moder  Rebecca,8  wan  the  blessyng  of 
his  fader  Ysaac,  and  the  lordschipe  of  alle  his  brethe- 
ren.  Judith,*  by  hire  good  counseil,  delyvered  the 
citee  of  Bethulie,  in  which  sche  dwellid,  out  of  the 
honde  of  Olophernus,  that  had  byseged  it,  and  wolde 
it  al  destroy e.  Abigayl4  delivered  Nabal  hir  hous- 
bond  fro  David  the  king,  that  wolde  have  i-slayn  him, 
and  appesed  the  ire  of  the  kyng  by  hir  witte,  and  by  hir 
good  counseilynge.  Hester*  by  good  Gounseil  enhaunsed 
gretly  the  poeple  of  God,  in  the  regne  of  Assuerus  the 
kyng.  And  the  same  bounte  in  good  counseilyng  of 
many  a  good  womman  may  men  rede  and  telle.     And 


»  Prov.  xxi.  19.  s  Gen.  xwriL  8  Book  of  Judith, 

i  Sairfuel  xxt.  18.  *  Esther. 
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moreover,  whan  oure  Lord  had  creat  Adam  oure  forme 
fader,  he  sayd  in  this  wise :  It  is  not  goode  to  be  a 
man  aloone ;  make  we  to  him  an  help  semblable  to 
him  self.1  Here  may  ye  se  that  if  that  a  womman 
were  not  good,  and  hir  oounseil  good  and  profytable, 
oure  Lord  God  of  heven  wolde  neither  have  wrought 
hem,  ne  called  hem  help  of  man,  but  rather  confusioun 
of  man.  And  ther  sayde  oones  a  clerk  in  tuo  versus,* 
What  is  better  than  gold?  Jasper.  And  what  is 
better  than  jasper?  Wisedom.  And  what  is  better 
than  wisedom?  Womman.  And  what  is  better  than 
a  good  womman?  No  thing.  And,  sire,  by  many 
other  resouns  may  ye  se,  and  many  wommen  ben 
goode,  and  eek  her  counseil  good8  and  profitable. 
And  therfore,  if  ye  wil  truste  to  my  counseil,  I  schal 
restore  you  youre  doughter  hool  and  sound;  and  eek 
I  wil  doon  you  so  moche,  that  ye  schul  have  honour 
in  this  cause.' 

Whan  Melibe  had  herd  these  wordes  of  his  wif 
Prudens,  he  seide  thus :  '  I  se  wel  that  the  word  of 
Salamon  is  soth;  he  seith,  that  the  wordes  that 
ben  spoken  discretly  by  ordinaunce,  been  hony- 
combes,  for  thay  geven  swetnes  to  the  soule,  and 
holsomnes4  to  the  body.  And,  wyf,  by  cause  of  thy 
swete  wordes,  and  eek  for  I  have  assayed  and  proved 


1  Gen.  tt.  18. 
s  I  have  not  met  with  the  two  verses  in  question ;  but  they  seem  to 
be  a  modification  of  a  distich  which  is  not  uncommon  in  MSS.,  and 
which  is  printed  thus  in  the  BeMq.  Antiq.,  i.  p.  19 : — 

'  Auro  quid  melius  ?  jaspis.    Quid  jaspide  P  sensus. 
Sensu  quid  ?  ratio.    Quid  ratione  ?  nihil.' 
In  the  manuscript  from  which  this  distich  is  there  printed,  it  is  coupled 
with  another  much  less  favourable  to  the  fair  sex  than  the  version 
given  by  Dame  Prudence : — 

'  Vento  quid  levius  ?  fulgur.    Quid  fulgure  ?  flamma. 
Flamma  quid?  mulier.    Quid  muliere?  nihil.' — W. 
>  These  words  have  been  accidentally  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.— W. 
4  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  erroneously  holmes.    The  French  original  has 
*  tcmtf  au  corps. — W.    Prov.  xvi.  24. 
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thi  grete  sapiens  and  thi  grete  trouthe,  I  wil  governe 
me  by  thy  counseil  in  alle  thinges.' 

'  Now,  sire,'  quod  daine  Prudens,  'and  syn  ye  vouchen 
sauf  to  be  governed  by  my  counseilyng,  I  wil  enforme 
you  how  ye  schul  governe  youre  self,  in  chesyng  of 
youre  counseil.  Ye  schul  first  in  alle  youre  werkes 
mekely  biseohe  to  the  hihe  God,  that  he  wol  be  your 
counseilour;  and  schape  you  to  that  entent  that  he 
give  you  counseil  and  confort,  as  taughte  Toby  his 
sone.1  At  alle  tymes  thou  schalt  blesse  God,  and  pray 
him  to  dresse  thy  wayes;  and  loke  that  alle  thi  coun- 
seiles  be  in  him  for  evermore.  Seint  James  eek  saith : 
If  eny  of  yow  have  neede  of  sapiens,  axe  it  of  God. 
And  affcirward,  thanne  schul  ye  take  counseil  in  youre 
self,  and  examine  wel  your  thoughtes,  of  suche  thinges 
as  you  thinkith  that  is  best  for  youre  profyt.  And 
thanne  schul  ye  dryve  fro  youre  herte  thre  thinges8 
that  ben  contrarie  to  good  counseil ;  that  is  to  say,  ire, 
coveytise,  and  hastynes.  First,  he  that  axeth  counseil 
of  him  self,  certes,  he  moste  be  withoute  ire,  for  many 
cause.  The  first  is  this :  he  that  hath  gret  ire  and 
wraththe  in  him  self,  he  weneth  alwey  he  may  do 
thing  that  he  may  not  doo.  And  secoundly,  he  that 
is  irous  and  wroth,  he  may  not  wel  dome;  and  he  that 
may  not  wel  deme,  may  nought  wel  counseile.  The 
thridde  is  this:  that  he  that  is  irous  and  wroth,  as 
saith  Senec,  may  not  speke  but  blameful  thinges,  and 
with  his  vicious  wordes  he  stireth  other  folk  to  anger 
and  to  ire.  And  eek,  sire,  ye  moste  dryve  coveitise 
out  of  youre  herte.  For  thapostle  saith  that  coveytise 
is  roote  of  alle  harmes.4  And  trusteth  wel,  that  a 
coveitous  man  ne  can  not  deme  ne  thinke,  but  oonly 


1  Tobit  iv.  30.  *  James  i.  5. 

>  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  imperfectly  hertes  tho  that  ben,  and  the 
Lansd.  MS.  omits  the  word  thre,  which,  however,  is  requisite  to  give 
the  full  sense  of  the  original, — *  Et  lore  tu  dois  oster  de  toy  troix  choses 
qui  sont  contraires  a  conseil.'— W.  4  i  Tim.  vi.  10. 
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to  fulfiUe  the  ende  of  his  coveitise ;  and  certes  that  may 
never  ben  accomplished;  forever  the  more  abundaunce 
that  he  hath  of  riches,  the  more  he  desireth.  And, 
sire,  ye  moste  also  dry ve  out  of  your  herte  hastynes ; 
for  certes  ye  may  nought  deme  for  the  best  a  sodein 
thought  that  falleth  in  youre  herte,  but  ye  moste 
avyse  you  on  it  ful  ofte.  For  as  ye  herde  here  biforn, 
the  comune  proverbe  is  this;  that  he  that  soone 
demeth,  soone  repentith.  Sire,  ye  ben  not  alway  in 
lik  disposicioun,  for  certis  som  thing  that  som  tyme 
semeth  to  yow  that  it  is  good  for  to  doo,  another 
tyme  it  semeth  to  you  the  contrarie.  Whan  ye  han 
taken  counseil  in  youre  selven,  and  han  demed  by 
good  deliberacioun  such  thing  as  yow  semeth  best, 
thanne  rede  I  you  that  ye  kepe  it  secre.  By wreye 
nought  youre  counseil  to  no  persone,  but  it  so  be  that 
ye  wene  sicurly,  that  thurgh  youre  bywreyinge  youre 
condicioun  schal  be  to  yow  the  more  profitable.  For 
Jhesus  Syrac  saith,1  Neither  to  thi  foo  ne  to  thi  freend 
discovere  not  thy  secre  ne  thy  foly :  for  they  wil  give 
you  audience  and  lokyng  and  supportacioun  in  thi 
presence,  and  scorn  in  thin  absence.  Another  clerk 
saith,  that  skarsly  schal  thou  fynde  eny  persone  that 
may  kepe  counseil  secreely.  The  book  saith:8  Whil 
thou  kepist  thi  counsail  in  thin  herte,  thou  kepest  it 
in  thi  prisoun ;  and  whan  thou  bywreyest  thi  counseil 
to  any  wight,  he  holdeth  the  in  his  snare.  And  ther- 
fore  yow  is  better  hyde  youre  counseil  in  youre  herte, 
than  prayen  him  to  whom  ye  have  bywryed  youre 
counseil,  that  he  wol  kepe  it  clos  and  stille.  For 
Seneca  saith:  If  so  be  that  thou  ne  maist  not  thin 
owne  counseil  hyde,  how  darst  thou  preyen  any  other 
wight  thy  counseil  secreely  to  kepe?  But  natheles,  if 
thou  wene  securly  that  thy  bywreying  of  thy  counseil 
to  a  persone  wol  make  thy  condicioun  stonde  in  the 
better  plite,  thanne  schalt  thou  telle  him  thy  counseil 


i  Eccltu.  xix.  8.  s  Eoclue.  viii.  aa. 
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in  this  vise.  First,  thou  schalt  make  no  semblaunt 
wher  the  were  lever  werre  or  pees,  or  this  or  that ;  ne 
schewe  him  not  thi  wille  and  thin  entent ;  for  truste 
wel  that  comunly  these  counseilours  ben  flaterers, 
namely  the  counselours  of  grete  lordes,  for  thay  en- 
forcen  hem  alway  rather  to  speke  plesaunt  wordes 
enclynyng  to  the  lordes  lust,  than  wordes  that  been 
trewe  and  profitable.  And  therfore  men  say,  that 
the  riche  man  hath  selden  good  counseil,  but  if  he 
have  it  of  him  self.  And  after  that  thou  schalt  con- 
sider thy  frendes  and  thy  enemyes.  And  as  touching 
thy  frendes,  thou  schalt  considere  which  of  hem  beth 
most  faithful  and  most  wise,  and  eldest  and  most 
approvyd  in  counsaylinge ;  and  of  hem  schalt  thou  axe 
thy  counsail,  as  the  caas  requireth. 

'I  say,  that  first  ye  schul  clepe  to  your  counseil 
your  frendes  that  ben  trewe.  For  Salamon1  saith, 
that  right  as  the  hert  of  a  man  delitith  in  savour  that 
is  soote,  right  so  the  counseil  of  trewe  frendes  geveth 
swetnes  to  the  soule.  He  saith  also,  ther  may  no 
thing  be  likened  to  the  trewe  freend;8  for  certes  gold 
ne  silver  beth  nought  so  moche  worth  as  the  good  wil 
of  a  trewe  freend.  And  eek  he  sayde,  that  a  trewe 
frend  is  a  strong  defens;  who  that  it  fyndeth,  certes 
he  fyndeth  a  gret  tresour.8  Thanne  schul  ye  eek 
considere  if  that  youre  trewe  frendes  ben  discrete  and 
wyse;  for  the  book  saith,  Axe  thi  counseil  alwey  of 
hem  that  ben  wyse.4  And  by  this  same  resoun  schul 
ye  clepe  to  youre  counseil  of  youre  frendes  that  ben  of 
age,  such  as  have  i-seye  sightes  and  ben  expert  in 
many  thinges,  and  ben  approvyd  in  counseylinges. 
For  the  book  saith,6  that  in  olde  men  is  the  sapience, 
and  in  longe  tyme  the  prudence.  And  Tullius  saith, 
that  grete  thinges  ben  not  ay  accompliced  by  strengthe, 
ne  by  delyvernes  of  body,  but  by  good  counseil,  by 


1  Prov.  xxvii.  9.  9  F*ov.  xviii.  34.  3  Ecclus.  vi.  14. 

*  Prov.  xxii.  17.    Ecclos.  ix.  14.  *  Job  xii.  11. 
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auctorite  of  persones,  and  by  science ;  the  whiche  thre 
thinges  ne  been  not  feble  by  age,  but  certis  they  en- 
forsen  and  encresen  day  by  day.  And  thanne  schul 
ye  kepe  this  for  a  general  reule.  First  schul  ye  clepe 
to  youre  counseil  a  fewe  of  youre  frendes  that  ben 
especial.  For  Salamon1  saith,  Many  frendes  have 
thou,  but  among  a  thousand  chese  the  oon  to  be  thy 
counseilour.  For  al  be  it  so,  that  thou  first  ne  telle 
thy  counseil  but  to  a  fewe,  thou  mayst  afterward  telle 
it  to  mo  folk,  if  it  be  neede.  But  loke  alwey  that  thy 
counseilours  have  thilke  thre  condiciouns  that  I  have 
sayd  bifore ;  that  is  to  say,  that  they  ben  trewe,  and 
olde,  and  of  wys  experiens.  And  werke  nought  alwey 
in  every  need  by  oon  counseilour  alloone;  for  som 
tyme  byhoveth  it  be  counselled  by  many.  For  Salamon 
saith,*  Salvacioun  of  thinges  is  wher  as  there  beth 
many  counseilors. 

s  Now  sith  that  I  have  told  yow  of  whiche  folk  ye 
schul  be  counselled,  now  wille  I  telle  yow  which  coun- 
seil ye  ought  eschiewe.  First,  ye  schal  eschiewe  the 
counseil  of  fooles;  for  Salamon  saith,8  Take  no  coun- 
seil of  a  fool,  for  he  ne  can  not  counseile  but  after  his 
oughne  lust  and  his  affeccioun.  The  book  seith,4  that 
the  proprete  of  a  fool  is  this :  he  troweth  lightly  harm  of 
every  wight,  and  lightly  troweth  alle  bounte  in  him 
self  Thow  schalt  eschiewe  eek  the  counseil  of  alle 
flaterers,  suche  as  enforcen  hem  rathere  to  prayse 
youre  persone  by  flaterie,  than  for  to  telle  yow  the 
sothfastnesse  of  thinges.  Wherfore  Tullius  saith, 
Amonges  alle  pestilences  that  ben  in  frendsohipe  the 
grettest  is  flaterie.  And  therfore  is  it  more  neede 
that  thou  eschiewe  and  drede  flaterers,  more  than  eny 
other  peple.  The  book  saith,'  Thou  schalt  rather 
drede  and  flee  fro  the  swete  wordes  of  flaterers,  then 
fro  the  egre  wordes  of  thy  frend  that  saith  the  tlii 


1  Eoclus.  vi.  6.  9  Ptof.  xi.  14.  8  Eoclns.  vitt.  17. 

4  Prov.  xxl.  10.  *  Pror.  xxriii.  *3. 
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sothes.  Salamon  saith,1  that  the  wordes  of  a  flaterer 
is  a  snare  to  cacche  in  innocentz.  He  saith  also,  He 
that  speketh  to  his  frend  wordes  of  swetnesse  and  of 
plesaunce,  setteth  a  nette  byfore  his  feet  to  cacchen 
him.  And  therfore  saith  Tullius,  Encline  not  thin 
eeres  to  flaterers,  ne  tak  no  counseil  of  the  wordes  of 
flaterers.  And  Catoun*  saith,  Avyse  the  wel,  and 
eschiewe  wordes  of  swetnes  and  of  plesaunce.  And 
eek  thou  schalt  eschiewe  the  counselyng  of  thin  olde 
enemys  that  be  recounsiled.  The  book  saith,  that  no 
wight  retorneth  safly*  into  the  grace  of  his  olde 
enemyes.  And  Ysope*  saith,  Ne  trust  not  to  hem, 
with  which  thou  hast  had  som  tyme  werre  or  enmyte, 
ne  telle  not  hem  thy  counseil.  And  Seneca  telleth 
the  cause  why ;  it  may  not  be,  saith  he,  that  wher  as  a 
greet  fuyr  hath  longe  tyme  endured,  that  ther  ne 
leveth  som  vapour  of  hete.  And  therfore  saith 
Salamon,  In  thin  olde  enemy  trust  thou  nevere.4  For 
sicurly,  though  thin  enemy  be  reconsiled,  and  make 
the  cheer  of  humilite,  and  lowteth  to  the  his  heed,  ne 
trist  him  never;  for  certes  he  makith  thilke  feyned 
humilite  more  for  his  profyt,  than  for  eny  love  of  thi 
persone;  bycause  he  demyth  to  have  victorie  over  thi 
persone  by  such  feyned  countynaunce,  the  which  vic- 
torie he  might  nought  have  by  stryf  and  werre.  And 
Petir  Alphons*  saith :  Make  no  felaschipe  with  thine 
olde  enemyes,  for  if  thou  do  hem  bounte,  they  wil 
perverten  it  into  wikkednes.  And  eek  thou  most 
eschiewe  the  counseilynge  of  hem  that  ben  thy  ser- 
vauntz,  and  beren  the  gret  reverence;  for  para  venture 
thai  say  it  more  for  drede  than  for  love.     And  ther- 

Prov.  xxiz.  5. 
8  He  refers,  I  presume,  to  Cato,  lib.  iii.  dist.  6  :— 

*  Sermones  blandos  blaesosque  cayere  memento.' — T. 

8  In  the  French  original,  seurement.  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  soone.— W. 

4  Several  collections  of  fables  in  the  middle  ages  went  under  the 
name  of  Ysope,  or  iBsop ;  so  that  it  would  not  be  easy  to  point  out  the 
one  from  which  this  moral  aphorism  is  taken. — W. 

*  JScclus.  xii.  io.  •  See  ante,  p.  136,  note  i. 
VOL.  H.  L 
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fore  saith  a  philosophre  in  this  wise :  Ther  is  no  wight 
parfytly  trewe  to  him  that  he  to  sore  dredeth.  And 
Tullius  saith,  Ther  is  no  might  so  gret  of  eny  empe- 
rour  that  longe  may  endure,  but  if  he  have  more  love 
of  the  peple  than  drede.  Thow  sohalt  also  eschiewe 
the  counseil  of  folk  that  ben  dronkelewe,  for  thay  ne 
can  no  counseil  hyde.  For  Salamon  saith,  Ther  is  no 
privete  ther  as  regneth  dronkenesse.  Ye  schul  also 
have  in  suspect  the  counseil  of  such  folk  as  counseileth 
you  oon  thing  prively,  and  counseile  yow  the  contrarie 
openly.  For  Cassiodorie1  saith,  It  is  a  maner  sleigh te 
to  hindre,  whan  he  schewith  to  doon  oon  thing  openly, 
and  werkith  prively  the  contrarie.  Thou  schalt  also 
eschiewe  the  counseil  of  wikked  folkes ;  for  the  book 
saith,  The  counselyng  of  wikked  folk  is  alway  ful  of 
fraude.'  And  David8  saith,  Blisful  is  that  man  that 
hath  not  folwed  the  counseilyng  of  wikked  men  or 
schrewes.  Thow  schalt  also  eschiewe  the  counseilynge 
of  yong  folk,  for  here  counseil  is  nought  rype. 

'  Now,  sire,  syn  I  have  schewed  yow  of  what  folk  ye 
schul  take  youre  counsail,  and  of  whiche  folk  ye 
schullen  eschiewe  the  counseil,  now  schal  I  teche  yow 
how  ye  schul  examyne  youre  counseil  after  the  doctrine 
of  Tullius.  In  examynyng  of  youre  counceiloures, 
ye  schul  considre  many  thinges.  Althirfirst  ye  schul 
considre  that  in  thilke  thing  that  thou  proposist,  and 
up  what  thing  thou  wilt  have  counseil,  that  verray 
trouthe  be  sayd  and  considrid;  this  is  to  sayn,  telle 
trewely  thy  tale.  For  he  that  saith  fals,  may  not  wel 
be  counseled  in  that  cas  of  which  he  lyeth.  And  after 
this,  thou  schalt  considere  the  thinges  that  accorden 


l  A  Roman  senator  and  consul.  At  the  command  of  the  Gothio 
King  Theodoric,  he  wrote  a  work  named  Chronicon  Breve,  commencing 
with  the  Creation  and  deduced  to  the  year  5i9,  compiled  chiefly  from 
Eusebius's  Ecclesiastical  History,  the  Chronicles  of  Prosper  and  Jerom, 
and  Aarelius  Victor's  Origin  of  the  Soman  Nation.  See  Opera  Cassio- 
dori;  Rothomag.  These  compilations  and  abridgments  were  very 
popular  in  the  middle  ages. 

*  FroT.  xli.  5.  3  Psalms  i.  i. 
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to  that  purpoe  for  to  do  by  thy  counseil,  if  resoun 
accorde  thereto,  and  eek  if  thy  might  may  accorde 
thereto,  and  if  the  more  part  and  the  better  part  of 
thy  counseilours  accorde  thereto  or  noon.  Thanne 
schalt  thou  considre  what  thing  schal  folwe  of  that 
consailynge;  as  hate,  pees,  werre,  grace,  profyt,  or 
damage,  and  many  other  thinges;  and  in  alle  these 
thinges  thou  schalt  chese  the  beste,  and  weyve  alle 
other  thinges.  Thanne  schalt  thou  considre  of  what 
roote  engendered  is  the  matier  of  thy  counseil,  and 
what  fruyt  it  may  conceve  and  esgendre.  Thow 
schalt  also  considre  al  these  causes,  from  whens  thai 
ben  sprongen.  And  whan  ye  have  examined  youre 
counseil,  as  I  have  said,  and  which  party  is  the  better 
and  more  profitable,  and  han  approved  by  many  wise 
folk  and  olde,  than  schalt  thow  considere,  if  thou 
maist  parfurme  it  and  make  of  it  a  good  ende.  For 
resoun  wol  nought  that  any  man  schuld  bygynne  a 
thing,  but  if  he  mighte  parforme  it  and  make  therof 
a  good  ende;  ne  no  wight  schulde  take  upon  him  so 
hevy  a  charge,  that  he  mighte  not  bere  it.  For  the 
proverbe  saith,  He  that  moche  embrasith  destreineth 
liteL  And  Catoun1  seith,  Assay  to  do  such  thing  as 
thou  hast  power  to  doon,  lest  that  thy  charge  oppresse 
the  so  sore,  that  the  bihove  to  wayve  thing  that  thou 
hast  bygonne.  And  if  so  be  that  thou  be  in  doubte, 
wher  thou  maist  performe  a  thing  or  noon,  chese 
rather  to  suffre  than  bygynne.  And  Petre  Alfons 
saith,  If  thou  hast  might  to  doon  a  thing,  of  which 
thou  most  repente,  it  is  better  nay  than  yee ;  this  is' 
to  sayn,  that  the  is  better  holde  thy  tonge  stille  than 
to  speke.  Than  may  ye  understonde  by  strenger 
resouns,  that  if  thou  hast  power  to  performe  a  werk, 
of  which  thou  schalt  repente,  thanne  it  is  better  that 


1  This  precept  of  Cato  is  in  lib.  lii.,  dist.  i<5  :— 

*  Quod  potes,  id  tentato;  operis  ne  pondere  ] 
Succumbat  labor,  et  frustra  tentata  relinquas.'— - T. 

i  2 
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thou  suffre  than  bigynne.  Wei  seyn  thay  that 
defenden  every  wight  to  assaie  thing  of  which  he  is 
in  donte,  whethir  he  may  performe  it  or  noon.  And 
after  whan  ye  han  examyned  youre  counseil,  as  I  have 
said  biforn,  and  knowen  wel  ye  may  performe  youre 
emprise,  conferme  it  thanne  sadly  til  it  be  at  an  ende. 

'Now  it  is  tyme  and  resoun  that  I  schewe  yow 
whanne,  and  wherfore,  that  ye  may  chaunge  youre 
counseil  withouten  reproef.  Sothly,  a  man  may- 
chaunge  his  purpos  and  his  counseil,  if  the  cause 
cesseth,  or  whan  a  newe  cause  bytydeth.  For  the  law 
Beith,  upon  thinges  that  newely  bitydeth,  bihoveth 
newe  counseil.  And  Seneca  seith,  If  thy  counseil  be 
comen  to  the  eeres  of  thin  enemy,  chaunge  thy  coun- 
Sail.  Thow  maist  also  chaunge  thy  counseil,  if  so  be 
that  thou  fynde  that  by  errour,  or  by  other  processe, 
harm  or  damage  may  bytyde.  Also  thou  chaunge  thy 
counseil,  if  thy  counseil  be  dishonest,  or  elles  cometh 
of  di shone ste ;  for  the  lawes  sayn,  that  alle  the  hestes 
that  ben  dishoneste  ben  of  no  valieu ;  and  eek,  if  it  so 
be  that  it  be  impossible,  or  may  not  goodly  be  per- 
formed or  kept.  And  take  this  for  a  general  reule, 
that  every  counseil  that  is  affermed  or  strengthed  so 
strongly  that  it  may  not  be  chaunged  for  no  con^ 
dicioun  that  may  bitide,  I  say  that  thilke  counseil  is 
wikked.' 

This  Melibeus,  whan  he  had  herd  the  doctrine  of 
his  wyf  dame  Prudens,  answerde  in  this  wise.  •'  Dame/ 
quod  he,  '  yit  as  into  this  tyme  ye  han  wel  and  coven- 
ably  taught  me,  as  in  general,  how  I  schal  governe  me 
in  the  chesynge  and  in  the  withholdynge  of  my  coun- 
seiloures;  but  now  wold  I  fayn  ye  wolde  condescende 
as  in  especial,  and  telleth  me  what  semeth  or  how 
liketh  yow  by  oure  counseiloures  that  we  han  chosen 
in  oure  present  neede.' 

'  My  Lord,'  quod  sche,  '  I  byseke  yow  in  al  hum- 
blesce,  that  ye  wil  not  wilfully  repplye  against  my 
resouns,  ne  distempre  youre  herte,  though  I  say  or 
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speke  thing  that  yow  displesith ;  for  God  woot  that,  as 
in  myn  entent,  I  speke  it  for  youre  beste,  for  youre 
honour,  and  for  your  profyt  eek,  and  sothly  I  hope 
that  your  benignite  wol  take  it  into  pacience.  For 
trusteth  me  wel/  quod  sche,  •'  that  youre  counseil  as  in 
this  caas  ne  schulde  not  (as  for  to  speke  propurly)  be 
called  a  counseilyng,  but  a  mocioun  or  a  moevynge  of 
foly,  in  which  counseil  ye  han  erred  in  many  a  sondry 
wise.  First  and  forward,  ye  han  erred  in  the  gaderyng 
of  youre  counseilours;  for  ye  schulde  first  han  cleped 
a  fewe  folkes,  if  it  hadde  be  neede.  But  certes  ye  han 
sodeinly  cleped  to  your  counseil  a  gret  multitude  of 
people,  fdl  chargeous  and  ful  anoyous  for  to  hiere. 
Also  ye  han  erred,  for  ther  as  ye  schulde  oonly  have 
clepid  to  youre  counseil  youre  trewe  frendes,  olde  and 
wise,  ye  have  i-cleped  straunge  folk,  yonge  folk,  false 
flaterers,  and  enemyes  reconsiled,  and  folk  that  doon 
yow  reverence  withoute  love.  And  also  ye  han  erred, 
for  ye  han  brought  with  yow  to  your  counseil  ire, 
coveitise,  and  hastynes,  the  whiche  thre  thinges  ben 
contrarious  to  every  counsail  honest  and  profitable; 
the  whiche  thre  thinges  ye  have  nought  annentissched 
or  destroyed,  neyther  in  youre  self  ne  in  youre  coun- 
seiloures,  as  ye  oughte.  Also  ye  have  erred,  for  ye  have 
schewed  to  youre  counseilours  youre  talent  and  youre 
affeccioun  to  make  werre,  and  for  to  doon  vengeaunce 
anoon,  and  thay  han  espyed  by  youre  wordes  to  what 
thinge  ye  ben  enclined;  and  therfore  have  thay  coun- 
selled, yow  rather  to  youre  talent  than  to  youre  profyt. 
Ye  have  erred  also,  for  it  semeth  that  yow  sufnceth  to 
have  been  counseiled  by  these  counseilours  only,  and 
with  litel  avys,  wher  as  in  so  gret  and  so  heigh  a 
neede,  it  hadde  be  necessarious  mo  counseilours  and 
more  deliberacioun  to  performe  youre  emprise.  Ye 
have  erred  also,  for  ye  have  maked  no  divisioun 
bytwjxe  youre  counseilours;  this  is  to  seyn,  bitwix 
youre  frendes  and  youre  feyned  counseilours;  ne  ye  ne 
have  nought  i-knowe  the  wille  of  youre  frendes,  olde 
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and  wise,  but  ye  have  cast  alle  here  wordes  in  an 
hochepoche,  and  enclyned  youre  herte  to  the  more 
part  and  to  the  gretter  nombre,  and  there  be  ye 
condescendid ;  and  syn  ye  wot  wel  men  schal  alway 
fynde  a  gretter  nombre  of  fooles  than  of  wyse  men,  and 
therfore  the  counsailes  that  ben  at  congregaciouns  and 
multitudes  of  folk,  ther  as  men  taken  more  reward  to 
the  nombre  than  to  the  sapience  of  persones,  ye  se  wel 
that  in  suche  counseilynges  fooles  have  maystrie.' 

Melibeus  answerde  agayn  and  sayde:  'I  graunte 
wel  that  I  have  erred ;  but  ther  as  thou  hast  told  me 
to-forn,  that  he  is  nought  to  blame  that  chaungeth  his 
counseilours  in  certeyn  caas,  and  for  certeyn  juste 
causes,  I  am  al  redy  to  chaunge  my  counseilours  right 
as  thou  wilt  devyse.  The  proverbe  saith,  that  for  to 
do  synne  is  mannysch,  but  certes  for  to  persevere  longe 
in  synne  is  werk  of  the  devyl.' 

To  this  sentence  anoon  answerde  dame  Prudens,  and 
saide :  '  Examineth,'  quod  sche,  '  youre  counsail,  and 
let  us  se  which  of  hem  hath  spoke  most  resonably,  and 
taught  you  best  counsail.  And  for  as  moche  as  the 
examinacioun  is  necessarie,  let  us  byginne  at  the 
surgiens  and  at  the  phisiciens,  that  first  speken  in  this 
matiere.  I  say  you  that  the  surgiens  and  the  phisi- 
ciens han  sayd  yow  in  youre  counseil  discretly,  as  hem 
ought;  and  in  here  speche  seyden  ful  wisely,  that  to 
the  office  of  hem  appendith  to  doon  to  every  wight 
honour  and  profyt,  and  no  wight  to  annoy,  and  after 
here  craft  to  do  gret  diligence  unto  the  cure  of  hem 
which  that  thay  have  in  here  govemaunce.  And,  sire, 
right  as  thay  answerde  wisely  and  discretly,  right  so 
rede  I  that  thay  be  heighly  and  sovereignly  guerdoned 
for  here  noble  speche,  and  eek  for  thay  schullen  do  the 
more  ententyf  besynes  in  the  curyng  of  youre  dough ter 
dere.  For  al  be  it  so  that  thai  be  youre  frendes,  ther- 
fore schul  ye  nought  suffre  that  thay  schul  serve»yow 
for  nought,  but  ye  oughte  the  rathere  to  guerdoune 
hem  and  schewe  hem  youre  largesse.  And  as  touch- 
ynge  the  proposiciouns  whiche  the   phisiciens   kn 
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schewed  you  in  this  caas,  this  is  to  sayn,  that  in  mala- 
dyes  oon  oontrarie  is  warisshed  by  another  contrarie, 
I  wolde  fayn  knowe  thilke  text  and  how  thay  under- 
stonde  it,  and  what  is  youre  entente/  '  Certes/  quod 
Melibeus,  '  I  understonde  it  in  this  wise ;  that  right  as 
thay  han  do  me  a  contrarie,  right  so  schold  I  do  hem 
another;  for  right  as  thay  han  venged  hem  on  me  and 
doon  me  wrong,  right  so  schal  I  venge  me  upon  hem, 
and  doon  hem  wrong;  and  thanne  have  I  cured  oon 
oontrarie  by  another.'  '  Lo,  lo,'  quod  dame  Prudence, 
'how  lightly  is  every  man  enclyned  to  his  oughne 
plesaunce  and  to  his  oughne  desir !  Certes,'  quod  sche. 
'  the  wordes  of  the  phisiciens  ne  schulde  nought  have 
ben  understonde  sone  in  that  wise ;  for  certes  wikked- 
nesse  is  no  contrarie  to  wickednesse,  ne  vengauns  to 
vengeaunce,  ne  wrong  to  wrong,  but  thai  ben  semblable ; 
and  therfore  a  vengeaunce  is  nought  warisshed  by 
another  vengeaunce,  ne  oon  wrong  by  another  wrong, 
but  everych  of  hem  encreseth  and  engreggith  other. 
But  certes  the  wordes  of  the  phisiciens  schul  ben  un- 
stonde  in  this  wise;  for  good  and  wikkednesse  ben  tuo 
contraries,  and  pees  and  werre,  vengeaunce  and  suffer- 
aunce,  discord  and  accord,  and  many  other  thinges; 
but,  certes,  wikkednes  schal  be  warrisshed  by  good- 
nesse,  discord  by  accord,  werre  by  pees,  and  so  forth  of 
other  thinges.  And  herto  accordith  seint  Paul1  the 
apostil  in  many  places;  he  saith,  Ne  yeldith  nought 
harm,  ne  wikked  speche  for  wikked  speche;  but  do  wel 
to  him  that  doth  the  harm,  and  blesse  him  that  saith 
the  harme.  And  in  many  other  places  he  amonesteth 
pees  and  accord.  But  now  wil  I  speke  to  yow  of  the 
counseil,  which  was  give  to  yow  by  the  men  of  lawe, 
and  the  wise  folk,  and3  olde  folk,  that  sayde  alle  by 
oon  accord  as  ye  have  herd  byfore,  that  over  alle 
thinges  ye  schal  do  youre   diligence  to  kepe  youre 


1  Romans  xii.  17. 
3  This  and  the  two  following  words  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS., 
•nd  are  supplied  by  Mr.  Wright  from  the  original  French. 
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persone,  and  to  warmstore  youre  house;  and  seyden 
also,  that  in  this  yow  aughte  for  to  wirche  ful  avysily 
and  with  gret  deUberacioun.  And,  sire,  as  to  the 
firste  poynt,  that  touched  to  the  kepinge  of  youre  per- 
sone, ye  sehul  understonde,  that  he  that  hath  werre, 
schal  evermore  devoutly  and  mekely  prayen  biforn  alle 
thinges,  that  Jhesu  Crist  wil  of  his  mercy  have  him  in 
his  proteccioun,  and  ben  his  soverayn  helpyng  at  his 
neede ;  far  certes  in  this  world  ther  nys  no  wight  that 
may  be  counselled  or  kept  sufficauntly,  withoute  the 
kepinge  of  oure  lord  Jhesu  Crist.  To  this  sentence 
accordeth  the  prophete  David,1  that  seith :  If  God  ne 
kepe  not  the  citee,  in  ydel  wakith  he  that  kepith  it. 
Now,  sire,  thanne  schul  ye  committe  the  keping  of 
youre  persone  to  youre  trewe  frendes,  that  ben  approved 
and  y-knowe,  and  of  hem  schul  ye  axen  help,  youre 
persone  to  kepe.  For  Catoun*  saith:  If  thou  have 
neede  of  help,  axe  it  of  thy  freendes,  for  ther  is  noon 
so  good  a  phisicien  at  neede  as  is  a  trewe  frend.  And 
after  this  than  schal  ye  kepe  you  fro  alle  straunge  folkes, 
and  fro  lyeres,  and  have  alway  in  suspect  here  com- 
paignye.  For  Pieres  Alfons  saith :  Ne  take  no  com- 
paignie  by  the  way  of  a  straunge  man,  but  so  be  that 
thou  knowe  him  of  a  longer  tyme ;  and  if  so  be  he  falle 
into  thy  compaignye  para  venture  withouten  thin  assent, 
enquere  thanne,  as  subtilly  as  thou  maist,  of  his  con- 
versacioun,  and  of  his  lyf  bifore,  and  feyne  thy  way, 
and  say  that  thou  wilt  go  thider  as  thou  wolt  nought 
goon;  and  if  he  bere  a  spere,  hold  the  on  the  right 
syde,  and  if  he  bere  a  swerd,  holde  the  on  the  lyft  syde. 
And  so  after  this,  thanne  schul  ye  kepe  you  wisely 
from  al  such  peple  as  I  have  sayd  bifore,  and  hem  and 
here  counseil  eschiewe.     And  after  this,  than  schul  ye 


l  Psalm  cxxvii  a. 
*C»to,  lib.  iy.  diet.  14:— 

•  Auxilium  a  notis  petito,  si  forte  lataras. 
Nee  quisquam  melior  medicus  quam  fldus  amious.' — T. 
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kepe  yow  in  such  manere,  that  for  eny  presumpcioun 
of  youre  strengthe,  that  ye  despise  not  the  might  of 
youre  adversaria  so  lite,  that  ye  lete  the  kepinge  of 
youre  persone  for  youre  presumpcioun;  for  every  wis 
man  dredeth  his  enemy.  And  Salamon  saith,  Weleful 
is  he  that  of  alle  hath  drede;  for  certes  he  that  thurgh 
hardynes  of  his  herte,  and  thurgh  the  hardynesse  of 
himself^  hath  to  gret  presumpcioun,  him  schal  evyl 
bitide.  Thanne  schal  ye  evermore  counterwayte  em- 
busshementz  and  alle  espiaille.  For  Senec  saith,  that 
the  wise  man  that  dredith  harmes,  eschiewith  harmes, 
ne  he  ne  fallith  into  noone  perils,  that  perils  eschieweth. 
And  al  be  it  so  that  the  seme  that  thou  art  in  siker 
place,  yit  schaltow  alway  do  thy  diligence  in  kepyng 
of  thy  persone;  this  is  to  say,  be  not  necgligent  to 
kepe  thy  persone,  nought  oonly  for  thy  gretteste 
enemyes,  but  fro  thy  lest  enemyes.  Senec  saith :  A 
man  that  is  wel  avysed,  he  dredith  his  lest  enemy. 
Ovide1  seith,  that  the  litel  wesil  wol  sle  the  grete  bole 
and  the  wilde  hert.  And  the  book  saith,  a  litel  thorn 
wol  prikke  a  king  ful  sore,  and  an  hound  wol  holde 
the  wilde  boore.  But  natheles,  I  say  not  that  ye 
schul  be  so  moche  a  coward,  that  ye  doute  where  is  no 
neede  or  drede.  The  book  saith,  that  som  folk  have 
gret  lust  to  disceyve,  but  yit  thay  dreden  hem  to  be 
deceyved.  Yet  schal  ye  drede  to  ben  empoisoned. 
And  kepe  ye  fro  the  companye  of  scorners ;  for  the 
book  saith,  with  scorners  make  no  compaignye,  but 
flee  hem  and  here  wordes  as  venym. 

'  Now  as  to  the  secounde  poynt,  where  as  youre  wise 
counseilours  warnede  yow  to  warmstore  youre  hous 
with  gret  diligence,  I  wolde  fayn  wite  how  that  ye 
understoode  thUke  wordes,  and  what  is  your  sentence.' 
Melibeus  answerde  and  saide :  '  Certes,  I  understonde 

i  This  maxim  appears  to  have  been  derived  at  second-hand  from 
tome  version,  for  the  original  is — 

*  Farra  necat  mono  spatiosnm  vipera  tanrom ; 
A  eane  non  magno  s»pe  tenetur  aper.'—Remedwm  Amoris,  411, 
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it  in  this  wise,  that  I  schal  warmstore  myn  hous  with 
toures,  suche  as  han  castiles  and  other  maner  edifices, 
and  armure,  and  artilries;  by  suche  thinges  I  may  my 
persone  and  myn  hous  so  kepen  and  edifien  and  de- 
fenden,  that  myn  enemyes  schul  be  in  drede  myn  hous 
to  approche.' 

To  this  sentence  answerde  dame  Prudence:  *  Warm- 
storynge,'  quod  sche,  '  of  heihe  toures  and  grete  edifices, 
is  with  grete  costages  and  grete  travaile;  and  whan 
that  thay  ben  accomplised,  yit  beth  thay  nought  worth 
a  straw,  but  if  they  be  defended  by  trewe  frendes,  that 
beth  olde  and  wise.  And  understondeth  that  the 
grettest  strength  or  garnisoun  that  the  riche  man  may 
have,  as  wel  to  kepe  his  persone  as  his  goodes,  is  that 
he  be  biloved  with  his  subgites  and  with  his  neighe- 
bours.  For  thus  saith  Tullius,  that  ther  is  a  maner 
garnisoun  that  no  man  may  vanquisshe  ne  discomfite, 
and  that  is  a  lord  to  be  biloved  with  his  citezeins  and 
of  his  peple. 

*  Now  thanne  as  to  youre  thridde  poynt,  where  as 
youre  olde  and  wyse  counseillours  sayde,  ye  ought© 
nought  sodeinly  ne  hastily  procede  in  this  neede,  but 
that  ye  oughte  purveyen  yow  and  apparaile  yow  in 
this  caas  with  greet  diligence  and  gret  deliberacioun; 
trewely,  I  trowe,  that  thay  sayden  soth  and  right 
wisely.  For  Tullius  saith :  *  In  every  nede,  er  thou 
bigynne  it,  apparaile  the  with  gret  diligence.'  Thanne 
say  I,  that  in  vengeance  takinge,  in  werre,  in  bataile, 
and  in  warmstoringe  of  thin  hous,  er  thou  bygynne,  I 
rede  that  thou  apparaile  the  therto,  and  do  it  with 
gret  deliberacioun.  For  Tullius  saith,  that  long  ap~ 
paraylyng  byfore  the  bataille  maketh  schort  victorie. 
And  Cassidorus  saith,  the  garnisoun  is  stronger  whan 
it  is  long  tyme  avysed. 

(£ut  now  let  us  speke  of  the  counseil  that  was 
accorded  by  youre  neighebours,  suche  as  doon  you 
reverence  withoute  love,  youre  olde  enemyes  recoun- 
siled,  your  fiatereres,  that  counseile  yow  certeyn  thinges 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


TRIE  TALE  OF  MELIBEUS.  155 

pryvely,  and  openly  counseile  yow  the  contrarie,  the 
yonge  also,  that  counsaile  yow  to  make  werre  and 
venge  yow  anoon.  And  certes,  sire,  as  I  have  sayd 
byforn,  ye  have  grefcly  erred  to  haveoleped  such  maner 
folk  to  youre  counseil,  whiche  be  now  repreved  by  the 
resouns  byfore  sayd.  But  natheles  let  us  now  descende 
to  the  purpos  special  Ye  schul  first  precede  after  the 
doctrine  of  Tullius.  Certes,  the  trouthe  of  this  matier 
or  this  counseil  nedeth  nought  diligently  enquere,  for 
it  is  wel  wist  whiche  it  ben  that  doon  to  yow  this 
trespas  and  vilonye,  and  how  many  trespasoures,  and 
in  what  maner  thay  han  to  yow  doon  al  this  wrong 
and  al  this  vilonye.  And  after  that  schul  ye  examyne 
the  secounde  condicioun,  which  Tullius  addith  therto 
in  this  matier.  Tullius  put  a  thing,  which  that  he 
clepeth  consentynge;1  this  is  to  sayn,  who  ben  thay, 
and  whiche  ben  thay,  and  how  many,  that  consentid  to 
this  matiere,  and  to  thy  counsail  in  thy  wilfulnesse,  to 
do  hasty  vengeaunoes.  And  let  us  considere  also  who 
ben  tho,  and  how  many  ben  tho,  that  eonsenteden*  to 
youre  adversaries.  And  certes,  as  to  the  first  poynt, 
it  is  wel  knowen  whiche  folk  ben  thay  that  consentid 
to  youre  first  wilfulnes.  For  trewly,  alle  tho  that 
counsailled  yow  to  make  sodeyn  werre,  beth  nought 
youre  frendes.  Let  us  considre  whiche  ben  tho  that 
ye  holde  so  gretly  youre  frendes,  as  to  youre  persone; 
for  al  be  it  so  that  ye  be  mighty  and  riche,  certes  ye 
been  alloone;  for  certes  ye  have  no  childe  but  a 
doughter,  ne  ye  have  no  bretheren,  ne  cosins  germayns, 
ne  noon  other  neigh  kynrede,  wherfore  that  youre 
enemyes  for  drede  schulden  stynte  for  to  plede  with 
you,  and  struye  youre  persone.  Ye  knowe  also,  that 
youre  richesses  mooten  in  divers  parties  be  departed; 


1  The  Hart.  MS.  readt  cowtynge,  by  an  error  of  the  scribe,  as  appear! 
by  the  sequel. — W. 

'  I  have  restored  this  reading  from  the  Lansd.  MS.  and  the  French 
original,  instead  of  the  reading  of  the  Hart.  MS.,  that  ben  cowueltoun. 
— W. 
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and  whan  every  wight  hath  his  part,  thay  wol  take 
but  litel  reward  to  venge  thy  deth.  But  thyne  ene- 
myes  ben  thre,  and  have  many  children,  bretheren, 
cosynes,  and  othere  neigh  kynrede;  and  though  it  so 
were  ye  hadde  slayn  of  hem  tuo  or  thre,  yet  dwellen 
there  y-nowe  to  wreke  here  deth  and  sle  thi  persone. 
And  though  so  were  that  youre  kynrede  were  more 
sekir  and  stedefast  than  the  kynrede  of  youre  adver- 
saries, yit  natheles  youre  kynrede  nis  but  a  fer *  kyn- 
rede, and  litel  sib  to  yow,  and  the  kyn  of  youre  enemyes 
ben  neigh  sibbe  to  hem.  And  certes,  as  in  that,  here 
condicioun  is  bet  than  youres.  Thanne  let  us  considere 
also  if  the  oounseilynge  of  hem  that  counselled  yow  to 
take  sodein  vengeance,  whethir  it  accorde  to  resoun. 
And  certes,  ye  knowe  wel,  nay ;  for  as  by  right  and 
resoun,  ther  may  no  man  taken  vengeaunce  upon  no 
wight,  but  the  jugge  that  hath  jurediccioun  of  it,  whan 
it  is  y-graunted  him  to  take  thUke  vengeaunce  hastily, 
or  attemperely,  as  the  lawe  requireth.  And  yit  more- 
over of  thilke  word  that  Tullius  clepith  consentynge, 
thou  schalt  considre,  if  thy  might  and  thy  power  may 
consente  and  suffice  to  thy  wilfulnes  and  to  thy  coun- 
seilours.  And  certes,  thou  maist  wel  say,  that  nay; 
for  sicurly,  as  for  to  speke  properly,  we  may  doo  no 
thing  but  oonly  oon  thing  which  we  may  do  right- 
fully;  and  certes  rightfully  may  ye  take  no  vengeance, 
as  of  youre  owne  auctorite.  Than  may  ye  se  that 
youre  power  consentith  not,  ne  accordith  not,  with 
youre  wilfulnesse. 

'Let  us  now  examyne  the  thridde  poynt,  that 
Tullius  clepeth  consequente.  Thou  schalt  under- 
stonde,  that  the  vengeance  that  thou  purposiddest  for  to 
take,  is  consequent,  and  thereof  folweth  another  ven- 
geaunce, peril,  and  werre,  and  other  damages  withoute 
nombre,  of  whiche  we  be  not  war,  as  at  this  tyme. 


1  This  is  Tyrwhitt's  reading,  which  seems  to  agree  better  with  the 
context  than  the  reading  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  Wei.— W. 
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And  as  touching  the  fourthe  poynt,  that  Tulliua 
clepeth  engendrynge,  thou  schalt  considre  that  this 
wrong  which  that  is  doon  to  the,  is  engendred  of  the 
hate  of  thin  enemyes,  and  of  the  vengeaunce  takinge 
up  that  wolde  engendre  another  vengeaunce,  and 
moche  sorwe  and  wastyng  of  riches,  as  I  sayde.  Now, 
sire,  as  to  the  poynt  that  Tullius  clepith  causes, 
whiche  that  is  the  laste  poynt,  thou  schalt  underatonde 
that  the  wrong  that  thou  hast  receyved  hath  certeyn 
causes,  whiche  that  clerkes  calle  oriens,  and  efficient, 
and  causa  Itmginqua,  and  causa  propinqua,  that  is  to 
say,  the  fer  cause,  and  the  neigh  cause.  For  the  fer 
cause  is  almighty  God,  that  is  cause  of  alle  thinges ;  the 
nere  cause  is  the  thre  enemyes;  the  cause  accidental 
was  hate;  the  causes  materiales  been  the  fyve  woundes 
of  thy  dough ter;  the  cause  formal  is  the  maner  of 
here  werkyng,  that  brought  in  laddrea  and  clombe  in 
at  thin  wyndowes ;  the  cause  final  was  for  to  sle  thy 
doughter;  it  letted  nought  in  as  moche  as  was  in  hem. 
But  for  to  speke  of  the  fer  cause,  as  to  what  ende  thay 
schal  come,  or  what  schal  finally  betyde  of  hem  in  this 
cause,  can  I  not  deme,  but  by  conjectyng  and  by  8up- 
posyng;  for  we  schul  suppose,  that  thay  schul  come  to 
a  wikked  ende,  bycause  that  the  book  of  Decrees 
8aith :  Seelden,  or  with  gret  peyne,  ben  causes  i-brought 
to  a  good  ende,  whan  thay  ben  evyl  bygonne. 

'Now,  sire,  if  men  wold  axe  me,  why  that  God 
suffrede  men  to  do  yow  this  wrong  and  vilonye,  certes 
I  can  not  wel  answere,  as  for  no  sothfastnes.  For  the 
apostil1  saith,  that  the  sciences  and  the  juggements  of 
oure  Lord  God  almyghty  ben  ful  deepe,  ther  may  no 
man  comprehende  ne  serchen  hem  sufficiauntly. 
Natheles,  by  certeyn  presumpciouns  and  conjectingeB, 
I  holde  and  bilieve,  that  God,  which  that  is  ful  of 
justice  and  of  rightwisnesse,  hath  sufired  this  to 
bityde,  by  just  cause  resonable.     Thy  name,  Melibe,  is 

>  Bom.  zL  33. 
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to  say,  a  man  that  drynketh  hony.  Thou  hast  y-dronke 
so  moche  hony  of  sweete  temperel  richesses  and  delices 
and  honours  of  this  world,  that  thou  art  dronke,  and 
hast  forgete  Jhesu  Crist  thy  creatour;  thou  hast  not 
doon  him  such  honour  and  reverence  as  the  oughte  to 
doone,  ne  thou  hast  nought  wel  taken  keep  to  the 
wordes  of  Ovid,1  that  saith,  Under  the  hony  of  thy 
goodes  of  thy  body  is  hid  the  venym  that  sleeth  thi 
soule.  And  Salamon*  saith,  If  thou  have  founds 
hony,  ete  of  it  that  sufficeth ;  for  if  thou  ete  of  it  out 
of  mesure,  thou  schalt  spewe,  and  be  nedy  and  povere. 
And  peraventure  Crist  hath  the  in  despit,  and  hath 
torned  away  fro  the  his  face  and  his  eeres  of  miseri- 
corde;  and  also  he  hath  suffred  that  thou  hast  ben 
punysshed  in  the  maner  that  thou  hast  i-trespassed. 
Thou  hast  doon  synne  ageinst  oure  Lord  Crist,  for 
certes  thi  thre  enemyes  of  mankynde,  that  is  to  say, 
thy  flessche,  the  feend,  and  the  world,  thou  hast 
y-suffred  hem  to  enter  into  thin  herte  wilfully,  by  the 
wyndow  of  thy  body,  and  hast  nought  defended  thiself 
sufficiently  agayns  here  assautes,*  and  here  tempta- 
ciouns,  so  that  thay  have  woundid  thi  soule  in  fyve 
places,  this  is  to  sayn,  the  dedly  synnes  that  ben  entred 
into  thin  herte  by  thy  fyve  wittes;  and  in  the  same 
maner  oure  Lord  Crist  hath  wolde  and  suffred,  that 
thy  thre  enemyes  ben  entred  into  thin  hous  by  tho 
wyndowes,  and  have  i-woundid  thi  doughter  in  the 
forsayde  maner.' 

f  Certes,'  quod  Melibeus,  f  I  se  wel  that  ye  enforce 
yow  moche  by  wordes  to  overcome  me,  in  such  manere, 
that  I  schal  not  venge  me  on  myn  enemyes,  schewynge 
me  the  perils  and  the  yveles  that  mighten  falle  of  this 

1  Mr.  Wright  concludes  that  the  allusion  is  to  Ovid,  Amor.,  lib.  L, 
eleg.  viii.  104: — 

*  Impia  sub  duld  melle  yenena  latent.' 

*  Frov.  xxv.  16". 

8  The  Hari.  MS.  reads  ascentis,  and  the  Lansd.  MS.  dfjhutes.  ''the 
reading  here  adopted  from  Tyrwhitt  is  authorised  by  the  French  ori- 
ginal* which  has  assaux. — W. 
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-vengeaunce.  •  But  who  so  wolde  considre  in  alle  ven- 
geaunces  the  periles  and  the  yveles  that  mighten  folwe 
of  vengeaunces  takynge,  a  man  wolde  never  take 
vengeaunce,  and  that  were  harm;  for  by  vengeaunce 
takynge  be  wikked  men  destruyed  and  dissevered  fro 
the  goode  men.  And  thay  that  have  wille  to  wikked- 
nes,  restreignen  here  wikked  purpos,  whan  thay  seen 
the  punysshyng  and  the  chastisyng  of  trespasours. 

'And  yit1  say  I  more,  that  right  so  as  a  sengle 
persone  synseth  in  taking  of  vengeaunce,  right  so  the 
jugge  synneth  if  he  doo  no  vengeaunce  of  him  that  it 
hath  deserved.  For  Senec  saith  thus :  That  maister, 
he  saith,  is  good  that  reproveth  schrewes.8  And  as 
Cassoder  saith  :  A  man  dredeth  to  doon  outrage,  whan 
he  woot  and  knoweth  that  it  displeseth  to  the  jugges 
and  the  soveraynes.  And  another  saith:  The  jugg« 
that  dredeth  to  demen  right,  maketh  schrewes.  And 
seint  Poul  thappostoil  saith  in  his  epistil,  whan  he 
writeth  to  the  Romayns  :*  The  jugges  bere  not  the 
spere  withoute  cause,  but  the  beren  it  to  punysshe  the 
schrewes  and  mysdoers,  and  for  to  defende  with  the 
goode  men.  If  ye  wol  take  vengeaunce  on  youre 
enemyes,  ye  schul  retourne  or  have  recours  to  the 
jugges,  that  have  juredicioun  upon  hem,  and  he  schal 
punissche  hem,  as  the  law  axeth  and  requireth.9 
*  Ah !'  quod  Melibeus,  '  this  vengeaunce  liketh  me  no 
thing.  I  bythenke  me  now,  and  take  heed,  how  For- 
tune hath  norissched  me  fro  my  childhode,  and  hath 

1  The  commencement  of  this  paragraph,  which  is  yery  necessary  for 
the  sense,  is  not  found  in  Chaucer's  translation  in  any  of  the  MSS.  In 
the  French  original  it  stands  thus : — '  Et  a  ce  respont  dame  Prudence, 
♦Certes,'  dist-elle, « je  t'octroye  que  de  vengenoe  vient  molt  de  maulx 
et  de  biens,  mais  vengence  n'appartient  pas  a  un  chascun,  fors  seule* 
ment  aux  juges,  et  a  ceux  qui  ont  la  juridiction  sur  lea  malfaitteurs. 
Et  dit  plus  que,'  *  &c. — W. 

2  I  give  this  reading,  adopted  by  Tyrwhitt,  instead  of  that  of  the 
Harl.  MS.,  He  that  maister  is,  he  saith  good  to  reprove  schrewes;  which 
neither  offers  any  apparent  sense,  nor  represents  the  French  original, 
Car  Senesque  dit,  Ceilui  nuit  aux  bona  qui  espargne  lea  mauvis.'— W. 

3Som.xiii.4. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


160  THE  CANTEBBUBY  TALES. 

holpe  me  to  passen  many  a  strayt  passage;  now  wol  I 
ask  her  that  sche  schal,  with  Goddes  help,  helpe  me 
my  schame  for  to  venge.' 

'  Certes,'  quod  Prudence, '  if  ye  wil  wirche  by  my 
counseil,  ye  schul  not  assaye  Fortune  by  no  maner 
way,  ne  schul  not  lene  ne  bowe  unto  hire,  after  the 
word  of  Senec;  for  thinges  that  beth  folly,  and  that 
beth  in  hope  of  Fortune,  schul  never  come  to  good 
ende.  And  as  the  same  Senek  saith :  The  more  cleer 
and  the  more  schynynge  that  Fortune  is,  the  more 
brutil,  and  the  sonner  breketh  sche.  So  trusteth 
nought  in  hire,  for  sche  is  nought  stedefast  ne  stable : 
for  whan  thou  wenest  or  trowest  to  be  most  seur  of 
hir  help,  sche  wol  fayle  and  deceyve  the.  And  wher 
as  ye  say,  that  Fortune  hath  norisshed  yow  fro  youre 
ohildhode,  I  say  that  in  so  mochel  ye  schul  the  lasse 
truste  in  hire  and  in  hire  witte.  For  Senek  saith: 
What  man  that  is  norisshed  by  Fortune,  sche  maketh 
him  a  gret  fool.  Now  siththe  ye  desire  and  axe  ven- 
geaunce,  and  the  yengeaunce  that  is  doon  after  the 
lawe  and  byforne  the  jugge  ne  liketh  yow  nought,  and 
the  Yengeaunce  that  is  doon1  in  hope  of  Fortune,  is 
perilous  and  uncerteyn,  than  haveth  ye  noon  other 
remedye,  but  for  to  have  recours  unto  the  soveraigne 
jugge>  that  vengith  alle  vilonies  and  wronges ;  and  he 
schal  venge  yow,  after  that  himself  witnesseth,  where 
as  he  saith:  Leveth  the  vengeaunce  to  me,  and  I 
schal  yelde  it"  Melibeus  answerd :  *  If  I  ne  venge  me 
nought  of  the  vilonye  that  men  have  doon  unto  me,  I 
schal  sonnere  warne  hem  that  han  doon  to  me  that 
vilonye,  and  all  othere,  to  doo  me  another  vilonye. 
For  it  is  writen :  If  thou  tak  no  vengeaunce  of  an  old 
vilonye,  thou  somnest  thin  adversarie  do  the  a  newe 
vilonye.     And  also,  for  my  suffraunce,  men  wolde  do 


1  These  words  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.  by  an  evident  error  of 
the  scribe,  who  skipped  from  the  first  doon  to  the  second.  They  hare 
their  representative  in  the  original  French,  and  are  here  given  from  tha 
Lansd.  MS.— W.  *  Bom.  xib  10. 
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m«  so  moche  vilonye,  that  I  mighte  neither  bere  it  ne 
susteyne  it ;  and  so  schulde  I  be  put  over  lowe.  For 
men  say,  in  moche  sufferynge  schal  many  thinges 
falle  unto  the,  whiche  thou  schait  nought  nowe  suffre.' 
*  Certes,'  quod  Prudence,  '  I  graunte  yow  we],  that 
over  mochel  suffraunce  is  nought  good,  but  yit  folwith 
it  nought  thereof,  that  every  persone  to  whom  men 
doon  vilonye,  take  of  it  vengeaunce.  For  it  apper- 
tieneth  and  longeth  al  oonly  to  the  jugges,  for  thay 
schul  venge  the  vilonyes  and  injuries;  and  therfore 
the  auctoritees  that  ye  have  sayd  above  been  oonly 
understonden  in  the  jugges;  for  whan  thay  suffre  to 
mochil  the  wronges  and  the  vilonyes  that  ben  doon 
withoute  punysshyng,  thay  somne  not  a  man  oonly  to 
doo  newe  wronges,  but  thay  comaunde  it  Also  the 
wise  man  saith:  The  jugge  that  correcteth  not  the 
synnere,  comaundith  and  byddith  him  doon  another - 
synne.  And  the  jugges  and  sovereignes  mighten  in 
here  lond  so  mochil  suffren  of  the  schrewes  and  mys- 
doeres,  that  thay  schulde  by  such  suffraunce,  by  proces 
of  tyme,  wexen  of  such  power  and  might,  that  thay 
schulde  put  out  the  jugges  and  the  sovereignes  from 
here  places,  and  atte  laste  do  hem  lese  here  lordschipes. 
But  lete  us  now  putte,  that  ye  han  leve  to  venge  yow ; 
I  say  ye  hen  nought  of  might  ne  power  as  now  to 
venge  you ;  for  if  ye  wolde  make  comparisoun  as  to 
the  might  of  youre  adversaries,  ye  schulde  fynde  in 
many  thinges,  that  I  have  i-schewed  yow  er  this,  that 
here  condicioun  is  bettre  than  youres,  and  therfore 
say  I,  that  it  is  good  as  now,  that  ye  suffre  and  be 
pacient. 

'Forthermore  ye  knowe  that  after  the  comune 
sawe,  it  is  a  woodnesse,  a  man  to  stryve  with  a 
strenger  or  a  more  mighty  man  than  him  selven  is ; 
and  for  to  stryve  with  a  man  of  evene  strength e,  that 
is  to  say,  with  as  strong  a  man  as  he  is,  it  is  peril; 
and  for  to  stryve  with  a  weykere,  it  is  a  folye;  and 
therfore  schulde  a  man  fle  stryvynge  as  moche  as  he 

VOL.  II.  m 
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mighte.  For  Salamon1  seitfc :  It  is  a  gret  worschipe, 
a  man  to  kepe  him  fro  noyse  and  stryfe.  And  if  it  so 
bifalle  or  happe  that  a  man  of  gretter  might  and 
strengthe  than  thou  art  do  the  grevaunce,  studie  and 
husie  the  rather  to  stille  the  same  grevaunce,  than  for 
to  venge  the.  For  Senec  saith,  he  putteth  him  in  a 
gret  peril  that  stryveth  with  a  gretter  man  than  he 
him  selven  is.  And  Catoun*  saith:  If  a  man  of 
heiher  estat  or  degre,  or  more  mighty  then  thou,  do 
the  anoye  or  grevaunce,  suffre  him ;  for  he  that  hath 
oones  don  the  a  grievaunce,  may  another  tyme  relieve 
the  and  helpe  the. 

'  Yit  sette  I  a  caas,  ye  have  both  might  and  licence 
for  to  venge  yow,  I  say  ther  ben  fill  many  fchinges 
that  schulde  restreinge  yow  of  vengeaunce  takynge, 
and  make  you  to  encline  to  suffre,  and  to  have  pacience 
of  the  wronges  that  han  ben  doon  to  yow.  First  and 
forward,  ye  wol  considere  the  defautes  that  ben  in 
youre  owne  persone,  for  which  defautes  God  hath 
suffred  yow  to  have  this  tribulacioun,  as  I  have  sayd 
yow  herbyfore*  For  the  poete  saith,  We  oughten 
paciently  to  suffre  the  tribulacioun  that  cometh  to  us, 
whan  that  we  thenken  and  consideren,  that  we  han 
deserved  to  have  hem.  And  seint  Gregorie*  saith, 
that  whan  a  man  considereth  wel  the  nombre  of  his 
defautes,  and  of  his  synnes,  the  peynes  and  the  tribu- 
laciouns  that  he  suffereth  semen  the  lasse  unto  him. 
And  in  as  moche  as  him  thenkith  his  synnes  the  more 
hevy  and  grevous,  in  so  moche  his  peyne  is  the  lighter 
and  the  more  esier  unto  him.  Also  ye  oughten  to 
encline  and  bowe  youre  herte,  to  take  the  pacience  ot 


1  ProY.  xx.  3. 
*  This  prudent  advice  is  from  Cato,  lib.  iv.  dist.  40 : — 

♦  Cede  locum  lsesus,  fortunte  cede  potento  [potentis] ; 
Ltedere  qui  potuit,  prodesse  aliquando  valebit.* — T. 
8  Saint  Gregory.    See  Persones  Tale.    It  would  be  endless  to  verify 
the  quotations  from  the  Fathers  in  this  and  The  Persones  Tale,  and  out 
of  place  in  a  work  like  this,  which  is  not  a  controversial  treatise. 
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oure  Lord  Jhesu  Christ,  as  saith  seint  Peter1  in  his 
Epistles.  Jhesu  Christ,  he  seith,  hath  suffred  for  us, 
and  given  ensample  unto  every  man  to  folwe  and  sewe 
him ;  for  he  dede  never  synne,  ne  never  cam  vileyns 
worde  out  of  his  mouth.  Whan  men  cursed  him,  he 
cursed  hem  not ;  and  whan  men  beete  him,  he  manased 
hem  not  Also  the  gret  pacience  which  that  seintes 
that  been  in  Paradys  han  had  in  tribulaciouns  that 
thay  have  had  and  suffred  withoute  desert  or  gult, 
oughte  moche  to  stire  you  to  pacience.  Forthermore, 
ye  schuld  enforce  yow  to  have  pacience,  consideringe 
that  the  tribulaciouns  of  this  world  but  litel  while 
enduren,  and  soon  passed  ben  and  goon,  and  the  joye 
that  a  man  secheth  to  have  by  pacience  in  tribula- 
ciouns is  perdurable ;  after  that  the  apostil  *  seith  in 
his  Epistil:  the  joye  of  God,  he  saith,  is  perdurable, 
that  is  to  say,  evermore  lastynge.  Also  troweth  and 
believeth  stedefastly,  that  he  is  not  wel  norisched  and 
taught,  that  can  nought  have  pacience,  or  wil  nought 
receyve  pacience.  For  Salamon  saith,8  that  the  doc- 
trine and  the  witte  of  a  man  is  i-knowe  by  pacience. 
And  in  another  place  he  seith :  He  that  hath  pacience 
governeth  him  by  gret  prudence.  And  the  same 
Salamon  seith,  that  the  wrathful  and  the  angry  man 
maketh  noyses,  and  the  pacient  man  attempereth  and 
stilleth  him.  He  seith  also:  It  is  more  worth  to  be 
pacient  than  for  to  be  right  strong.  And  he  that  may 
have  his  lordschipe  of  his  oughne  herte,  is  more  worth 
and  more  to  preise  than  he  that  by  his  force  and  by 
his  strengthe  taketh  grete  citees.  And  therfore  saith 
seint  Jame4  in  his  Epistil,  that  pacience  is  a  gret  vertu 
of  perfeccioun.' 

*  Certes,'  quod  Melibeus,  '  I  graunte  yow,  dame 
Prudence,  that  pacience  is  a  grete  vertue  of  perfec- 
cioun;* but  every  man  may  not  have  the  perfeccioun 

1  i  Peter  ii.  ai.  *  a  Cor.  iv.  17. 

»  Prov.  xyi.  3*.  *  James  i.  4. 

•  From  carta  to  perfection.    These  words  haye  been  omitted  by  the 
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that  ye  sekyn,  ne  I  am  not  of  the  nombre  of  right 
parfyte  men  ;  for  myn  herte  may  never  be  in  pees, 
unto  the  tyme  it  be  venged.  And  al  be  it  so,  that  it 
was  a  gret  peril  to  myne  enemyes  to  don  me  a  vilonye 
in  takinge  vengeaunce  upon  me,  yit  tooken  thay  noon 
neede  of  the  peril,  but  fulfilden  here  wikked  desir  and 
her  corrage ;  and  therfore  me  thenketh  men  oughten 
nought  repreve  me,  though  I  putte  me  in  a  litel  peril 
for  to  venge  me,  and  though  I  do  a  gret  excesse,  that 
is  to  say,  that  I  venge  oon  outrage  by  another.' 

c  A  !'  quod  dame  Prudence, '  ye  say  youre  wille  and 
as  yow  likith;  but  in  noon  caas  in  the  world  a  man  ne 
schulde  nought  doon  outrage  ne  excesse  for  to  venge 
him.  For  Cassidore  saith,  as  evel  doth  he  that  aven- 
gith  him  by  outrage,  as  he  that  doth  the  outrage. 
And  therfore  ye  schul  venge  yow  after  the  ordre  of 
right,  that  is  to  sayn,  by  the  lawe,  and  nought  by 
excesse,  ne  by  outrage.  And  also  if  ye  wil  venge  yow 
of  the  outrage  of  youre  adversaries,  in  other  maner 
than  right  comaundeth,  ye  synnen.  And  therfore 
saith  Senec,  that  a  man  schal  never  venge  schrewednes 
by  schrewednes.  And  if  ye  say  that  right  axeth  a 
man  to  defende  violence  by  vyolence,  and  fightyng  by 
fightynge;  certes,  ye  say  soth,  whan  the  defence  is 
doon  anoon  withouten  intervalle,  or  withouten  tary- 
inge  or  dilay,  for  to  defenden  him,  and  nought  for  to 
venge  him.  And  it  bihoveth  a  man  putte  such  attem- 
perance  in  his  defence,  that  men  have  no  cause  ne 
matiere  to  repreven  him  that  defendith  him,  of 
excesse  and  outrage.  Parde!  ye  knowe  wel,  that  ye 
make  no  defence  as  now  for  to  defende  yow,  but  for  to 
venge  yow ;  and  so  semeth  it,  that  ye  have  no  wille  to 
do  youre  wille  attemperelly;  and  therfore  me  thenkith 
that  pacience  is  good.     For  Salamon1  saith,  that  he 


scribe  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  whose  eye  ran  on  from  the  word  per/eccioun 
which  closes  the  preceding  paragraph  to  the  words  but  tvety  man,  fee. 
They  are  here  restored  from  the  Lansd.  MS. — W- 
1  Ecclus.  ii.  itf. 
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ihat  is  not  pacient  schal  have  gret  harm.'  <Certes,' 
quod  Melibeus,  '  I  graunte  you  wel,  that  whan  a  man 
is  impatient  and  wroth  of  that  that  toucheth  him 
nought,  and  that  apperteineth  nought  to  him,  though 
it  harme  him  it  is  no  wonder.1  For  the  lawe  saith, 
that  he  is  coupable  that  entremettith  him  or  mellith. 
him  with  such  thing,  as  aperteyneth  not  unto  him. 
Dan  Salamon  saith,2  He  that  entremetteth  him  of  the 
noyse  or  stryf  of  another  man,  is  lik  him  that  takith 
the  straunge  hound3  by  the  eeres;  for  right  as  he  that 
takith  a  straunge  hound  by  the  eeres  is  other  while 
biten  with  the  hound,  right  in  the  same  wise,  it  is 
resoun  that  he  have  harm,  that  by  his  impatience 
melleth  him  of  the  noise  of  another  man,  where  it 
aperteyneth  not  to  him.  But  ye  schul  knowe  wel, 
that  this  dede,  that  is  to  sayn,  myn  disease  and  my 
grief,  toucheth  me  right  neigh.  And  therfore,  though 
I  be  wroth,  it  is  no  mervayle;  and  (savynge  your 
grace)  I  can  not  see  that  it  mighte  gretly  harme  me, 
though  I  take  vengeaunce,  for  I  am  richer  and  more 
mighty  than  myne  enemyes  been;  and  wel  knowe  ye, 
that  by  money  and  by  havynge  of  grete  possessiouns, 
ben  alle  the  thingos  of  this  world  governede.  And 
Salamon  saith,4  that  alle  thinges  obeyen  to  moneye.' 

6  Whan  Prudence  had  herd  hire  housbond  avaunte 
him  of  his  richesse  and  of  his  moneye,  dispraisynge  the 
power  of  his  adversaries,  tho  sche  spak  and  sayde  in 
this  wyse :  '  Certes,  deere  sire,  I  graunte  yow  that  ye 
ben  riche  and  mighty,  and  that  richesse  is  good  to  hem 

1  Of  that  .  .  .  no  toonder.  This  passage  is  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS., 
but  it  is  restored  from  the  Lansd.  MS.,  supported  by  the  French 
original.—- W.  2  Prov.  xxvi.  17. 

3  The  word  straunge  is  omitted  in  the  Harl.  and  Lansd.  MSS.,  the 
latter  of  which  is  somewhat  confused  here.  It  is,  however,  evidently 
necessary ;  the  French  has  *  le  chien  qui  ne  congnoist.'  In  the  next 
line  the  Harl.  MS.  reads  the  strong  hound. — W. 

4  Eccles.  x.  19. 

6  Whan  Prudence  .  .  .  his  moneye.  This  is  also  omitted  in  the  Harl. 
MS.  by  an  oversight  of  the  scribe,  who  passed  on  from  the  word  moneye 
at  the  end  of  the  preceding  paragraph. — \7. 
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that  wel  have  geten  it,  and  thai  wel  conne  use  it.  For 
right  as  the  body  of  a  man  may  not  be  withoute  the 
soule,  no  more  may  a  man  lyve  withoute  temperel 
goodes,  and  by  richesse  may  a  man  gete  him  greet 
frendschipe.  And  therfore  saith  Pamphilles:1  If  a 
neethurdes  doughter,  he  saith,  be  riche,  sche  may 
cheese  of  a  thousand  men,  which  she  wol  take  to  hir 
housbonde ;  for  of  a  thousand  men  oon  wil  not  forsake 
hir  ne  refuse  hire.  And  this  Pamphilles  seith  also :  If 
thou  be  right  happy,  that  is  to  sayn,  if  thou  be  right 
riche,  thanne  schalt  thou  fynde  a  gret  nombre  of 
felawes  and  frendes ;  and  if  thy  fortune  chaunge,  that 
thou  waxe  pore,  fare  wel  frendschipe,  for  thou  schalt 
ben  aloone  withouten  eny  companye,  but  if  it  be  the 
compaignye  of  pore  folk.  And  yit  saith  this  Pam- 
phillus  moreover,  that  they  that  ben  thral  and  bonde 
of  linage,  schullen  ben  maad  worthy  and  noble  by 
richesse.  And  right  so  as  by  richesse  ther  come  many 
goodes,  right  so  by  povert  comen  ther  many  harmes 
and  yvels;  for  grete  poverte  constreigneth  a  man  to 
doon  many  yvels.a  And  therfore  clepeth  Cassidore 
povert  the  moderof  *  ruyne,  that  is  to  sayn,  the  moder 
of  overthrowyng  or  fallynge  doun.  And  therfore  saith 
Pieres  Alphons :  Oon  of  the  grettest  adversites  of  this 
world,  is  whan  a  freeman  by  kyn  or  burthe  is  con- 
streigned  by  povert  to  eten  the  almes  of  his  enemyes. 
And  the  same  seith  Innocent4  in  oon  of  his  bookes, 
that  sorweful  and  unhappy  is  the  condicioun  of  a  povere 
begger,  for  if  he  axe  nought  his  mete,  he  deyeth  for 
hungir,  and  if  he  axe,  he  deyeth  for  schame;   and 

1  PampkUus,  Bod.  MS.,  37©  3  :— 

*  Dummodo  sit  dives  cujusdam  nata  bubulci, 
Eligit  e  mille  queinlibet  ilia  virum.'— T. 
•  2  And  yveh  .  .  .  many  yvels.   The  passage,  omitted  in  the  Hart.  MS., 
is  restored  from  the  Lansd.  MS. — W. 

3  The  moder  of.    These  three  words  are  omitted  in  the  Hart.  MS.  by 
an  oversight  of  the  scribe.    The  original  is  mere  des  crismes. — W. 

4  rrobably  Pope  Innocent  III.,  who  succeeded  to  the  chair  and 
policy  of  Gregory  VII. 
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algates  the  necessite  constreigneth  hym  to  axe.  And 
therfore  saith  Salamon,1  that  bettre  is  it  to  dey,  than 
to  have  such  povert.  And  as  the  same  Salamon  saith : 
Bettir  is  to  deye  on  bitter  deth,  than  for  to  lyve  in 
such  a  wyse. 

4  By  these  resouns  that  I  have  sayd  unto  yow,  and 
by  many  another  resoun  that  I  know  and  couthe  say, 
I  graunte  yow  that  richesses  ben  goode  to  hem  that 
gete  hem  wel,  and  to  hem  that  hem  wel  usen;  and 
therfore  wol  I  achewe  yow  how  ye  schulde  bere  yow  in 
getyng  of  riches,  and  in  what  maner  ye  schulde  use 
hem.  First,  ye  schulde  gete  hem  withoute  gret  desir, 
by  good  leysir,  sokyngly,  and  nought  over  hastily ;  for 
a  man  that  is  to  desirynge  for  to  gete  riches,  abandon- 
eth  him  first  to  thefte  and  to  alle  othere  yveles.  And 
therfore  saith  Salamon:3  He  that  hastith  him  to 
bisyly  to  waxe  riche,  schal  ben  noon  innocent  He 
saith  also,  that  the  riches  that  hastily  cometh  to  a 
man,  soone  and  lightly  goth  and  passeth  fro  a  man, 
but  that  richesse  that  cometh  alway  litel  and  litel, 
waxeth  alway  and  multiplieth.  And,  sire,  ye  schal 
gete  richesse  by  youre  witte,  and  by  youre  travayle, 
unto  youre  profyt,  and  that  withoute  wrong  or  harm 
doynge  to  eny  other  persona  For  the  lawe  saith, 
that  na  man  maketh  him  self  riche,  that  doth  harm  to 
another  wight ;  that  is  to  say,  that  nature  defendeth 
and  forbedith  by  right,  that  no  man  make  him  self 
riche  unto  the  harm  of  another  persona  Tullius  saith, 
that  no  sorwe  ne  drede  of  deth,  ne  no  thing  that  may 
falle  to  a  man,  is  so  moche  ageinst  nature,  as  a  man  to 
encresce  his  oughne  profyt  to  the  harm  of  another 
man.  And  though  the  grete  men  and  the  riche  men 
gete  richesse  more  lightly  than  thou,  yit  schalt  thou 
not  be  ydil  ne  slowe  to  thy  profyt,  for  thou  schalt  in 
alle  wise  flee  ydilnes.     For  Salamon  saith,'  that  ydel- 


1  Fror.  xt.  i5  ;  Ecclu*.  zxx.  17. 
*  Pro*,  xxriii.ju.  »  Ptqt.  xix.  15. 
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nesse  techith  a  man  to  do  many  yveles.  And  the 
same  Salamon  saith,  that  lie  that  travaileth  and 
besieth  him  to  tilye  the  lond,  schal  ete  breed ;  but  he 
that  is  ydil,  and  casteth  him  to  no  busynesse  ne  occu- 
pacioun,  schal  falle  into  povert,  and  deye  for  hunger. 
And  he  that  is  ydel  and  slough,  can  never  fynde  him 
tyme  for  to  do  his  profyt.  For  ther  is  a  versifiour 
saith,  the  ydel  man  excuseth  him  in  wynter,  bycause 
of  the  grete  colde,  and  in  somer  by  enchesoun  of  the 
grete  hete.  For  these  causes,  saith  Catoun,  waketh,1 
and  enclineth  yow  nought  over  moche  for  to  slepe,  for 
over  moche  reste  norischeth  and  causeth  many  vices. 
And  therfore  saith  seint  Jerom:*  Doth  some  goode 
deedes,  that  the  devel,  which  that  is  oure  enemy,  ne 
fynde  yow  unoccupied;  for  the  devel  ne  takith  not 
lightly  unto  his  werkes  suche  as  he  fyndeth  occupied 
in  goode  werkes.  Thanne  thus  in  getynge  of  riches 
ye  moot  flee  ydelnesse.  And  afterward  ye  schul  use 
the  richesses,  the  whiche  ye  han  geten  by  youre  witte 
and  by  youre  travaile,  in  such  a  maner,  that  men  holde 
yow  not  skarce  ne  to  sparynge,  ne  to  fool  large,  that 
is  to  say,  over  large  a  spender.  For  right  as  men 
blamen  an  averous  man,  bycause  of  his  skarsete  and 
chyncherie,  in  the  same  manere  is  he  to  blame,  that 
spendeth  over  largely.  And  therfore  saith  Catoun: 
Use,  he  saith,  thi  richesses  that  thou  hast  y-geten  in 
such  a  manere,  that  men  have  no  matier  ne  cause  to 
calle  the  neither  wrecche  ne  chynche;  for  it  is  gret 
schame  to  a  man  to  have  a  pover  herte  and  a  riohe 
pursa  He  saith  also:  The  goodes  that  thou  hast 
i-geten,  use  hem  by  mesure,  that  is  to  say,  spende  hem 
mesurably;  for  thay  that  folily  wasten  and  spenden 
the  goodes  that  thay  have,  whan  thay  have  no  more 
propre  of  here  oughne,  thay  schape  hem  to  take  the 
goodes  of  another  man.     I  say  thanne  ye  schul  flee 


1  I  can  find  nothing  nearer  to  this  in  Cato  than  Segnitiemjkigito.—T. 
*  St.  Jerome.    See  Tlie  Per*Que$  Tale. 
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avarice,  iisynge  your  richesse  in  such  mencre,  that  men 
ieyn  nought  that  youre  richesse1  be  buried,  but  that 
ye  hav*  hem  in  youre  might  and  in  youre  weldynge. 
For  the  wise  man  reproveth  the  averous  man,  and 
saith  thus  in  tuo  versus :  Wherto  and  why  burieth  a 
man  his  goodes  by  his  gret  avarice,  and  knowith  wel, 
that  needes  most  he  deye,  for  deth  is  the  ende  of  every 
man,  as  in  this  present  lif  1  And  for  what  cause  or 
enchesoun  joyneth  he  him,  or  knetteth  him  so  fast 
unto  his  goodes,  that  alle  his  wittes  mowe  nought  dis- 
sever him,  or  departe  him  fro  his  goodes,  and  knowith 
wel,  or  oughte  knowe  wel,  that  whan  he  is  deed,  he 
schal  no  thing  bere  with  him  out  of  this  world?  And 
therfore  seith  seint  Austyn,  that  the  averous  man  is 
likned  unto  helle,  that  the  more  that  it  swolwith,  the 
more  it  desireth.  to  swolwe  and  devoure.  And  as  wel 
as  ye  wolde  eschewe  to  be  cleped  an  averous  man  or 
chinche,  as  wel  schulde  ye  kepe  yow  and  governe  yow, 
in  such  a  wise,  that  men  clepe  yow  nought  fool  large. 
Therfore  saith  Tullius:  The  goodes,  he  saith,  of  thin 
hous  schulde  nought  ben  hidde  ne  kepte  so  clos,  but 
that  thay  might  ben  opened  by  pite  and  by  bonairete; 
that  is  to  sayn,  to  give  hem  part  that  han  gret  neede; 
ne  thy  goodes  schul  not  be  so  open,  to  be  every  manned 
goodes. 

'Afbirward,  in  getynge  of  youre  richesses,  and  in 
usynge  hem,  ye  schul  alway  have  thre  thinges  in 
youre  herte,  that  is  to  say,  oure  lord  God,  conscience, 
and  good  name.  First,  ye  schul  have  God  in  youre 
herte,  and  for  no  riches  ye  schul  in  no  manere  doo  no 
thing  which  might  displese  God  that  is  your  creatour 
and  youre  maker.  For  after  the  word  of  Salamon,*  it 
is  better  to  have  Htil  good  with  love  of  God,  than  to 
have  mochil  good  and  tresor,  and  lese  the  love  of  his 


1  Men  seyn  nought  that  youre  richesse.    These  words,  omitted  in  the 
Harl.  MS.  are  restored  from  the  Lansd.  M&»—  W. 
8  Prov.  xv.  1 6. 
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lord  God.  And  the  prophete  saith  :l  Better  is  to  ben 
a  good  man,  and  have  litel  good  and  tresore,  than  to 
ben  holden  a  schrewe,  and  have  gret  riches.  And  yit 
say  I  forthermore,  that  ye  schuln  alway  doon  youre 
businesse  to  gete  yow  riches,  so  that  ye  gete  hem  with 
good  conscience.  And  the  apostil  seith,*  ther  nys 
thing  in  this  world  of  which  we  schuln  have  so  gret 
joye,  as  whan  oure  conscience  bereth  us  good  witnes. 
Aiid  the  wise  man  saith :  The  substaunce  of  a  man  is 
ful  good,  whan  synne  is  not  in  his  conscience.  After- 
ward, in  getynge  of  youre  richesses,  and  in  usynge  of 
hem,  you  most  have  gret  busynesse  and  gret  diligence, 
that  youre  good  name.be  alway  kept  and  conserved. 
For  Salamon  saith  :*  Better  it  is,  and  more  aveylith  a 
man,  for  to  have  a  good  name,  than  for  to  have  gret 
riches.  And  therfore  he  saith4  in  another  place:  Do 
gret  diligence,  saith  Salamon,  in  kepynge  of  thy  frend, 
and  of  thy  good  name,  for  it  schal  lenger  abyde  with 
the,  than  eny  tresor,  be  it  never  so  precious.  And 
certes,  he  schulde  nought  be  cleped  a  gentil  man,  that 
after  God  and  good  conscience,  alle  thinges  left,  ne 
doth  his  diligence  and  busynesse  to  kepe  his  good 
name.  And  Oassidore  saith,  that  it  is  signe  of  a  good 
man  and  a  gentil,  or  of  a  gentil  herte,  whan  a  man 
loveth  or  desireth  to  have  a  good  name.  And  there- 
fore saith  seint  Augustyn,  that  ther  ben  tuo  thinges 
that  ben  necessarie  and  needful ;  and  that  is  good  con* 
science  and  good  loos;  that  is  to  sayn,  good  conscience 
in  thin  oughne  persone  in-ward,  and  good  loos  of  thin 
neghebor  out-ward.  And  he  that  trusteth  him  so 
moche  in  his  good  conscience,  that  he  despiseth  and 
settith  at  nought  his  good  name  or  loos,  and  rekketh 
nought  though  he  kepe  not  his  good  name,  nys  but  a 
cruel  churl. 

'Sire,  now  have  I  schewed  yow  how  ye  schulde 


1  Psalm  xxxvii.  iff.  f  *  Car.  i.  ia. 

>  Fror.  audi,  i.  *  Ecclus.  xli.  i*. 
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doon  in  getyng  of  good  and  riches,  and  how  ye  schulde 
use  hem;  I  see  wel  that  for  the  trust  that  ye  have  in 
youre  riches,  ye  wolde  meve  werre  and  bataila  I 
counseile  yow  that  ye  bygynne  no  werre  in  trust  of 
youre  riches,  for  thay  suffisen  not  werres  to  mayntene. 
And  therfore  saith  a  philosophre :  That  man  that  de* 
sireth  and  wol  algate  have  werre,  schal  never  have 
sufficeaunce ;  for  the  richere  that  he  is,  the  gretter  dis- 
penses most  he  make,  if  he  wol  have  worschipe  or  vic- 
toria And  Salamon  saith  :l  The  gretter  riches  that  a 
man  hath,  the  moo  despendours  he  hath.  And,  deere 
sire,  al  be  it  so  that  for  youre  riches  ye  mowe  have 
moche  folk,  yit  byhoveth  it  not  ne  it  is  not  good  to 
bygynne  werre,  ther  as  ye  may  in  other  maner  have 
pees  unto  youre  worschipe  and  profyt ;  for  the  victorie 
of  batailles  that  ben  in  this  world,  lith  not  in  gret 
nombre  or  multitude  of  poeple,  ne  in  vertu  of  man, 
but  it  lith  in  the  wille  and  in  the  hond  of  oure  lord 
God  almighty.  And  Judas  Machabeus,*  which  was 
Goddes  knight,  whan  he  schulde  fighte  ageinst  his 
adversaries,  that  hadde  a  gretter  nombre  and  a  gretter 
multitude  of  folk  and  strengere  than  was  the  poeple  of 
this  Machabe,  yit  he  reconforted  his  litel  poeple,  and 
sayde  ryght  in  this  wise :  As  lightly,  quod  he,  may 
oure  lord  God  almighty  give  victory  to  fewe  folk,  as 
to  many  folk  ;*  for  the  victorie  of  batailles  cometh 
nought  by  the  grete  nombre  of  poeple,  but  it  cometh 
fro  oure  lord  God  of  heven.  And,  dere  sire,  for  as 
moche  as  ther  is  no  man  certeyn,  if  it  be  worthi  that 
God  give  him  victorie  or  nought,  after  that  that  Sala- 
mon saith,  therfore  every  man  schulde  gretly  drede 
werres  to  bygynne.  And  bycause  that  in  batailles 
falle  many  mervayles  and  periles,  and  happeth  other 
while,  that  as  soone  is  the  grete  man  slayn  as  the  litel 


1  Ecclus.  xiv.  4.  8  1  Maccab.iii.  18,  19. 

*  As  to  many  JoUs.    These  words  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  eri- 
dently  by  a  mere  oversight  of  the  scribe. — W. 
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man ;  and,  as  it  is  writen  in  the  eeoounde  book  of 
Kynges,1  the  deedes  of  batayles  be  aventurous,  and  no 
thing  certeyn,  for  as  lightly  is  oon  hurt  with  a  spere 
as  another;  and  for  ther  is  gret  peril  in  werre,  therfore 
schulde  a  man  flee  and  eschewe  werre  in  as  moche  as  a 
man  may  goodly.  For  Salamon  saith :  He  that  loveth 
peril,  schal  falle  in  peril.' 

After  that  dame  Prudens  hadde  spoke  in  this  maner, 
Melibe  answerde  and  sayde  :  '  I  se  wel,  dame,  that  by 
youre  faire  wordes  and  by  youre  resouns,  that  ye  have 
schewed  me,  that  the  werre  liketh  yow  no  thing ;  but 
I  have  not  yit  herd  youre  counseil,  how  I  schall  dop 
in  this  neede.'  '  Certes,'  quod  sche,  '  I  counseile  yow 
that  ye  acoorde  with  youre  adversaries,  and  that  ye 
have  pees  with  hem.  For  seint  Jame*  saith  in  his 
Epistles,  that  by  concord  and  pees,  the  smale  ryches 
wexen  grete,  and  by  debaat  and  discord  the  gret 
richesses  fallen  doun.  And  ye  knowe  wel,  that  oon  of 
the  moste  grettest  and  sovereign  thinges  that  is  in  this 
world,  is  unite  and  pees.  And  therfore  saith  oure  lord 
Jhesu  Grist8  to  his  aposteles  in  this  wise :  Wel  happy 
and  blessed  be  thay  that  loven  and  purchacen  pees,  for 
thay  ben  called  children  of  God.'*  '  A !'  quod  Melibe, 
*  now  se  I  wel,  that  ye  loven  not  myn  honour,  ne  my 
worschipe.  Ye  knowe  wel  that  myne  adversaries  han 
bygonne  this  debate  and  brige  by  here  outrage,  and  ye 
see  wel  that  thay  require  ne  praye  me  not  of  pees,  ne 
thay  askyn  nought  to  be  reoounsield ;  wol  ye  thanne 
that  I  goo  and  meke  me  unto  hem,  and  crie  hem 
mercy  ?  For  sothe  that  were  not  my  worschipe  ;  for 
right  as  men  seyn,  that  over  gret  pryde  engendreth 
dispisyng,  so  fareth  it  by  to  gret  humblete  or  mekenes.' 
Thanne  bygan  dame  Prudence  to  make  semblant  of 


i  i  Sam  xvii.  47.    Galled  in  the  Vulgate  1  Kings. 
9  The  only  place  in  St.  James  at  all  like  this  is  ill.  15. 

3  Matt.  y.  9. 

4  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  CriH;  but  God  is  the  reading  of  the  Lansd. 
MS.,  and  agrees  best  with  Scripture. 
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wraththe,  and  sayde :  '  Certes,  sire,  save  youre  grace, 
I  love  youre  honour  and  youre  profyt  as  I  doo  myn 
owne,  and  ever  have  doon ;  ye  ne  mowe  noon  other 
seyn ;  and  yit  if  I  hadde  sayd,  ye  scholde  have  pur- 
chased pees  and  the  reconciliacioun,  I  ne  hadde  not 
moche  mystake  in  me,  ne  seyd  amys.  For  the  wise 
man  saith :  The  discencioun  bigynneth  by  another  man, 
and  the  reconsilynge  bygynneth  by  thy  self.  And  the 
prophete  saith  :l  Flee  schame  and  schrewednesse  and 
doo  goodnesse ;  seeke  pees  and  folwe  it,  as  moche  as  in 
the  is.  Yet  seith  he  not,  that  ye  schul  rather  pursewe 
to  youre  adversaries  for  pees,  than  thei  schul  to  yow  ; 
for  I  knowe  wel  that  ye  be  so  hard-herted,  that  ye  wil 
doo  no  thing  for  me ;  and  Salamon  saith  :a  He  that  is 
over  hard-herted,  atte  laste  he  schal  .myshappe  and 
mystyde.' 

Whan  MelibS  had  seyn  dame  Prudence  make  sem- 
blaunce  of  wraththe,  he  sayde  in  this  wise  :  '  Dame,  I 
pray  yow  that  ye  be  not  displesed  of  thinges  that  I 
say,  for  ye  knoweth  wel  that  I  am  angry  and  wroth, 
and  that  is  no  wonder ;  and  thay  that  ben  wroth,  wot 
not  wel  what  thay  doon,  ne  what  thay  say.  Therfore 
the  prophete  saith,  that  troublit  eyen  have  no  cleer 
sight.  But  sayeth  and  counsaileth  me  forth  as  yow 
liketh,  for  I  am  redy  to  doo  right  as  ye  wol  desire. 
And  if  ye  reprove  me  of  my  folye,  I  am  the  more  holde 
to  love  yow  and  to  prayse  yow.  For  Salamon  saith,8 
that  he  that  repreveth  him  that  doth  folie,  he  schal 
fynde  gretter  grace  than  he  that  deceyveth  him  by 
swete  wordes.'  Thanne  sayde  dame  Frudens :  '  £ 
make  no  semblant  of  wraththe  ne  of  anger,  but  far 
youre  grete  profyt.  For  Salamon  saith  :4  He  is  more 
worth  that  reproveth  or  chydeth  a  fool  for  his  folie, 
gchewynge  him  semblant  of  wraththe,  than  he  that 
supporteth  him  and  prayseth  him  in  his  mysdoyng 


1  Psalm  xxxiv.  14.  *  Prov.  xxriii.  14. 

»  Prov.xxYiii.al.  «  Ibid. 
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And  laugheth  at  his  folia  A  nd  this  same  Salamon  saith  * 
afterward,  that  by  the  sorweful  visage  of  a  man,  that 
is  to  sayn,  by  sory  and  hevy  countenaunce  of  a  man, 
the  fool  corretteth  himself  and  amendeth.'  Thanne 
sayde  Melibeus  :  '  I  schal  not  conne  answere  to  so 
many  faire  resouns  as  ye  putten  to  me  and  schewen ; 
sayeth  schortly  youre  wille  and  youre  counseil,  and  I 
am  al  redy  to  fulfille  and  perfourme  it.' 

Thanne  dame  Prudence  discovered  al  hire  counsail 
and  hire  will  unto  him  and  sayde :  '  I  counseile  yow,' 
quod  sche,  'above  alle  thinges,  that  ye  make  pees 
bitwen  God  and  yow,  and  beth  reconsiled  unto  him 
and  to  his  grace ;  for  as  I  have  sayd  yow  herbiforn,  God 
hath  suflred  yow  have  this  tribulacioun  and  disease* 
for  youre  synnes ;  and  if  ye  do  as  I  say  yow,  God  wol 
sende  youre  adversaries  unto  yow,  and  make  hem  falle 
at  youre  feet,  al  redy  to  doo  youre  wille  and  youre 
comaundment.  For  Salamon  saith  :*  Whan  the  con- 
dicioun  of  man  is  plesant  and  likyng  to  God,  he 
chaungeth  the  hertes  of  the  mannes  adversaries,  and 
oonstreigneth  hem  to  biseke  him  of  pees  and  of  grace. 
And  I  pray  yow  let  me  speke  with  youre  adversaries  in 
prive  place,  for  thay  schul  not  knowe  it  by  youre  wille 
or  youre  assent;  and  thanne,  whan  I  knowe  here  wille 
and  here  entent,  I  may  counseile  yow  the  more  seurly,' 

*  Dame/  quod  Melibeus,  '  doth  youre  wille  and 
youre  likyng,  for  I  putte  me  holly  in  youre  dispoai- 
cioun  and  ordinaunce.'  Thanne  dame  Prudence,  whan 
sche  seih  the  good  wille  of  hir  housbond,  sche  delibered 
and  took  avis  by  hir  self,  thenkynge  how  sche  mighte 
bringe  this  neede  unto  good  conclusioun  and  to  a  good 
ende.  And  whan  sche  saugh  hire  tyme,  sche  sente  for 
these  adversaries  to  come  unto  hire  into  a  prive  place, 
and  schewed  wysly  unto  hem  the  grete  goodes  thai 


1  Eccles.  vii.  3. 
*  TribiUadotm  and  disease.    The  Harl.  MS.  omits  the  two  first  words, 
which  are  given  from  the  Lansd.  MS.    The  French  original  has  cede 
tribulation  only.— W.  8  Pro?,  xvt  7. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


THE  TALE  OF  MELIBEUS.  175 

eomen  of  pees,  and  the  grete  harmes  and  perils  that 
ben  in  werre ;  and  sayde  to  hem,  in  goodly  manere, 
how  that  hem  aughte  to  have  gret  repentaunce  of  the 
injurie  and  wrong  that  thay  hadde  doon  to  Melibe 
hire  lord,  and  unto  hire  and  hire  doughter.  And  whan 
thay  herden  the  goodly  wordes  of  dame  Prudence,  they 
were  tho  surprised  and  ravyssched,  and  hadden  so  gret 
joye  of  hire,  that  wonder  was  to  telle.  '  A !  lady,' 
quod  thay,  'ye  have  schewed  unto  us  the  blessyng  of 
swetnes,  after  the  sawe  of  David  the  prophete;  for 
the  recounsilyng,  which  we  be  nought  worthy  to  have 
in  no  manere,  but  we  oughten  require  it  with  gret 
contricioun  and  humilite,  ye  of  youre  grete  goodnes 
have  presented  unto  us.  Now  we  se  wel,  that  the 
science  of  Salamon1  is  ful  trewe  :  he  saith,  that  swete 
wordes  multiplien  and  encrescen  frendes,  and  maken 
schrewes  to  ben  debonaire  and  meke.  Certes,'  quod 
thay,  '  we  putten  oure  deede,  and  al  oure  matier  and 
cause,  al  holly  in  youre  good  wille,  and  ben  redy  to 
obeye  to  the  speche  and  to  the  comaundement  of  my 
lord  Melibe.  And  therfore,  deere  and  benigne  lady, 
we  pray  yow  and  byseke  yow,  as  meekely  as  we  conne 
and  may,  that  it  like  to  yowre  grete  goodnes  to  fulfille 
in  deede  yowre  goodliche  wordes.  For  we  considere 
and  knowleche  wel  that  we  have  offended  and  greved 
my  lord  Melibe  out  of  resoun  and  out  of  mesure,  so 
ferforth  that  we  ben  nought  of  power  to  make  his 
amendes  ;  and  therfore  we  oblie  us  and  bynde  us  and 
oure  frendes,  for  to  doo  al  his  wille  and  his  comaund- 
mentz.  But  peraventure  he  hath  such  hevynes  and 
such  wraththe  to  usward,  bycause  of  oure  offence,  that 
he  wol  enjoyne  us  such  peyne  as  we  mow  not  bere  ne 
susteyne ;  and  therfore,  noble  lady,  we  biseke  to  youre 
wommanly  pite  to  take  such  avysement  in  this  neede, 
that  we,  ne  oure  frendes,  ben  not  disherited  and 
destroyed  thurgh  oure  folye.'     'Certes/  quod  dame 

1  Eoclus.  vi.  5. 
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Prudence,  '  it  is  an  hard  thing,  and  right  a  perilous, 
that  a  man  put  him  al  outrely  in  the  arbitracioun  an  i 
juggement  and  the  might  and  power  of  his  enemyea 
For  Salamon  saith  i1  Leeveth  and  giveth  credence  V> 
that  that  I  schal  say :  1  say,  quod  he,  geve8  poeple  and 
governours  of  holy  chirche ;  to  thy  sone,  to  thi  wyf,  to 
thy  frend,  ne  to  thy  brother,  ne  geve  thou  never 
might  ne  maystry  of  thy  body,  whil  thou  lyvest.  Now, 
sith  he  defendith  that  a  man  schulde  not .  give  to  his 
brother,  ne  to  his  frend,  the  might  of  his  body,  by  a 
strenger  resoun  he  defendeth  and  forbedith  a  man  to 
give  his  body  to  his  enemye.  But  natheles,  I  coun* 
Beile  yow  that  ye  mystruste  nought  my  lord ;  for  I  wot 
wel  and  knowe  verraily,  that  he  is  debonaire  and 
meke,  large,  curteys,  and  no  thing  desirous  ne  covey- 
tous  of  good  ne  richesse :  for  there  is  no  thing  in  this 
world  that  he  desireth,  save  oonly  worschipe  and 
honour.  Fortbermore  I  knowe,  and  am  right  seure, 
that  he  wol  no  thing  doo  in  this  neede  withoute 
counsail  of  me;  and  I  schal  so  worche  in  this  cause, 
that  by  the  grace  of  oure  lord  God  ye  schul  be  recoun- 
siled  unto  us.'  Thanne  sayde  thay,  with  oon  voys  : 
'  Worschipful  lady,  we  putte  us  and  oure  goodes  al" 
fully  in  youre  wille  and  disposicioun,  and  ben  redy  to 
come,  what  day  that  it  like  yow  and  unto  youre 
noblesse  to  limite  us  or  assigne  us,  for  to  make  oure 
obligacioun  and  bond,  as  strong  as  it  liketh  to  youre 
goodnes,  that  we  mowe  fulfill e  the  wille  of  yow  and  of 
my  lord  Melibe.'  Whan  dame  Prudence  had  herd  the 
answeres  of  thise  men,  sche  bad  hem  go  agayn  pry vely, 
and  sche  retourned  to  hir  lord  Melibe,  and  tolde  him 
how  sche  fond  his  adversaries  ful  repentant,  know- 
lechinge  ful  lowely  here  synnee  and  trespasses,  and  how 
thay  were  redy  to  suffre  alle  peyne,  requiring  .and  pray- 
ing him  of  mercy  and  pite. 

1  Eccles.  xxxiii.  19. 
2  The  word  ear  appears  to  be  omitted  after  geve.    The  original  ii 
1  Oiex  moi,  distil,  tous  peuples,'  fee 
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Thanne  saide  Melibeus, '  He  is  wel  worthy  to  have 
pardoun  and  forgevenes  of  his  synne,  that  excusitli  not 
his  synne,  but  knowlecheth  and  repentith  him,  axinge 
indulgence.  For  Senek  saith :  Ther  is  the  remissioun 
and  forgevenesse,  wher  as  the  confessioun  is;  for  con- 
fessioun  is  neighebor  to  innocence.  And  he  saith  in 
another  place,  He  that  hath  schame  of  his  synne, 
knowlechith  it.  And  therfore  I  assente  and  conferme 
me  to  have  pees,  but  it  is  good  that  we  doo  it  nought 
withoute  assent  and  the  wille  of  oure  frendes.'  Thanne 
was  Prudence  right  glad  and  jolyf,  and  sayde :  *  Certes, 
sire,' quod  sche,  'ye  ben  wel  and  goodly  avysed;  for 
right  as  by  the  counsail  and  assent  and  help  of  youre 
frendes,  ye  have  be  stired  to  venge  yow  and  make 
werre,  right  so  withoute  here  counseil  schul  ye  nought 
acorde  yow  ne  have  pees  with  youre  adversaries.  For 
the  lawe  saith :  Ther  nys  no  thing  so  good  by  way  of 
kinde,  as  thing  to  be  unbounde  by  him  that  it  was 
bounde.'  And  thanne  dame  Prudence,  withoute  delay 
or  taryinge,  sente  anoon  messageres  for  here  kyn  and 
for  here  olde  frendes,  whiche  that  were  trewe  and 
wyse;  and  tolde  hem  by  ordre,  in  the  presence  of 
Melibe,  of  this  matier,  as  it  is  above  expressed  and 
declared;  and  praide  hem  that  thay  wolde  give  here 
avys  and  counseil  what  best  were  to  doon  in  this 
matiere.  And  whan  Melibeus  frendes  hadde  take  here 
avys  and  deliberacioun  of  the  forsayde  matier,  and 
hadden  examyned  it  by  greet  besynes  and  gret  dili- 
gence, they  gafe  him  ful  counsail  to  have  pees  and 
reste,  and  that  Melibeus  schulde  with  good  hert  rescey  ve 
his  adversaries  to  forgivenes  and  mercy. 

And  whan  dame  Prudence  had  herd  thassent  of  hir 
lord  Melibeus,  and  counseil  of  his  frendes  accorde  with 
hire  wille  and  hire  entencioun,  sche  was  wonderly  glad 
in  herte,  and  sayde :  '  Ther  is  an  olde  proverbe  that 
saith,  the  gbodnesse  that  thou  maist  do  this  day  abyde 
not  ne  delaye  it  nought  unto  to  morwe;  and  therf  ure 

vol.  n.  n 
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I  counseile  yow  ye  sende  youre  messageres,  whiche 
that  ben  discrete  and  wise,  unto  youre  adversaries, 
tellynge  hem  on  youre  bihalve,  that  if  thay  wol  trete 
of  pees  and  of  accord,  that  thay  schape  hem  withoute 
dilay  or  taryinge  to  come  unto  us.'  Which  thing  was 
parformed  in  dede;  and  whan  these  trespasours  and 
repentynge  folk  of  here  folies,  that  is  to  sayn,  the 
adversaries  of  Melibe>  hadden  herd  what  the  messan- 
geres  say  den  unto  hem,  thay  were  right  glad  and  joli£ 
and  answerden  ful  mekely  and  benignely,  yeldynge 
graces  and  thankynges  to  here  lord  Melibe,  and  to  al 
his  compaignye ;  and  schope  hem  withoute  delay  to  go 
with  the  messangeres,  and  obeye  hem  to  the  comaunde- 
ment  of  here  lord  Melibe.  And  right  anoon  thay  token 
here  way  to  the  court  of  Melibe^  and  token  with  hem 
some  of  here  trewe  frendes,  to  make  faith  for  hem,  and 
for  to  ben  here  borwes.  And  whan  thay  were  ©omen 
to  the  presence  of  Melibeus,  he  seyde  hem  thise  wordes :  • 
'  It  stondith  thus/  quod  Melibeus,  '  and  soth  it  is,  that 
ye  causeles,  and  withouten  skile  and  resoun,  have  doon 
gret  injuries  and  wronges  to  me,  and  to  my  wyf  Pru- 
dence, and  to  my  doughter  also,  for  ye  have  entred 
into  myn  hous  by  violence,  and  have  doon  such  outrage, 
that  alle  men  knowe  welle  that  ye  have  deserved  the 
deth;  and  therfore  wil  I  knowe  and  wite  of  yow, 
whether  ye  wol  putte  the  punyschment  and  the  chas- 
tisement and  the  vengeaunce  of  this  outrage,  in  the 
wille  of  me  and  of  my  wyf,  dame  Prudence,  or  ye  wil 
not.'  Thanne  the  wisest  of  hem  thre  answerde  for 
hem  alle,  and  sayde :  '  Sire/  quod  he,  '  we  knowe  wel, 
that  we  be  unworthy  to  come  to  the  court  of  so  gret  a 
lord  and  so  worthy  as  ye  be,  for  we  ban  so  gretly 
mystake  us,  and  have  offendid  and  giltid  in  such  a  wise 
ageins  youre  heighe  lordschipe,  that  trewely  we  have 
deserved  the  deth.  But  yit  for  the  greete  goodnes  and 
debonairete  that  al  the  world  witnesseth  of  youre  per- 
sone,  we  submitten  us  to  the  excellence  and  benignito 
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of  youre  gracious  lordschipe,  and  ben  redy  to  obeye  to 
alle  youre  comaundementz,  bisecbynge  yow  that  of 
youre  merciable  pite  ye  wol  considre  oure  grete  re- 
pentaunce  and  lowe  submissioun,  and  graunte  us  for- 
givenes  of  oure  outrage,  trespas,  and  offence.  For  wel 
we  knowen,  that  youre  liberal  grace  and  mercy  strechen 
forthere  into  goodnesse  than  doth  oure  outrage,  gilt, 
and  trespas,  into  wikkednes;  al  be  it  that  cursedly  and 
dampnably  we  have  agilt  ageinst  youre  highe  lord- 
schipe.' Thanne  Melibe  took  hem  up  fro  the  ground 
ful  benignely,  and  resceyved  here  obligaciouns,  and 
here  bondes,  by  here  othes  upon  here  plegges  and 
borwes,  and  assigned  hem  a  certeyn  day  to  retourne 
unto  his  court  for  to  accepte  and  receyve  the  sentence 
and  juggement  that  Melibe  wolde  comaunde  to  be  doon 
on  hem,  by  these  causes  aforn  sayde;  which  thing 
ordeyned,  every  man  retourned  home  to  his  hous.  And 
whan  that  dame  Prudence  saugh  hire  tyme,  sche 
freyned  and  axed  hire  lord  Melibe,  what  vengeance  he 
thoughte  to  take  upon  his  adversaries.  To  which 
Melibeus  answerd  and  saide :  '  Certes,'  quod  he,  '  I 
thenke  and  purpose  me  fully  to  desherite  hem  of  al 
that  ever  thay  have,  and  for  to  putte  hem  in  exil  for 
evermore.' 

'  Certes,'  quod  dame  Prudence,  '  this  were  a  cruel 
sentence,  and  mochil  ageinst  resoun.  For  ye  ben  riche 
y-nough,  and  have  noon  neede  of  other  mennes  good; 
and  ye  mighte  lightly  gete  yow  a  coveitous  name, 
which  is  a  vicious  thing,  and.  oughte  to  ben  eschewed 
of  every  man ;  for  after  the  sawe  of  thapostil,  covetise 
is  roote  of  alle  harmea.  And  therfore  it  were  bettre 
for  yow  to  lese  so  moche  good  of  youre  oughne,  than 
for  to  take  of  here  good  in  this  manere.  For  bettir  it 
is  to  lese  good  with  worschipe,  than  it  is  to  wynne 
good  with  vilonye  and  schame.  And  every  man  oughte 
to  do  his  diligence  and  his  busynesse,  to  gete  him  a 
good  name.     And  yit  schal  he  nought  oonly  busie  him 
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in  kepynge  of  his  good  name,1  but  he  schulde  enforce 
him  alway  to  do  som  thing,  by  which  he  may  renovele 
his  good  name ;  for  it  is  writen,  that  the  olde  goode 
loos  of  a  man  is  soone  goon  and  passed,  whan  it  is  not 
newed  ne  renoveled.  And  as  touchinge  that  ye  sayn, 
that  ye  wol  exile  youre  adversaries,  that  thinketh  me 
mochil  ageinst  resoun,  and  out  of  mesure,  considered 
the  power  that  thay  han  gyve  to  yow  upon  here  body 
and  on  hem  self.  And  it  is  writen,  that  he  is  worthy 
to  lese  his  privelege,  that  mysuseth  the  might  and  the 
power  that  is  geve  to  him.  And  yit  I  sette  the  caas, 
ye  mighte  enjoyne  hem  that  peyne  by  right  and  lawe 
(which  I  trowe  ye  mow  nought  do),  I  say,  ye  mighte 
nought  putte  it  to  execucioun  peraventure,  and  thanne 
were  it  likly  to  torne  to  the  werre,  as  it  was  biforn. 
And  therfore  if  ye  wol  that  men  do  yow  obeissaunce, 
ye  moste  deme  more  curteisly,  that  is  to  sayn,  ye  moste 
give  more  esyere  sentence  and  juggement.  For  it  is 
writen :  He  that  most  curteysly  comaundeth,  to  him 
men  most  obeyen.  And  therfore  I  pray  yow,  that  in 
this  necessite  and  in  this  neede  ye  caste  yow  to  over- 
come youre  herte.  For  Senek  saith,  he  that  overcometh 
his  herte,  overcometh  twyes.  And  Tullius  saith :  Ther 
is  no  thiDg  so  comendable  in  a  gret  lord,  as  whan  he  is 
debonaire  and  meeke,  and  appesith  him  lightly.  And" 
I  pray  yow,  that  ye  wol  forbere  now  to  do  vengeaunce, 
in  such  a  manere,  that  youre  goode  name  may  be  kept 
and  conserved,  and  that  men  mowe  have  cause  and 
matiere  to  prayse  yow  of  jrite  and  of  mercy;  and  that 
ye  have  noon  cause  to  repente  yow  of  thing  that  ye 
doon.  For  Senec  saith:  He  overcometh  in  an  evel 
manere,  that  repenteth  him  of  his  victorie.  Wherfore 
I<  pray  yow  let  mercy  be  in  youre  herte,  to  theffect 
and  thentent,  that  God  almighty  have  mercy  and  pite 
upon  yow  in  his  laste  juggement.     For  seint  Jame1  . 


1  Andyitschal  .  .  .  good  name.    This  passage,  omitted  in  the  Harl. 
MS ,  is  restored  from  the  Lausd.  MS.— W.         .  2  James  ii.  1 3. 
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saith  in  his  Epistil :  juggement  withoute  mercy  schal 
be  doon  to  him,  that  hath  no  mercy  of  another  wight.' 
Whan  Melibe  had  herd  the  grete  skiles  and  resouns 
of  dame  Prudens,  and  hir  wys  informacioun  and  tech- 
ynge,  his  herte  gan  enclyne  to  the  wille  of  his  wyf, 
consideryng  hir  trewe  entent,  conformed  him  anoon 
and  consented  fully  to  werke  after  hir  reed  and  coun- 
seil,  and  thankid  God,  of  whom  procedeth  al  goodnes, 
that  him  sente  a  wif  of  so  gret  discrecioun.  And  whan 
the  day  cam  that  his  adversaries  schulden  appere  in 
his  presence,  he  spak  to  hem  ful  goodly,  and  sayde  in 
this  wise :  *  Al  be  it  so,  that  of  youre  pryde  and  heigh 
presumpcionn  and  folye,  and  of  youre  negligence  and 
unconnynge,  ye  have  mysbore  yow,  and  trespassed  unto 
me,  yit  forasmoche  as  I  se  and  biholde  youre  humilite, 
that  ye  ben  sory  and  repentaunt  of  youre  giltes,  it 
constreigneth  me  to  do  yow  grace  and  mercy.  Wher- 
fore  I  receyve  yow  to  my  grace,  and  forgeve  yow 
outerly  alle  the  offenses,  injuries,  and  wronges,  that  ye 
have  don  to  me  and  agayns  me  and  myne,  to  this 
effect  and  to  this  ende,  that  God  of  his  endeles  mercy 
wole  at  the  tyme  of  oure  deyinge  forgive  us  oure  giltes, 
that  we  have  trespased  to  him  in  this  wrecchid  world ; 
for  douteles  and  we  ben  sory  and  repentaunt  of  the 
synnes  and  giltes  whiche  we  have  trespassed  inne  in 
the  sight  of  oure  lord  God,  he  is  so  free  and  so  merci- 
able,  that  he  wil  forgive  us  oure  gultes,  and  bringe  us 
to  the  blisse  that  never  hatb  ende.'     Amen. 


THE  PROLOGE  OF  THE   MONKES  TALE. 

TTJ'HAN  ended  was  my  tale  of  Melibe 

*  *  And  of  Prudence  and  hire  benignite, 
Oure  Hoste  sayde, '  As  I  am  faithful  man, 
And  by  the  precious  corpus  Madryan  I1 

*  In  Urry's  Glossary  this  is  interpreted,  *  By  the  body  of  Saint 
Haternus  of  Treves.' 
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I  hadde  lever  than  a  barel  ale 

That  gode  leef  my  wyf  had  herd  this  tale. 

For  sche  is  no  thing  of  such  pacience 

As  was  this  Melibeus  wyf  dame  Prudence. 

By  Goddes  boones !  whan  I  bete  my  knaves, 

Sche  bringeth  me  forth  the  grete  clbbbet  staves, 

And  crieth,  *  slee  the  dogges  everychon ! 

And  breke  of  hem  bothe  bak  and  bon!' 

And  if  that  eny  neghebour  of  myne 

Wol  nought  to  my  wyf  in  chirche  enclyne, 

Or  be  so  hardy  to  hir  to  trespace, 

Whan  sche  comth  horn,  sche  rampeth  in  my  face, 

And  crieth,  'false  coward,  wreke  thy  wyf! 

By  corpes  bones !  I  wil  have  thy  knyf, 

And  thou  schalt  have  my  distaf  and  go  spynne.' 

Fro  day  to  night  right  thus  sche  wil  bygynne; 

'  Alias !'  sche  saith,  '  that  ever  I  was  i-schape, 

To  wedde  a  mylk-sop  or  a  coward  ape, 

That  wil  be  over-lad  with  every  wight  I 

Thou  darst  nought  stonde  by  thy  wyves  right.* 

This  is  my  lif,  but  if  that  I  wil  fight; 

And  out  atte  dore  anoon  I  most  me  dight, 

And  ellis  I  am  lost,  but  if  that  I 

Be,  lik  a  wilde  leoun,  fool-hardy. 

I  wot  wel  sche  wol  do  me  sle  som  day 

Som  neighebor,  and  thanne  renne  away. 

For  I  am  perilous  with  knyf  in  honde, 

Al  be  it  that  I  dar  not  hir  withstonde. 

For  sche  is  big  in  armes,  by  my  faith ! 

That  schal  he  fynde  that  hire  mysdoth  or  saith. 

But  let  us  passe  away  fro  this  matiere. 

My  lord  the  monk,'  quod  he,  '  be  mery  of  chere, 

For  ye  schul  telle  a  tale  trewely. 

Lo,  Rowchestre1  stant  heer  faste  by. 


1  The  pilgrims  are  represented  in  The  Chanounes  Temamu?$  Prologe 
as  having  before  this  arrived  at  Boughton-under-Blee,  five  miles  on  the 
London  ride  of  Canterbury ;  [the  tale  most  therefore  be  regarded  as  mis* 
placed.    See  Scheme,  vol.  ii.  pp.  35I-354-] 
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Hyde  forth,  myn  oughne  lord,  brek   nought*  oure 

But,  by  my  trouthe,  I  can  not  youre  name ;    [game ! 

Whether  schal  I  calle  yow  my  lord  dan1  Johan, 

Or  daun  Thomas,  or  elles  dan  Albon? 

Of  what  hous  be  ye,  by  your  fader  kyn? 

I  vow  to  God  thou  hast  a  ful  fair  skyn ! 

It  is  a  gentil  pasture  ther  thou  gost; 

Thow  art  not  like  penaunt  or  a  goost. 

Upon  my  faith,  thou  art  an  officer, 

Som  worthy  sexteyn,  or  some  celerer;* 

For,  by  my  fader  soule,  as  to  my  doome, 

Thou  art  a  maister8  whan  thou  art  at  hoom, 

No  pover  cloysterer,  ne  non  novys, 

But  a  governour  bothe  wily  and  wys ; 

And  therwithal  of  brawne  and  of  bones 

A  wel  faryng  persone  for  the  noones. 

I  praye  God  give  him  confusioun, 

That  first  the  broughte  to  religioun!4 

Thow  woldist  han  be  a  trede-foul  aright ; 

Haddist  thou  as  gret  a  leve  as  thou  hast6  might 


1  Dan,  daun,  don,  or  dom,  is  a  contraction  for  Dominus,  or,  as  it 
was  often  written,  Domnus,  and  is  the  peculiar  title  of  a  Benedictine. 

*  The  Sacristan,  contracted  Sexton,  was  the  officer  who  had  charge 
of  the  Sacristy,  where  the  plate,  consisting  of  chalices,  patens,  pixes, 
paxes,  processional  crosses,  candlesticks,  reliquaries,  candles,  incense, 
vestments,  hooks,  and  other  things  of  value  used  in  the  performance  of 
divine  service,  were  kept,  and  was  therefore  a  person  of  considerate 
trust.  The  cellarer  was  also  an  officer  of  prodigious  importance,  fur 
his  duties  are  thus  described  by  Du  Gauge,  •  Cui  potus  et  es<xe  cura  est, 
qui  ceUas  vinarice  et  escarias  prasest,  promus.*  Thus,  in  the  Lytell  Geste  oj 
RobynHode>- 

*  With  that  cam  in  a  fat  heded  monke, 
The  heygh  selerer .» 

8  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  officer,  which  is  probably  a  mistake  arising 
from  this  word  having  occurred  shortly  before  in  the  same  sense. 
Maister  is  from  Tyrwhitt. 

4  Religion,  religatio,  meaning  a  bond  or  rule,  was  appropriated  in  the 
middle  ages  to  the  state  of  monachism,  or  the  living  by  a  rule ;  and  a 
religious  person  meant  a  person  living  in  this  state,  whether  he  or  she 
were  religious  or  not,  in  the  modern  sense  of  the  word. 

5  Thou  hast  are  added  from  the  Lansd.  MS.,  and  seem  necessary  to 
the  sense  and  metre. — W. 
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To  performe  al  thi  wil  in  engendrure, 

Thow  haddist  bigeten  many  a  creature. 

Alias !  why  werest  thou  so  wyd  a  cope? 

God  gif  me  sorwe !  and  I  were  a  pope, 

Nought  only  thou,  but  every  mighty  man, 

Though  he  were  schore1  brode  upon  his  pan, 

Schuld  han  a  wif ;  for  al  this  world  is  lorn ; 

Religioun  hath  take  up  al  the  corn 

Of  tredyng,  and  we  burel  men  ben  schrympes; 

Of  feble  trees  ther  cometh  feble  ympes. 

This  makith  that  oure  heires  ben  so  sclender 

And  feble,  that  thay  may  not  wel  engender. 

This  makith  that  our  wyfes  wol  assaye 

Religious  folk,  for  thay  may  bettre  paye 

Of  Venus  payementes  than  may  we. 

God  woot,  no  lusscheburghes*  paye  ye! 

But  beth  nought  wroth,  my  lorde,  though  I  play, 

For  oft  in  game  a  soth  I  have  herd  say.' 

This  worthy  Monk  took  al  in  pacience, 
.And  saide,  '  I  wol  doon  al  my  diligence, 
Als  fer  as  souneth  into  honeste,8 
To  telle  yow  a  tale,  or  tuo  or  thre ; 
And  if  yow  lust  to  herken  hider-ward, 
I  wil  yow  say  the  lif  of  seint  Edward,4 
Or  elles  first  tregedis  wil  I  yow  telle, 
Of  which  I  have  an  hundred  in  my  celle.* 


1  Alluding,  of  course,  to  the  tonsure. 

*  Base  coins,  so  called,  as  Skinner  supposes,  because  first  imported 
from  Luxembourg.  They  are  called  in  stat.  *5  Edward  III.  c.  a,  la 
monoie  appelle  Lucyribourg. — T.  A  similar  comparison  occurs  in  Piers 
Plowman,  thus  given  in   the  correct  text  of  Mr.  Wright's* edition: 

*  As  in  hmheburwes  is  a  luther  alay, 
And  yet  loketh  he  like  a  sterlyng.' 
»  As  far  as  its  tone  is  consistent  with  propriety.   The  same  expression 
is  used  in  the  Preces  de  Ckauceres : — '  Alle  thilke  that  sounen  into  synne.' 
4  St.  Edward  the  Confessor. 

*  Such  histories  would  naturally  be  popular  in  a  monastery,  as 
affording  consolation  to  those  who  had  entered  the  cloister  from  dis- 
appointed hopes,  or  had  been  consigned  to  it  for  state  crimes,  like  the 
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Tregedis  is  to  sayn  a  certeyn  stone. 
As  olde  bookes  maken  us  memorie, 
Of  hem  that  stood  in  greet  prosperity, 
And  is  y-fallen  out  of  heigh  degre 
Into  miserie,  and  endith  wrecchedly; 
And  thay  ben  versityed  comunly 
Of  six  feet,  which  men  clepe  exametron.1 
In  prose  ben  eek  endited  many  oon; 


Earl  of  Douglas,  whose  history  is  related  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Hist,  of 
Scotland,  vol.  i.  He  had  been  taken  in  rebellion  by  James  II.  of  Scot- 
land, but  was  by  that  monarch  granted  his  life  on  condition  that  he 
retired  to  the  monastery  of  Lmdores, '  to  which  sentence  he  submitted 
salmly,  only  using  a  popular  proverb, '  He  that  cannot  do  better  must 
be  a  monk !' '  The  recollections  suggested  by  such  tragedies,  of  con- 
tests past  and  dangers  escaped,  would  also  have  attractions  for  those 
who  retired  to  a  monastery  to  spend  the  evening  of  an  eventful  life  in 
peace  and  seclusion,  like  Charles  V.,  or  the  subject  of  the  following 
curious  picture,  quoted  by  the  learned  Dean  Butler  in  his  Hint.  <jf 
Trim.*— 

'  Ipse  post  militiae  cursum  temporalis, 
Illustratus  gratia  doni  spiritualis, 
Esse  Ghristi  cupiens  miles  specialis, 
In  hftc  domo  monachus  factus  est  claustralis. 

Ultra  modum  placidus,  dulcis  et  benignus, 
Ob  setatis  senium  candidus  ut  cygnus, 
Blandus  et  affabilis  ac  amari  dignus, 
In  Be  sancti  spiritus  possidebat  pignus. 

Nam  sanctam  ecclesiam  saepe  flrequentabat, 
Missarum  mysteria  laetus  auscultabat, 
Et  quas  scire  poterat  laudes  personabat, 
Ac  coelestem  gloriam  mente  ruminabat. 

Ejus  conversatio  dulcis  et  jocosa, 
Valde  commendabilis  et  religiosa, 
Ita  cunctis  fratribus  fuit  gratiosa, 
Quod  nee  gravis  exstitit  nee  fastidiosa. 

Hie  per  claustrum  quotiens  transiens  meavit, 
Hinc  et  nine  ad  monachos  caput  inclinavit, 
Et  sic  nutu  capitis  eos  salutavit, 
Quos  affectu  intimo  plurimum  amavit,'  &c. 

1  The  Monk  probably  means  Latin  hexameter;  for,  though  the 
verse  of  Gamelyn,  the  supposititious  Ploughman's  Tale,  and  prologues, 
like  the  verse  afterwards  generally  used  by  Surrey  and  Wyatt,  consists 
sometimes  of  six  iambic  feet,  the  term  *  hexameter*  has  been  generally 
appropriated  to  the  metre  of  Homer  and  Virgil. 
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In  metre  eek,  in  many  a  sondry  wise;1 
Lo,  this  declaryng  ought  y-nough  suffise. 
Now  herkneth,  if  yow  likith  for  to  heere; 
But  first  1  yow  biseche  in  this  matiere, 
Though  I  by  ordre  telle  not  thise  thinges, 
Be  it  of  popes,  emperours,  or  kynges, 
After  her  age,  as  men  may  write  fynde, 
But  telle  hem  som  bifore  and  som  byhynde, 
As  it  cometh  now  to  my  remembraunce, 
Haveth  me  excused  of  myn  ignoraunce. 


THE   MONKES  TALE. 

[The  idea  of  this  tale,  very  appropriately  related  by  the 
Monk  (see  ante,  p.  184,  note  5),  was  probably  derived  from 
Boccaccio's  great  work,  De  Casibus  Vtrorwm  Ulttstrium, 
though  in  the  tragedy  of  Zenobia  the  poet  quotes  as  from 
Petrarch.  This  mistake  Tyrwhitt  supposes  to  have  arisen 
from  *  Boccaccio's  book  having  fallen  into  his  hands  under 
the  name  of  Petrarch/  an  explanation  which  is  far  from 
satisfactory.  Both  in  the  substance  and  order  of  the  tales, 
however,  as  Mr.  Wright  observes,  Chaucer  has  departed  from 
his  original,  introducing  some  tragedies  which  are  not  to  be 
found  in  Boccaccio's  work,  and  remodelling  others.  The  reader 
will  perceive  that  he  follows  and  even  transcends  the  custom 
of  mediaeval  writers  generally,  by  deducing  his  story  from 
times  anterior  even  to  the  creation  of  the  world,  which  was 
their  remotest  starting-point.  The  plan  of  this  collection  of 
tales  was  afterwards  adopted,  and  elaborated,  in  the  Mirror 
of  Magistrates;  and  we  may  thus  trace  Buckhurst's  design 
through  Chaucer  up  to  the  common  original  of  both — those 
old  tragedies  of  which  the  Monk  says, '  I  have  an  hundred  in 
my  celle.' — See  notice  of  Buckhurst  in  Ann.  Ed.  of  Surrey's 
Poems,  p.  261.]     

1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads— 

'And  in  metre  eek,  and  in  sondry  wise,' 
which  does  violence  alike  to  the  sense  and  metre.    The  text  is  from 
the  Lansd.  MS. 
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/      T  WOL  bywaile,  in  maner  of  tregedye, 

A  The  harm  of  hem  that  stood  in  heigh  degre. 

And  fallen  so  ther  is  no  remedye 

To  bring  hem  out  of  her  adversite ; 

For  certeynly,  whan  fortune  lust  to  flee, 

Ther  may  no  man  the  cours  of  hir  whiel  holde; 

Let  no  man  truste  in  blynd  prosperite, 

Beth  war  by  these  ensamples  trewe  and  olde. 

LUCIFER.1 

At  Lucifer,  though  he  an  aungil  were, 
And  nought  a  man,  at  him  wil  I  bygynne; 
For  though  fortune  may  nort  aungel  dere, 
From  heigh  degre  yit  fel  he  for  his  synne 
Doun  into  helle,  wher  he  yet  is  inne. 
O  Lucifer !  brightest  of  aungels  alle, 
Now  art  thou  Sathanas,  thou  maist  nought  twynne 
Out  of  miserie  in  which  thou  art  falle. 

ADAH. 

Lo  Adam,  in  the  feld  of  Damassene* 
With  Goddes  oughne  fynger  wrought  was  he, 
And  nought  bigeten  of  mannes  sperma  unclene, 
And  welt  al  paradys,  savyng  oon  tre. 
Had  never  worldly  man  suche  degre 
As  Adam,  til  he  for  mysgovernance 
Was  dryven  out  of  heigh  prosperite, 
To  labour,  and  to  helle,  and  to  meschaunce. 

1  This  tragedy  is  not  found  in  Boccaccio.  It  seems  to  be  taken 
ftom  Isaiah  xiv.  ia-i5,  '  How  art  thou  fallen  from  heaven,  O  Lucifer, 
son  of  the  morning  1  How  art  thou  cut  down  to  the  ground ,  which  didst 
weaken  the  nations !  For  thou  hast  said  in  thine  heart,  I  will  ascend 
into  heaven,  I  will  exalt  my  throne  above  the  stars  of  God  ...  I  will 
be  like  the  Most  High.  Yet  thou  shalt  be  brought  down  to  hell,  to 
the  sides  of  the  pit.' 

3  So  Lydgate,  from  Boccace,  speaks  of  Adam  and  Eve,  Trag.  b.  i. 
c.  19: — 

1  Cf  slime  of  the  erth  in  Damascene  the  felde 
God  made  them  above  ech  creature.' 
Boccace  is  much  longer  in  relating  this  story,  which  is  the  first  of  hi*' 
tragedies.— T. 
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Lo  Sampson,  whiche  that  was  annunciate 
By  thangel,  long  er  his  nativite, 
A.nd  was  to  God  Almighty  consecrate, 
And  stood  in  nobles  whil  that  he  might  se. 
Was  never  such  another  as  was  he, 
To  speke  of  strength,  and  therto  hardynesse; 
But  to  his  wyfe8  told  he  his  secre, 
Thurgh  which  he  slough  himselfe  for  wrecchidnesse, 

Sampson,  this  noble  and  myhty  champioun, 
Withouten  wepen  save  his  hondes  tueye, 
He  slowhe  and  al  to-rent  the  lyoun 
To-ward  his  weddynge  walkinge  be  the  waie. 
The  false  wif  couthe  him  plese  and  preie 
Til  sche  his  counseile  knewe,  and  sche,  untrewe, 
Unto  his  foos  his  consel  gan  bewreye, 
And  him  for-soke,  and  toke  another  newe.1 

Thre  hundred  foxis  took  Sampson  for  ire, 
And  alle  her  tayles  he  togider  bond; 
And  sette  the  foxes  tailes  alle  on  fuyre, 
For  he  in  every  tail  hath  knyt  a  brond; 
And  thay  brent  alle  the  comes  of  that  lond, 
And  alle  her  olyvers  and  vynes  eeke. 
A  thousand  men  he  slough  eek  with  his  hond, 
And  hadde  no  wepen  but  an  asses  cheeke. 

Whan  thay  were  slayn,  so  thursted  him  that  he 
Was  wel  ner  lorn,  for  which  he  gan  to  preye 
That  God  wolde.  of  his  peyne  have  som  pite, 
And  send  him  drynk,  and  elles  must  he  deye. 
And  out  of  this  asses  cheke,  that  was  so  dreye, 
Out  of  a  woung-toth  sprong  anon  a  welle, 
Of  which  he  dronk  y-nough,  schortly  to  seye; 
Thus  halp  him  God,  as  Judicum8  can  telle. 

•  l  Tyrwhitt  says  that  Chancer  appears  to  have  taken  this  story 
Immediately  from  Judges  xiv.  xv.  xvi.,  rather  than  from  Boccaccio. 

2  This  stanza  has  been  accidentally  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  and  is 
hen  inserted  from  the  Lansd.  MS. — W. 

*  The  poet  quotes  the  title  of  the  Book  of  Judges,  Liber  Judicum,  in 
the  Vulgate,  just  as  he  quotes  Virgil  as  JSnefdos. 
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By  verray  fors  at  Algason,1  on  a  night, 
Maugre  the  Philistiens  of  that  cite, 
The  gates  of  the  toun  he  hath  up  plight, 
And  on  his  bak  caried  hem  hath  he, 
Heigh  upon  an  hil,  wher  men  might  hem  se. 

0  noble  almighty  Sampson,  leef  and  deere, 
Haddest  thou  nought  to  wommen  told  thy  secre, 
In  al  the  world  ne  hadde  be  thy  peere. 

This  Sampson  neyther  siser*  dronk  ne  wyn, 
Ne  on  his  heed  com  rasour  noon  ne  schere, 
By  precept  of  the  messager  divyn, 
For  alle  his  strengthes  in  his  heres  were. 
And  fully  twenty  wynter,  yer  by  yere, 
He  hadde  of  Israel*  the  goveraaunce. 
But  soone  he  schal  wepe  many  a  teere, 
For  wymmen  schuln  him  bringe  to  meschaunce. 

Unto  his  lemman  Dalida4  he  tolde 
That  in  his  heres  al  his  strengthe  lay; 
And  falsly  to  his  foomen  sche  him  solde, 
And  slepyng  in  hir  barm  upon  a  day 
Sche  made  to  clippe  or  schere  his  heres  away, 
And  made  his  foomen  al  his  craft  espien. 
And  whan  thay  fonde  him  in  this  array, 
They  bound  him  fast,  and  put  out  bothe  his  yen. 

But  er  his  heer  clipped  was  or  i-schave, 
Ther  was  no  bond  with  which  men  might  him  bynde ; 
But  now  is  he  in  prisoun  in  a  cave, 
Ther  as  thay  made  him  at  the  querne5  grynde. 
O  noble  Sampson,  strengest  of  al  mankynde ! 

1  Mr.  Wright  has  adopted  Gasan  instead  of  Algason,  the  reading  of 
the  Harl.  MS.;  but  it  has  been  restored,  as  apparently  the  Arabic 
torm  of  the  name,  well  known  to  the  Crusaders  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  III.    [Nearly  all  the  other  MSS.  read  (iazan.— W.  W.  S.] 

3  In  the  Vulgate  this  is  tiicem*  translated  in  the  authorised  version 
strong  drink.  Cider  is  evidently  a  form  of  the  same  word,  and  is  her* 
wed  by  Tyrwhitt. 

*  I  have  substituted  this  from  the  other  manuscripts,  in  place  of 
Jerusalem,  which  is  the  reading  of  the  Harl.  MS. — W. 

4  Where  Chaucer  found  this  form  of  the  name  does  not  appear,  lor 
In  the  Vulgate  she  is  called  Datila. 

*  Quern  means  a  mill  in  English,  from  the  same  root  probably  as 
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O  whilom  jugge  in  glory  and  in  richesse ! 
Now  maystow  wepe  with  thine  eyghen  blynde, 
Sith  thou  fro  wele  art  falle  to  wrecchednesse ! 

Thend  of  this  caytif  was,  as  I  schal  say, 
His  foomen  made  a  fest  upon  a  day, 
And  made  him  as  here  fool  biforn  hem  play; 
And  this  was  in  a  temple  of  gret  array; 
But  atte  last  he  made  a  foul  affray. 
For  he  two  pilers  schook,  and  made  hem  falle, 
And  doun  fel  temple  and  al,  and  ther.it  lay, 
And  slough  himsilf  and  eek  his  fomen  alle; 

This  is  to  sayn,  the  princes  everichon ; 
And  eek  thre  thousand  bodies  were  ther  slayn 
With  fallyng  of  the  grete  temple  of  stoon. 
Of  Sampson  now  wil  I  no  more  sayn ; 
Be  war  by  these  ensamples,  olde  and  playn, 
That  no  man  telle  his  counseil  to  his  wyf, 
•    Of  such  thing  as  he  wold  have  secre  fayn, 
If  that  it  touche  his  lymes  or  his  lif. 

DE   ERCULE.1 

Of  Ercules,  the  sovereyn  conquerour, 
Singen  his  werkes  laude  and  heigh  renoun ; 
For  in  his  tyme  of  strength  he  bar  the  flour. 
He  slough  and  rafte  the  skyn  fro  the  leoun; 
He  of  Centaures  layde  the  bost  adoun ; 
He  Arpies  slough,  the  cruel  briddes  felle; 
The  gold  appul  he  raft  fro  the  dragoun ; 
He  drof  out  Cerbures  the  fend  of  helle; 
He  slough  the  cruel  tyrant  Buserus, 
And  made  his  hors  to  frete  him  fleisch  and  boon ; 
He  slough  the  verray  serpent  veneneus; 


the  German  querlen,  to  twirl  round.  The  Anglo-Saxon  cweorn,  or 
cwyrn,  means  a  hand  mill ;  and  the  name  quern  is  still  given  to  those 
curious  hand-mills  often  found  in  the  country.  In  East  Anglia  a  hand- 
mill  for  grinding  mustard  is  called  a  quon,  evidently  a  corruption  of 
this  word.    See  Forby's  Diet,  of  East  Anglia. 

1  Tyrwhitt  has  pointed  out  the  source  whence  Chaucer  has  derived 
this  tragedy.    It  is  from  Boethius,  lib.  iv.,  met.  vii. 
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Of  Achiloyus  tuo  homes  he  raft  oon ; 
He  slough  Cacus  in  a  cave  of  stoon; 
He  slough  the  geaunt  Anteus  the  stronge : 
He  slough  the  grisly  bore,1  and  that  anoon ; 
And  bar  the  hevene*  upon  his  necke  longe. 

Was  never  wight,  siththen  the  world  bigan, 
That  slough  so  many  monstres  as  dede  he; 
Thurghout  the  wide  world  his  name  ran. 
What  for  his  strengthe  and  for  his  bounte, 
And  every  roialme  went  he  for  to  se; 
He  was  so  strong,  ther  might  no  man  him  iette. 
At  bothe  the  worldes  endes,  as  saith  the  Trophe,8 
In  stede  of  boundes  he  a  piler  sette. 

A  lemman  hadde  this  noble  campioun, 
That  highte  Dejanire,  freissh  as  May ; 
And  as  these  clerkes  maken  mencioun, 
Sche  hath  him  sent  a  schurte  fresch  and  gay.       ~- 
Alas !  this  schirt,  alias  and  wailaway ! 
Envenymed  was  subtily  withalle, 
That  er  he  hadde  wered  it  half  a  day, 
It  made  his  fleisch  al  fro  his  bones  falle. 

But  natheles  som  clerkes  hir  excusen, 
By  oon  that  highte  Nessus,  that  it  makyd. 
Be  as  be  may,  I  wil  nought  hir  accusyn; 
But  on  his  bak  he  wered  this  schirt  al  nakyd, 
Til  that  his  fleisch  was  for  the  venym  blaked. 
And  whan  he  saugh  noon  other  remedye, 


1  Substituted  from  the  Lansd.  MS.  for  leoun,  the  reading  of  the  Harl. 
MS— W. 

2  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  the  heed,  probably  supposing  it  to  mean  the 
boar's  head.  Tyrwhitt's  reading,  however,  here  adopted,  is  evidently 
the  correct  one,  as  agreeing  both  with  the  Latin  of  Boethius,  and  with 
Chaucer's  translation  of  it.  '  And  the  last  of  his  labours  was  that  he 
susteined  the  heven  upon  his  necke  unbowed.'  In  the  margin  of  one  of 
Tyrwhitt's  MSS.,  Um/je  is  interpreted  in  the  margin  diu. 

3  As  all  the  best  MSS.  agree  in  this  reading,  T  have  retained  it, 
though  I  cannot  tell  what  author  is  alluded  to.  The  margin  of  b.  i. 
has  this  note : — '  Hie  votes  Chaldasorum  Tropheus*  The  allusion  is  to 
the  Pillars  of  Hercules,  or  Straits  of  Gibraltar. 
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In  hote  colis  he  hath  himself  i-raked; 
For  no  venym  deyned  him  to  dye. 

Thus  starf  this  mighty  and  worthy  Erculea. 
Lo !  who  may  truste  fortune  eny  throwe? 
For  him  that  folweth  al  this  world  of  pres,1 
Er  he  be  war,  is  oft  y-layd  fol  lowe. 
Ful  wys  is  he  that  can  himselven  knowe ! 
Be  war,  for  whan  that  fortune  lust  to  glose, 
Than  waytith  sche  hir  man  to  overthrowe, 
By  suche  way  as  he  wolde  lest  suppose. 


The  mighty  trone,  the  precious  tresor, 

The  glorious  ceptre  and  real  mageste, 

That  had  the  king  Nabugodonosore, 

With  tonge  unnethes  may  descryved  be." 

He  twyes  wan  Jerusalem  that  cite ; 

The  vessel8  out  of  the  temple  he  with  him  ladde; 

At  Babiloyne  was  his  sovereyn  see, 

In  which  his  glorie  and  his  delyt  he  ladde. 

The  fairest  children  of  the  blood  roial 
Of  Israel  he  dede  gelde  anoon, 
And  made  ylk  of  hem  to  ben  his  thral ; 
Amonges  othre  Daniel  was  oon, 
That  was  the  wisest  child  of  everychoon ; 
For  he  the  dremes  of  the  king  expouned, 
Ther  as  in  Caldeyn  was  ther  clerkes  noon 
That  wiste  to  what  fyn  his  dremes  souned. 

This  proude  king  let  make  a  statu  of  gold, 
Sixty  cubites  long  and  seven  in  brede, 
To  which  ymage  bothe  yonge  and  olde 
Comaunded  he  to  love  and  have  in  drede, 
Or  in  a  fornays  ftd  of  flames  rede 


1  Pres  means  crowd*    '  This  world  of  pres'  signifies,  therefore,  tkU 
crowding*  pushing  world. 

3  The  source  of  this  tragedy  is  Daniel,  from  the  first  to  the  fifth 
Chapter.    It  is  not  found  in  Boccaccio. 

9  A  gallicanism.    /a  vaisselle  means  the  plate. 
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He  schulde  be  brent  that  wolde  not  obeye. 
But  never  wolde  assente  to  that  dede 
Danyel  ne  his  felawes  tweye. 

This  king  of  kinges  preu  was  and1  elate; ' 
He  wende  God  that  sit  in  mageste 
Ne  might  him  nought  bireve  of  his  estate. 
But  sodeynly  he  left  his  dignite, 
I-lik  a  best  him  semed  for  to  be, 
And  eet  hay  as  an  oxe,  and  lay  ther-oute 
In  rayn,  with  wilde  bestes  walkyd  he, 
Til  certein  tyme  was  i-come  aboute. 

And  lik  an  eglis  fetheres  were  his  heres, 
His  hondes  like  a  briddes  clowes  were, 
Til  God  relessed  him  a  certeyn  yeres. 
And  gaf  him  witte,  and  thanne  with  many  a  tere 
He  thanked  God,  and  ever  he  is  afere 
To  doon  amys  or  more  to  trespace. 
And  er  that  tyme  he  layd  was  on  bere, 
He  knew  wel  God  was  fid  of  might  and  grace. 

BALTHAZAR." 

His  sone,  which  that  highte  Balthazar, 
That  huld  the  regno*  after  his  fader  day, 
He  by  his  fader  couthe  nought  be  war, 
For  proud  lie  was  of  hert  and  of  array ; 
And  eek  an  ydolaster  was  he  ay. 
His  heigh  astate  assured  him  in  pryde; 
But  fortune  cast  him  doun,  and  ther  he  lay, 
And  sodeynly  his  regne  gan  divide. 

A  fest  he  made  unto  his  lordes  alle 
Upon  a  tyme,  he  made  hem  blithe  be; 
And  than  his  ofliceres  gan  he  calle, 
'  Goth,  bringeth  forth  the  vessealx,'  quod  he, 
*  The  which  my  fader  in  his  prosperite 


*  Andy  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  has  been  added  by  Mr.  Wright 
from  Tyrwhitt. 

*  This  tragedy  is  found  in  Boccaccio's  work.    Balthazar  is  in  the 
Vtdqate  called  Baltassar,  and  in  the  authorised  yereion  Belshazzar. 

TOL.  n.  o 
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Out  of  the  temple  of  Jerusalem  byraft; 

And  to  oure  hihe  goddis  thanke  we 

Of  honours  that  oure  eldres  with  us  laft  !* 

His  wif,  his  lordes,  and  his  concubines 
Ay  dronken,  whiles  her  arriont1  last, 
Out  of  this  noble  vesseals  sondry  wynes. 
And  on  a  wal  this  king  his  yhen  cast, 
And  saugh  an  hond  armies,  that  wroot  fast; 
For  fere  of  which  he  quook  and  siked  sore. 
This  hond,  that  Balthazar  made  so  sore  agast, 
Wrot,  Mane,  techel,  phares,  and  no  more. 

In  al  the  lond  magicien  was  noon 
That  couthe  expounde  what  this  lettre  ment. 
But  Daniel  expoundith  it  anoon, 
And  sayde,  '  King,  God  to  thy  fader  sent 
Glori  and  honour,  regne,  tresor,  and  rent ; 
And  he  was  proud,  and  nothing  God  ne  dredde, 
And  therfor  God  gret  wreche  upon  him  sent, 
And  him  biraft  the  regne  that  he  hadde. 

'  He  was  out  cast  of  mannes  compaignye, 
With  asses  was  his  habitacioun, 
And  eete  hay  in  wet  and  eek  in  drye, 
Til  that  he  knew  by  grace  and  by  resoun 
That  God  of  heven  had  doniinacioun 
Over  every  regne  and  every  creature; 
And  than  han  God  of  him  compassioun, 
And  him  restored  to  his  regne  and  his  figure. 

'  Eke  thou  that  art  his  sone  art  proud  also, 
And  knowest  al  this  thing  so  verrayly, 
And  art  rebel  to  God  and  art  his  fo ; 
Thou  dronk  eek  of  his  vessel  bodily, 
Thy  wyf  eek  and  thy  wenche  sinfully 
Dronke  of  the  same  vessel  sondry  wynes ; 
And  heriest  false  goddes  cursedly; 
Therfore  to  the  schapen  ful  gret  pyne  es. 

1  This  is  the  reading  of  the  Harl.  MS. ;  it  is  a  word  which  occurs 
nowhere  else,  as  far  as  I  am  aware,  but  I  have  not  ventured  to  alter  it. 
The  Lonsd.  MS.  reads  appetites,  which  T.  adopts.— W.  [«.  Glossary.] 
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'  This  hond  was  send  fro  God,  that  on  the  wall 
Wrot,  Mane,  techel,  phares,  truste  me. 
Thy  regne  is  doon,  thou  weyist1  nought  at  al ; 
Divided  is  thy  regne,  and  it  schal  be 
To  Meedes  and  to  Perses  geven,'  quod  he. 
And  thilke  same  night,  the  king  was  slawe, 
And  Darius  occupied  his  degre, 
Though  therto  neyther  had  he  right  ne  lawe. 

Lordyngs,  ensample  her-by  may  ye  take, 
How  that  in  lordschip  is  no  sikernesse; 
How  whan  fortune  wil  a  man  forsake, 
Sche  bereth  away  his  regne  and  his  richesse, 
And  eek  his  frendes  bothe  more  and  lesse. 
And  what  man  hath  of  frendes  the  fortune, 
Mishap  wil  make  hem  enemyes,  I  gesse; 
This  proverbe  is  ful  sothe  and  fill  comune. 

ZENOBIA.* 

Cenobia,  of  Palmire  the  queene, 
As  writen  Perciens  of  hir  noblesse, 
So  worthy  was  in  armes  and  so  keene, 
That  no  wight  passed  hir  in  hardynesse, 
Ne  in  lynage,  ne  in  other  gentilnesse. 
Of  the  kinges  blood  of  Pers  sche  is  descendid; 
I  say  that  sche  had  not  most  fairnesse, 
But  of  hir  schap  sche  might  not  be  amendid. 
Fro  hir  childhod  I  fynde  that  sche  fledde 
Office  of  wommen,  and  to  woode  sche  went, 
And  many  a  wilde  hertes  blood  sche  schedde 
With  arwes  brode  that  sche  to  hem  sent ; 
Sche  was  so  swyft,  that  sche  anoon  hem  hent. 
And  whan  that  sche  was  elder,  sche  wolde  kille 
Leouns,  lebardes,  and  beres  al  to-rent, 
And  in  hir  armes  weld  hem  at  hir  wille. 


1  The  Harl.  MS., evidently  by  mistake,  reads  wenist ;  it  is  corrected 
from  the  Lansd. 

3  Related  by  Boccaccio  in  the  De  Caribus;  bat  Chaucer  has  evi- 
dently followed  the  version  of  the  same  author  in  his  book  De  Clarii 
MvUerUms. 

o  2 
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Sche  dorste  wilde  bestes  dennes  seke, 
And  renne  in  the  mounteyns  al  the  nighty 
And  slepe  under  a  bussh ;  and  sche  couthe  eeke 
Wrastil  by  verray  fors  and  verray  might 
With  eny  yong  man,  were  he  never  so  wight. 
Ther  mighte  no  thing  in  hir  armes  stonde. 
She  kept  hir  maydenhed  from  every  wight ; 
To  no  man  deyned  hire  to  be  bonde. 

But  atte  last  hir  frendes  han  hir  maried 
To  Odenake,  prince  of  that  citee, 
Al  were  it  so  that  sche  him  longe  tariecL 
And  ye  schul  understonde  how  that  he 
Had  suche  fantasies  as  hadde  sche. 
But  natheles,  whan  thay  were  knyt  in  fere, 
Thay  lyved  in  joye  and  in  felicite; 
For  ech  of  hem  had  other  leef  and  deere. 

Save  oon  thing,  sche  wolde  never  assent 
By  no  way  that  he  schul  de  by  hir  lye 
But  oones,  for  it  was  hir  playn  entent 
To  have  a  child  the  world  to  multiplie; 
And  also  soone  as  she  might  aspye 
That  sche  was  not  with  childe  yit  in  dede, 
Than  wold  sche  suffre  him  doon  his  fantasie 
Effcsones,  and  nought  but  oones,  out  of  drede. 

And  if  sche  were  with  child  at  thilke  cast, 
No  more  schuld  he  playe  thilke  game, 
Til  fully  fourty  dayes  were  y-past, 
Than  wold  sche  suffre  him  to  do  the  same. 
Al  were  this  Odenake  wilde  or  tame, 
He  gat  no  more  of  hir,  for  thus  sche  sayde, 
Hit  nas  but  wy ves  lecchery  and  schame, 
In  other  caas  if  that  men  with  hem  playde. 

Tuo  sones  by  this  Odenak  had  sche, 
The  which  sche  kept  in  vertu  and  lettrure. 
But  now  unto  our  purpos  torne  we; 
I  say,  so  worschipful  a  creature, 
And  wys,  worthy,  and  large  with  mesure, 
So  penyble  in  the  werre  and  curteys  eeke, 
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Ne  more  labour  might  in  werre  endure, 
Was  nowher  noon  in  al  this  world  to  seeke. 

Hir  riche  array,  if  it  might  be  told, 
As  wel  in  vessel1  as  in  hir  clothing, 
Sche  was  al  clothed  in  perre  and  gold ; 
And  eek  sche  lafte  nought  for  hir  huntyng 
To  have  of  sondry  toriges  ful  knowing; 
Whan  sche  had  leyser  and  might  therto  entent, 
To  lerne  bookes  was  al  hir  likyng, 
How  sche  in  vertu  might  hir  lif  despent. 

And  schortly  of  this  story  for  to  trete, 
So  doughty  was  hir  housbond  and  eek  sche, 
That  thay  conquered  many  regnes  grete 
In  thorient,  with  many  a  fair  citee 
Appurtienant  unto  the  mageste 
Of  Rome,  and  with  strong  hond  hulden  hem  fast : 
Ne  never  might  her  fomen  doon  hem  fle 
Ay  while  that  Odenakes  dayes  last. 

Her  batails,  who  so  lust  hem  for  to  rede, 
Agayn  Sapor  the  king  and  other  mo, 
And  how  that  this  processe*  fel  in  dede, 
Why  sche  conquered,  and  what  title  had  therto, 
And  after  of  hir  meschief  and  hir  woo, 
How  that  sche  was  beseged8  and  i-take, 
Let  hem  unto  my  mayster  Petrark*  go, 
That  writeth  of  this  y-nough,  I  undertake. 

Whan  Odenake  was  deed,  sche  mightily, 
The  regnes  huld,  and  with  hir  propre  hond 
Ageins  hir  foos  sche  faught  ful  trewely, 
That  ther  nas  king  ne  prince  in  al  that  lond 
That  he  nas  glad  if  he  that  grace  fond 
That  sche  ne  wold  upon  his  lond  werraye. 


1  See  ante,  p.  io»,  note  3. 
*  That  is,  How  all  this  process,  or  concatenation  of  circumstances, 
fell  out. 

3  This  reading  is  adopted  from  the  Lansd.  MS.,  as  best  suited  to  the 
context.    The  Harl.  MS.  has  deceyved. — W. 

4  See  Introduction  to  this  tale. 
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With  hir  thay  made  alliaunce  by  bond, 
To  ben  in  peese,  and  let  hir  ryde  and  play. 

The  emperour  of  Borne,  Claudius, 
Ne  him  biforn  the  Romayn  Galiene, 
Ne  dorste  never  be  so  corrageous, 
Ne  noon  Ermine,1  ne  Egipciene, 
No  Surrien,  ne  noon  Arrabiene, 
Withinne  the  feld  that  durste  with  hir  fight, 
•Lest  that  sche  wold  hem  with  her  hondes  sleen, 
Or  with  hir  meyne  putten  hem  to  flight. 

In  kinges  abyt  went  hir  sones  tuo, 
As  heires  of  her  fadres  regnes  alle; 
And  Hermanno  and  Themaleo 
Here  names  were,  as  Parciens  hem  calle.* 
But  ay  fortune  hath  in  hir  hony  galle  ; 
This  mighty  queene  may  no  while  endure, 
Fortune  out  of  hir  regne  made  hir  falle 
To  wrecchednesse  and  to  mysadventure. 

Aurilian  whan  that  the  governaunee 
Of  Borne  cam  into  his  hondes  tway, 
He  schop  him  of  this  queen  to  do  vengeaunce; 
And  with  his  legiouns  he  took  the  way 
Toward  Cenoby ;  and  schortly  to  say 
He  made  hir  flee,  and  atte  last  hir  hent, 
And  feterid  hir,  and  eek  hir  children  tweye, 
And  wan  the  lond,  and  home  to  Borne  he  went. 

Amonges  other  thinges  that  he  wan, 
Hir  chaar,  that  was  with  gold  wrought  and  perra, 
This  grete  Bomayn,  this  Aurilian, 
Hath  with  him  lad,  for  that  men  schulde  se, 
Bifore  this  triumphe  walkith  sche, 
And  gilte  cheynes  in  hir  necke  hongynge ; 
Corouned  sche  was,  as  aftir  hir  degre, 
And  ful  of  perre  chargid  for  hir  clothyng. 

1  Armenian. 
2  This  reading  is  adopted  from  the  Lansd.  MS.  as  better  than  that 
of  the  Harl.,  And  Parciens  men  han  calle.   The  meaning  is,  As  Persians 
eall  them,  or  as  they  are  called  in  the  Persian  language. 
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Alias !  fortune !  ache  that  whilom  was 
Dredful  to  kinges  and  to  emperoures, 
Now  gaureth1  al  the  pepul  on  hir,  alas! 
And  sche  that  helmyd  was  in  starke  stoures, 
And  whan  bifore  tounes  stronge  and  toures, 
Schal  on  hir  heed  now  were  a  wyntermy  te  * 
And  sche  that  bar  the  cepter  ful  of  floures, 
Schal  bere  a  distaf  hirself  for  to  quyte. 


O  noble  Petro,  the  glori  of  Spayne, 
Whom  fortune  held  so  heigh  in  mageste, 
Wei  oughte  men  thy  pitous  deth  complayne : 
Thy  bastard  brother  made  the  to  fle, 
And  after,  at  a  sege,  by  subtilte 


1  Tyrwhitt's  reading  is  here  adopted  in  preference  to  gauleth,  that  of 
the  Harl.  MS.  The  word  occurs  in  the  same  sense  in  The  Man  oj 
Lowes  Tale — To  gauren  on  the  whip. 

*  This  word  is  differently  written  in  MSB.  vitrymUe,  wUermUe, 
wintermUe,vUryte ;  and  the  printed  editions  read  autremite.  If  a  con- 
jecture might  be -hazarded  as  to  the  meaning  of  a  word  which  has  per- 
plexed all  the  commentators,  it  may  he  supposed  to  signify  a  myte, 
wrapping,  warm  covering,  like  the  modern  word  mitten,  for  the  winter, 
such  as  is  worn  by  the  lower  order  of  Frenchwomen  when  en  dfftha- 
biUe,  and  called  by  them  marmoUe,  a  word  which  may  he  allied  with 
wintermUte,  Thus  the  Ghanounes  Yeman,  wishing  to  describe  the 
poverty  to  which  he  was  reduced,  says— 

*  Ther  I  was  wont' to  be  right  freisch  and  gay 
Of  clothing,  and  of  other  good  array, 
Now  may  I  were  an  hose  upon  myn  heed.* 

•  3  Tyrwhitt  and  Speght  have  arranged  the  tragedies  more  correctly 
as  to  chronological  order ;  but  there  seems  no  good  reason  for  altering 
the  arrangement  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  because  the  Monk  professes  before- 
hand not  to  follow  the  order  of  time,  and  because  the  Host,  on  inter* 
mpting  him,  takes  up  the  last  words  of  Jhe  tragedy  of  Cresus,  which* 
according  to  Tyrwhitt's  plan,  had  been  spoken  long  before.  The  prin- 
cipal historian  of  this  interesting  and  stirring  period  of  Spanish  affairs 
is  Mariana ;  and  the  most  circumstantial  information  respecting  the 
reign  of  Pedro  is  to  be  found  in  the  Chronicles  of  Castile,  by  Pero  Lopez 
de  Ayala,  who  was  a  member  of  the  King's4  household,  and  served  in 
the  civil  war  against  Aragon.  The  commendation  bestowed  in  the 
text  upon  Peter  the  Cruel  may  be  accounted  for  by  his  alliance  with 
Edward  the  Black  Prince,  from  whom  he  received  important  services  in 
his  war  against  his  bastard  brother,  Enrique 
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Thow  were  bytrayed,  and  lad  to  his  tent,1 
Wher  as  he  with  his  oughne  hond  slough  the, 
Succedyng  in  thy  lond  and  in  thy  rent. 

The  feld  of  snow,  with  thegle  of  blak  ther-inne, 
Caught  with  the  leoun,  reed  coloured  as  is  the  gleede,2 
He  brewede  the  cursednesse  and  synne, 
The  wikked  nest  werker  of  this  neede. 
Nought  Charles  Oliver*  that  ay  took  heede 
Of  trouthe  and  honour,  but  of  Armoryk 
Geniloun  Oliver,  corruptid  for  mede, 
Broughte  this  worthy  king  in  such  a  bryk. 


O  worthy  Petro  king  of  Cipres,  also, 
That  Alisaunder  wan  by  heigh  maistrye, 
Ful  many  an  hethen  wroughtest  thou  fill  wo, 
Of  which  thin  oughne  lieges  had  envye ; 
And  for  no  thing  but  for  thy  chivalrie, 


1  According  to  Froissart,  Pedro  was  murdered,  not  in  the  tent  of 
Don  Enrique,  but  in  that  of  one  of  his  knights,  Yvron  de  Lakonnet. 
The  treachery  by  which  the  unfortunate  King  was  induced  to  attempt 
his  flight  from  the  castle  of  Montiel,  and  then  delivered  up  to  his  rival, 
is  ascribed  by  Ayala  to  Bertrand  du  Guesclin,  who,  affecting  to  accept 
Pedro's  offers  of  a  bribe  to  connive  at  his  escape,  received  him  at  night 
outside  the  walls,  and  then  gave  him  up  to  his  doom-  Froissart  Is 
silent  upon  the  negotiations  between  Pedro  and  Du  Guesclin. 

*  [The  correct  reading  is '  Caught  with  the  lym-rod  ooloured  as  theglede.' 
Lym-rod,  rod  with  birdlime,  gUde,  glowing  coal,  t.e.  red.  These  two  lines 
describe  the  arms  of  Bertrand  du  Guesclin,  viz.,  argent,  a  bend  gules  under 
a  black  eagle.  The  next  line  but  one  should  read,  *  The  wikked  nest  was 
worker  of  this  neede.'  Wikked  nest  (O.  F.  mau  ni)  is  a  pun  upon  the  name 
of  Sir  Oliver  de  Mauny,  cousin  of  Du  Guesclin  and  a  knight  uf  Brittany,  or, 
as  Chaucer  says,  *of  Armoryk.'— W.  W.  S.] 

3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  nought  Oliver  ne  Charles;  Tyrwhitt's  reading 
is  here  adopted  as  being  more  intelligible.  It  appears  to  mean,  *  This 
Oliver,  though  bearing  the  name  of  Oliver,  the  celebrated  Paladin  of 
Charlemagne,  was  more  like  Guenelon  [see  ante  p.  98,  note  a],  the 
Breton,  who  betrayed  his  sovereign.'  Charles  and  Oenikmn  are  used  as 
adjectives,  the  former  to  express  truth  and  honour,  the  latter  baseness 
and  perfidy. 

*  This  was  Pierre  de  Lusignan,  King  of  Cyprus,  whom  capture  ol 
Alexandria  in  1*65  has  been  already  alluded  to  in  the  description  ol 
the  Knight  in  the  General  Prologue.    He  was  assassinated  in  1 J69.  , 
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Thay  in  thy  bed  han  slayn  the  by  the  morwe. 
Thus  can  fortune  the  whel  governe  and  gye, 
And  out  of  joye  bringe  men  into  sorwe. 

DE  BAKNABO  COMITE   MEDIOLAKO.1 

Of  Melayn  grete  Barnabo  Viscount, 
God  of  delyt  and  scourge2  of  Lumbardye, 
Why  schuld  thyn  infortune  I  nought  accounte, 
Syn  in  astaat  thou  clombe  were  so  hye? 
Thy  brother  sone,  that  was  thy  double  allie, 
For  he  thy  nevew  was.  and  sone  in  lawe, 
Withinne  his  prisoun  made  the  to  dye; 
But  why  ne  how,  not  I,  that  thou  were  slawe. 

DE  HUGILINO   COMITE  PISE.* 

Of  the  erf  Hugilin  of  Pise  the  langour 
Ther  may  no  tonge  telle  for  pite. 
But  litel  out  of  Pise  stant  a  tour, 
In  whiche  tour  in  prisoun  put  was  he ; 
And  with  him  been  his  litel  children  thre, 
Theldest  skarsly  fyf  yer  was  of  age; 
Alias !  fortune !  it  was  gret  cruelte 
Suche  briddes  to  put  in  such  a  cage. 

Dampnyd  he  was  to  deye  in  that  prisoun, 
For  Roger,  which  that  bisschop  was  of  Pise, 
Had  on  him  maad  a  fals  suggestioun; 
Thurgh  which  the  peple  gan  on  him  arise, 
And  putte  him  in  prisoun  in  such  wise 
As  ye  han  herd,  and  mete  and  drynk  he  hadde 
Sp  smal  that  wel  unnethe  it  may  suffise, 
And  therwithal  it  was  ful  pore  and  badde. 


1  Bernabo  Visconti,  Duke  of  Milan,  was  deposed  by  his  nephew  and 
thrown  into  prison,  where  he  died  in  1 385.  The  allusion  to  him  here 
supplies  one  of  the  internal  evidences  of  the  dates  after  which  Ths 
Canterbury  Tales  must  have  been  written. 

2  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  strength,  which  does  not  so  well  describe  the 
character  of  this  robber  Duke  as  the  reading  of  the  Lanpd.  MS.,  which 
is  here  a4opted. 

8  Chaucer  himself  refers  to  Dante  for  the  original  of  the  tragedy 
See  Ittferno,  o.  xxxiii. — T. 
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And  on  a  day  bifel  that  in  that  hour 
Whan  that  his  mete  was  wont  to  be  brought, 
The  gayler  schet  the  dores  of  that  tour. 
He  herd  it  wel,  but  he  ne  saugh  it  nought, 
And  in  his  herb  anoon  ther  fel  a  thought 
That  thay  for  hungir  wolde  doon  him  dyen. 
' Alas !'  quod  he,  '  alias !  that  I  was  wrought !' 
Therwith  the  teeres  felle  fro  his  eyen. 

His  yongest  sone,  that  thre  yer  was  of  age, 
Unto  him  sayde,  'Fader,  why  do  ye  wepe? 
Whan  wil  the  gayler  bringen  oure  potage? 
Is  ther  no  morsel  bred  that  ye  doon  kepe? 
I  am  so  hongry  that  I  may  not  sleepe. 
Now  wolde  God  that  I  might  slepe  ever ! 
Than  schuld  not  hunger  in  my  wombe  crepe. 
Ther  is  no  thing  save  bred  that  me  were  lever.* 

Thus  day  by  day  this  child  bigan  to  crie, 
Til  in  his  fadres  barm  adoun  he  lay, 
And  sayde,  '  Far  wel,  fader,  I  moot  dye !' 
And  kist  his  fader,  and  dyde  the  same  day. 
And  whan  the  woful  iader  deed  it  say, 
For  wo  his  armes  tuo  he  gan  to  byte, 
And  sayde, '  Fortune,  alas  and  waylaway ! 
Thin  false  whele1  al  my  woo  I  wyte.' 

His  childer  wende  that  it  for  hongir  was, 
That  he  his  armes  gnew,  and  nought  for  wo, 
And  sayden, '  Fader,  do  nought  so,  alias ! 
But  rather  et  the  fleisch  upon  us  tuo. 
Oure  fleisch  thou  gave  us,  oure  fleisch  thou  take  us  fro. 
And  ete  y-nough;'  right  thus  thay  to  him  seyde. 
And  after  that,  withinne  a  day  or  tuo, 
Thay  layde  hem  in  his  lappe  adoun  and  deyde. 

Himself  despeired  eek  for  honger  star£ 
Thus  ended  is  this  mighty  eorl  of  Pise ; 
For  his  estate  fortune  fro  him  carf. 


1  The  reading  of  the  Lansd.  MS.  has  been  adopted  in  the  text  in 
preference  to  querd,  that  of  the  Hart. 
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Of  this  tregede  it  ought  y-nough  suffise; 

Who  so  wil  it  hiere  in  lenger  wise, 

Rede  the  gret  poet  of  Itaile 

That  highte  Daunt,  for  he  can  it  devise, 

Fro  poynt  to  poynt  nought  oon  word  wil  he  fayle. 

DE  NERONE.1 

Although  Nero  were  als  vicious 
As  any  fend  that  lith  ful  lowe  adoun, 
Yit  he,  as  tellith  us  Swethoneus, 
This  wyde  world  had  in  subjeccioun, 
Bothe  est  ond  west,  south8  and  septemtrioun. 
Of  rubies,  safers,  and  of  perles  white, 
Were  alle  his  clothes  embrouded  up  and  doun; 
For  he  in  gemmis  gretly  gan  delite. 

More  delycat,  more  pompous  of  array, 
More  proud  was  never  emperour  than  he. 
That  ylke  cloth  that  he  had  wered  a  day, 
After  that  tyme  he  nolde  it  never  se, 
Nettis  of  gold  thred  had  he  gret  plente, 
To  fissche  in  Tyber,  whan  him  lust  to  pleye. 
His  willes  were  as  lawe  in  his  degre, 
For  fortune  as  his  frend  wold  him  obeye. 

He  Rome  brent  for  his  delicacie; 
The  senatours  he  slough  upon  a  day, 
To  here  how  men  wold  wepe  and  crye ; 
And  slough  his  brother,  and  by  his  suster  lay. 
His  modir  made  he  in  pitous  array, 
For  hire  wombe  slyt  he,  to  byholde 
Wher  he  conceyved  was,  so  waylaway  \ 
That  he  so  litel  of  his  moodir  tolde. 
\  

1  Mr.  Wright  observes  that,  though  Chaucer  quotes  Suetonius  as  his 
authority  for  this  tragedy,  he  has  derived  it  immediately  from  the 
Soman  de  la  Rose,  and  from  Boethius,  De  Contol.  Phil.,  lib.  ii.  met.  6. 

2  South  is  introduced  by  Tyrwhitt,  and  agrees  with  the  Roman  de  la 
Ro$e>— 

*  Ce  dealoyal  que  je  te  dy, 
Et  d'orient  et  de  midy, 
D'occident,  de  septentrion, 
Tint-il  la  jurisdicion.' 
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No  teer  out  of  his  even  for  that  sight 
Ne  came;  but  sayde,  a  fair  womman  was  scha 
Gret  wonder  is  that  he  couthe  or  might 
Be  domesman  on  hir  dede1  beaute. 
The  wyn  to  bringen  him  comaundid  he, 
And  drank  anoon,  noon  other  wo  he  made. 
Whan  might  is  torned  unto  cruelte,  * 
Alias!  to  deepe  wil  the  venym  wade. 

In  youthe  a  maister  had  this  emperour, 
To  teche  him  letterure  and  curtesye; 
For  of  moralite  he  was  the  flour, 
As*  in  his  tyme,  but  if  bokes  lye. 
And  whil  his  maister  had  of  him  maistrie, 
He  made  him  so  connyng  and  so  souple, 
That  long  tyme  it  was  or  tyrannye 
Or  ony  vice  dorst  on  him  uncouple. 

This  Seneca,  of  which  that  I  devyse, 
Bycause  Nero  had  of  him  such  drede, 
For  fro  vices  he  wol  him  chastise 
Discretly  as  by  word,  and  nought  by  dede. 
'  Sir,'  wold  he  sayn,  '  an  emperour  mot  neede 
Be  vertuous  and  hate  tyrannye.' 
For  which  he  in  a  bath  made  him  to  bleede 
On  bothe  his  armes,  til  he  moste  dye. 

This  Nero  hadde  eek  a  custumance 
Tn  youthe  agein  his  maister  for  to  ryse, 
Which  after-ward  he  thought  a  gret  grevaunce ; 
Therfore  he  made  him  deye  in  this  wise. 
But  natheles  this  Seneca  the  wise 


1  Dede  is  omitted  in  the  Hart.  MS.,  but  is  here  restored  from  Tyr- 
whitt,  as  necessary  to  the  sense  and  metre.  Tyrwhitt  quotes  from 
Chaucer's  translation  of  Boethius,  lib.  ii.  met.  vi.,  an  illustration  of  this 
phrase :  *  Ne  no  tere  wette  his  face,  but  he  was  so  harde  herted,  that 
he  might  be  domesman,  or  judge,  of  her  dedde  beautie.'  Domesman  is 
the  man  of  doom,  or  judgment. 

2  Speght's  and  Tyrwhitt's  reading  has  been  here  adopted  in  preference 
to  that  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  and,  which  is  not  so  clear. 
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Ches  in  a  bath  to  deye  in  this  manere, 
Bather  than  to  have  another  tormentise;1 
And  thus  hath  Nero  slayn  his  maister  deere. 

Now  fel  it  so  that  fortune  lust  no  lenger 
The  highe  pride  of  Nero  to  cherice; 
For  though  he  were  strong,  yit  was  sche  strenger; 
Sche  thoughte  thus, '  By  God !  I  am  to  nyce, 
To  set  a  man  that  is  ful  sad*  of  vice 
In  high  degre,  and  emperour  him  calle ; 
By  God !  out  of  his  sete  I  wil  him  trice ; 
Whan  he  lest  weneth,  sonnest  schal  he*  falle. 

The  poeple  ros  on  him  upon  a  night 
For  heigh  defaute,  and  whan  he  it  aspyed, 
Out  of  his  dores  anoon  he  hath  him  dight 
Aloone,  and  ther  he  wende  have  ben  afiyed, 
He  knokked  fast;  and  ay  the  more  he  cried, 
The  faster  schette  thay  the  dores  alle. 
Than  wist  he  wel  he  had  himself  mysgyed, 
And  went  his  way,  no  lenger  durst  he  calle. 

The  peple  cried,  and  rumbled  up  and  doun, 
That  with  his  eres  herd  he  how  thay  sayde, 
'  Wher*  is  this  fals  traitour,  this  NerounT 
For  fere  almost  out  of  his  witte  he  brayde, 
And  to  his  goddes  pitously  he  prayde 
For  socour,  but  it  mighte  nought  betyde ; 
For  drede  of  this  him  thoughte  that  he  dyde, 
And  ran  into  a  gardyn  him  to  hyde. 

And  in  this  gardyn  fond  he  cherlis  twaye 
Sittynge  by  a  fuyr  ful  greet  and  reed. 
And  to  these  cherles  tuo  he  gan  to  praye 
*  • 

1  Tormentise  has  been  introduced  from  Tyrwhitt,  as  better  than 
tprarmie,  the  reading  of  the  Harl.  MS. 

a  Sad  of  vice  means  serious  in  the  pursuit  of  vice,  apparently  in  contra- 
distinction to  mere  youthful  excess. 

3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  byJaUe,  evidently  a  mistake  for  hefdUe,  which 
is  Tyrwhitt's  reading. 

4  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  Her,  evidently  by  mistake.  The  reading  in 
the  text  is  from  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt 
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To  sleen  him,  and  to  girden  of  his  heed, 
That  to  his  body,  whan  that  he  were  deed, 
"Were  no  despyt  y-doon  for  his  defame. 
Himself  he  slough,  he  couthe  no  better  reed ; 
Of  which  fortune  thai  lough  and  hadde  game. 


"Was  never  capitaigne  under  a  king 
That  regnes  mo  put  under  subjeccioun, 
Ne  strenger  was  in  feld  of  alle  thing 
As  in  his  tyme,  ne  gretter  of  renoun ; 
Ne  more  pompous  in  heih  presumpcioun, 
Than  Oliphern,  which  that  fortune  ay  kist 
So  licorously,  and  ladde  him  up  and  doun, 
Til  that  his  heed  was  of,  er  he  it  wist. 

Nought  oonly  that  the  world  had  of  him  awe, 
For  lesyng  of  riches  and  liberte, 
But  he  made  every  man  reneye  his  lawe ; 
Nabugodonosor  was  lord,  sayde  he; 
Noon  other  god  schuld  honoured  be. 
Ageinst  his  heste  dar  no  wight  trespace, 
Save  in  Betholia,  a  strong  cite, 
Wher'Eliachim8  a  prest  was  of  that  place. 

But  tak  keep  of  that  dethe  of  Olipherne; 
Amyd  his  ost  he  dronke  lay  on  night 
Withinne  his  tente,  large  as  is  a  berne ; 
And  yit,  for  al  his  pomp  and  al  his  might, 
Judith,  a  womman,  as  he  lay  upright 
Slepying,  his  heed  of  smot^  and  fro  his  tent 
Ful  prively  sche  stal  from  every  wight, 
And  with  his  heed  unto  hir  toun  sche  went. 


1  This  story  is  taken  from  the  Book  of  Judith,  in  the  authorised 
rertion  placed  among  the  books  called  Apocrypha. 

*  Tyrwhitt  says,  *  I  cannot  find  any  priest  of  this  name  in  the  book 
of  Judith.  The  high  priest  of  Jerusalem  is  called  Joacim  in  c.  iv.'  Mr. 
Wright  observes  that  Tyrwhitt  ought  to  have  consulted  the  Vulgate, 
where  the  name  is  given  as  above.  The  confusion  arises  from  both 
names  meaning  the  same  in  Hebrew,  SI  and  Io  or  Jah,  both  signifying 
God. 
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What  needith  it  of  king  Antiochius, 
To  telle  his  heye  real  mageste, 
His  heyhe  pride,  his  werke  venemous? 
For  such  another  was  ther  noon  as  he. 
Bedeth  which  that  he  was  in  Machabe, 
And  redith  the  proude  wordes  that  he  sayde, 
And  why  he  fel  fro  his  prosperite, 
And  in  an  hil  how  wrecchicQy  he  deyde. 

Fortune  him  hath  enhaunced  so  in  pryde, 
That  verraily  he  wend  he  might  atteyne* 
Unto  the  sterris  upon  every  syde, 
And  in  a  balaunce  weyen  ech  mounteyne, 
And  alle  the  floodes  of  the  see  restreyne. 
And  Goddes  peple  had  he  most  in  hate; 
Hem  wold  he  slee  in  torment  and  in  peyne, 
Wenyng  that  God  ne  might  his  pride  abate. 

And  for  that  Nichanor  and  Thimothe 
With  Jewes  were  vanquist  mightily, 
Unto  the  Jewes  such  an  hate  had  he, 
That  he  bad  graithe  his  chaar  hastily, 
And  swor,  and  sayde  fill  despitously, 
Unto  Jerusalem  he  wold  eftsoone, 
To  wreke  his  ire  on  it  full  cruelly; 
But  of  his  purpos  he  was  let  fill  soone. 

God,  for  his  manace,  him  so  sore  smoot 
With  invisible  wounde  incurable, 
That  in  his  guttes  carf  it  so  and  bot, 
That  his  peynes  were  importable. 
And  certeynly  the  wreche  was  resonable;' 
For  many  a  mannes  guttes  dede  he  peyne; 
But  fro  his  purpos  cursed  and  dampnable, 
For  al  his  smert,  he  nolde  him  nought  restreyne. 

1  Taken  from  %  Maccabees,  c.  ix< 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  for  atteyne,  have  teyned;  and  for  weyen  ech 
mounteyne,  weyen  what  ech  mounteyne,  Mr.  Wright  has  corrected  it 
from  other  MSS. 

3  That  is,  This  vengeance  (wreche)  was  in  accordance  with  poetical 
justice. 
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Bat  bad  anoon  apparailen  his  host, 
And  sodeynly,  er  he  was  of  it  ware, 
God  daunted  al  his  pride  and  al  his  bost 
For  he  so  sore  fel  out  of  his  chare, 
That  it  his  lymes  and  his  skyn  to-tare, 
80  that  he  nomore  might  go  ne  ryde ; 
But  in  a  chare  men  aboute  him  bare 
Al  for-brosed,  bothe  bak  and  syde. 

The  wreche  of  God  him  smot  so  cruely, 
That  in  his  body  wicked  wormes  crept, 
And  therwithal  he  stonk  so  orribly, 
That  noon  of  al  the  meyne  that  him  kepte. 
Whether  that  he  wook  or  elles  slepte, 
Ne  mighte  nought  the  stynk  of  him  endure. 
In  this  meschief  he  weyled  and  eek  wepte, 
And  knew  God  lord  of  every  creature. 

To  al  his  host  and  to  himself  also 
FuL  wlatsom  was  the  stynk  of  his  carayne ; 
No  man  ne  might  him  bere  to  ne  fro ; 
And  in  his  stynk  and  his  orrible  payne 
He  starf  ful  wrecchedly  in  a  mountayne. 
Thus  hath  this  robbour  and  this  homicide, 
That  many  a  man  made  wepe  and  playne, 
Such  guerdoun  as  that  longeth  unto  pryde. 


DE  ALEXANDRO  MAGNO,   PHILIPPI   REGIS  MACEDONIA 
FILIO.1 

The  story  of  Alisaunder  is  so  coinune, 
That  every  wi*ht  that  hath  discrecioun 
Hath  herd  som-what  or  al  of  this  fortune; 
Thys  wyde  world  as  in  conclusioun 
He  wan  by  strengthe,  or  for  his  heigh  renoun. 


1  For  this  tragedy  Chancer  quotes  the  Book  of  Maccabees;  but,  as 
Chancer  says, '  the  story  of  Alisaunder  was  so  comune,'  in  the  middle 
ages,  that  it  is  needless  to  trace  the  source  of  his  information.  The 
Soman  tTJkxandre  is  one  of  the  early  French  poems  of  this  class. 
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Thay  were  glad  for  pees  unto  him  sende.1 
The  pride  of  man.  and  bost  he  layd  adoun, 
Wher  so  he  cam,  unto  the  worldes  ende. 

Oomparisoun  yit  mighte  never  be  maked 
Bitwen  him. and  noon  other  conquerour; 
For  al  this  world  for  drede  of  him  hath  quaked. 
He  was  of  knyghthod  and  of  fredam  flour; 
Fortune  him  made  the  heir  of  hir  honour; 
Save  wyn  and  wymmen,  no  thing  might  aswage 
His  heigh  entent  in  armes  and  labour, 
So  was  he  ful  of  leonyne2  corage. 

What  pris8  were  it  to  him,  though  I  yow  tolde 
Of  Darius,  and  an  hundred  thousand  mo 
Of  kynges,  princes,  dukes,  eorles  bolde, 
Which  he  conquered  and  brought  unto  wol 
I  say,  as  fer  as  men  may  ryde  or  go, 
The  world  was  his,  what  schold  I  more  devyset 
For  though  I  write  or  tolde  you  evermo 
Of  his  knighthood,  it  mighte  nought  suffise. 

Twelf  yer  he  regned,  as  saith  Machabe;* 
Philippes  son  of  Macedori  he  was, 
That  first  was  king  in  Grece  that  contre. 
O  worthy  gentil  Alisaundre,  alas! 
That  ever  schulde  falle  such  a  caas ! 
Empoysoned  of  thin  oughne  folk  thou  were ; 
Thyn  sis  fortune  is  torned  into  an  aas,* 
And  right  for  the  ne  wepte  sche  never  a  teere. 

Who  schal  me  give  teeres  to  compleigne 
The  deth  of  gentiles  and  of  fraunchise, 
That  al  the  worlde  had  in  his  demeigue; 


1  That  is,  They  were  glad  to  send  to  him  to  entreat  peace. 

*  This  reading  is  adopted  from  Tyrwhitt,  as  much  better  than 
Vumyne,  the  reading  of  the  HarL,  or  lovenge,  that  of  the  Lansd.  MS. 

s  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  pitS,  which  is  unintelligible.  Pris  is  from 
Speght  and  Tyrwhitt;  and  the  meaning  is,  What  advantage,  what 
increase  of  honour,  would  it  be  to  him  though  I  told  you,  &c. 

*  i  Maccab.  i.  8. 

*  That  is,  Thy  fortune,  which  was  onoe  the  highest  on  the  dice  (sit, 
or  size),  was  changed  into  the  lowest  (ace). 

VOL.  EL  P 
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And  yit  him  thought  it  mighte  nought  suffice, 
So  ful  was  his  corage  of  high  emprise. 
Alias !  who  sehal  helpe  me  to  endite 
Fals  infortune,  and  poysoun  to  devyse, 
The  which*  two  of  al  this  wo  I  wyte. 

JULIUS  CESAR.1 

By  wisedom,  manhod,  and  by  gret  labour, 
Fro  humblehede  to  royal  mageste 
Up  roos  he,  Julius  the  conquerour, 
That  wan  al  thoccident  by  land  and  see. 
By  strengthe  of  hond  or  elles  by  trete, 
Ajid  unto  Home  made  hem  coutributarie, 
And  siththe  of  Home  themperour  was  he, 
Til  that  fortune  wax  his  adversarie. 

O  mighty  Cesar,  that  in  Thessalie 
Agains  Pompeus,  fader  thin  in  la  we, 
That  of  the  orient  had  al  the  chivalrie, 
Als  fer  as  that  the  day  bigynnes  to  dawe, 
Thorugh  thi  knighthod  thou  hast  him  take  and  sla we, 
Save  fewe  folk  that  with  Pompeus  fledde ; 
Thurgh  which  thou  puttist  al  thorient  in  awe; 
Thanke  fortune  that  so  wel  the  spedde. 

But  now  a  litel  while  I  wil  bywaile 
This  Pompeus,  the  noble  governour 
Of  Borne,  which  that  nowe  fro  this  bataile; 
Alas !  I  say,  oon  of  his  men,  a  fals  traitour, 
His  heed  of  smoot,  to  wynne  his  favour 
Of  Julius,  and  him  the  heed  he  brought. 
Alas!  Pompeus,  of  the  orient  oonquerour. 
That  fortune  to  such  a  fyn  the  brought. 

To  Borne  agayn  repaireth  Julius, 
With  his  triumphe  lauriel  ful  hye. 
But  on  a  tyme  Brutus  and  Oassius, 
That  ever  had  to  his  estat  envye, 
Ful  prively  hath  made  conspiracie 

i  For  the  tragedy  ofJ*Um  Omar,  Chaucer  qnotei  Luean,  Boetonfo* 
and  Valerian  Flaccus. 
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Agaiii8  this  Julius  in  subtil  wise; 

And  cast  the  place  in  which  he  schulde  dye 

With  boydekyns,  as  I  schal  yow  devyse. 

This  Julius  to  the  capitoile  went 
Upon  a  day,  as  he  was  wont  to  goon ; 
And  in  the  oapitoil  anoon  him  hent 
This  false  Brutus,  and  his  other  foon, 
And  stiked  him  with  boydekyns  anoon 
With  many  a  wounde,  and  thus  thay  let  him  lye. 
But  never  gront  he  at  no  strook  but  oon, 
Or  elles  at  tuo,  but  if  the  storie  lye. 

So  manly  was  this  Julius  of  hert, 
And  so  wel  loved  estatly  honeste, 
That  though  his  deedly  woundes  sore  smert, 
His  mantil  over  his  hipes  caste  he, 
For  no  man  schulde  seen  his  privete. 
And  as  he  lay  deyinge  in  a  traunce, 
And  wiste  wel  that  verrayly  deed  was  he, 
Of  honeste  yet  had  he  remembraunce. 

Lucan,  to  the  this  story  I  recomende, 
And  to  Swetoun  and  to  Valirius  also, 
That  al  the  story  writen  word  and  ende, 
How  to  these  grete  conqueroures  tuo 
Fortune  was  first  frend  and  siththen  fo. 
No  man  trust  upon  hir  favour  longe, 
But  have  hir  in  awayt  for  evermo, 
Witnesse  on  alle  thise  conqueroures  stronge. 

CRESUS.1 

This  riche  Cresus,  whilom  king  of  Lyde, 
Of  which  Cresus  Cirus  him  sore  dradde, 
Yet  was  he  caught  amyddes  al  his  pride. 


1  The  Harl.  MS.  for  Cresus  reads  Cfreaus  throughout.  « In  the  open- 
ing of  this  story/  says  Tyrwhitt,  •  our  author  has  plainly  copied  the 
following  passage  in  his  own  version  of  Boethius,  b.  ii.  pro.  z :  *  Weste 
thou  not  how  Cresus,  King  of  Lydiens,  0/  whiche  King  Cyrus  was  ful 
$ore  agaste  a  litel  before,'  &o.  But  the  greatest  part  is  taken  from  the 
BotmrndelaBose.* 

p  2 
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And  to  the  fuyr  to  brenne  him  men  him  ladde. 
But  such  a  rayn  doun  fro  the  heven  schadde, 
That  slough  the  fuyr  and  made  him  to  eschape. 
But  to  be  war  jet  grace  noon  he  hadde, 
Til  fortune  on  the  galwes  made  him  gape. 

Whan  he  was  eschaped,  he  couth  nought  stent 
For  to  bygynne  a  newe  werre  agayn; 
He  wende  wel,  for  that  fortune  him  sent 
Such  hap  that  he  eschaped  thurgh  the  rayn, 
That  of  his  foos  he  mighte  not  be  slayn. 
And  eek  a  sweven  upon  a  night  he  mette, 
Of  which  he  was  so  proud  and  eek  so  fayn, 
That  in  vengeaunce  he  al  his  herte  sette. 

Upon  a  tree  he  was  set,  as  him  thought, 
Wher  Jubiter  him  wissch  bothe  bak  and  side, 
And  Phebus  eek  a  fair  towail  him  brought 
To  drye  him  with,  and  therfore  wax  his  pride; 
And  to  his  doughter  that  stood  him  biside, 
Which  that  he  knew  in  heigh  science  abounde, 
And  bad  hire  telle  what  it  signifyde, 
And  sche  his  dreem  right  thus  gan  expounde. 

*  The  tree,'  quod  sche,  '  the  galwes  is  to  mene, 
And  Jubiter  betokenith  snow  and  rayn, 
And  Phebus  with  his  toweil  so  clene, 
Tho  ben  the  sonne  stremes,  soth  to  sayn. 
Thow  schalt  enhangid  ben,  fader,  certayn; 
Bayn  schal  the  wasch,  and  sonne  schal  the  drye.' 
Thus  warned  sche  him  ful  plat  and  ek  ful  playn, 
His  doughter,  which  that  called  was  Phanie. 

And  hanged  was  Cresus  this  proude  king, 
His  real  trone  might  him  not  availe. 
Tragedie  is  non  other  maner  things 
Ne  can  in  singing  crien  ne  bewaile,1 
But  for  that  fortune  wil  alway  assayle 


i  ' 


Tyrwhitt's  reading  is  here  adopted  in  preference  to  that  of  tho 
Hart  MS.:— 

*  Tragedis,  ne  noon  other  maner  thing, 
Ne  can  I  singe,  crie,  ne  biwayle,' 
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"With  unwar  strook  the  regnes  that  ben  proude ; 
For  whan  men  trusteth  hir,  than  wil  sche  faile, 
And  coyer  hir  brighte  face  with  a  clowde. 


THE  PROLOGE  OF  THE  NONNE  PRESTES  TALE. 

4  TTO,  sireT  quod  the  Knight,  'no  more  of  this; 

■*-^-  That  ye  had  said  is  right  y-nough  I  wys, 
And  mochil  mor;  for  litel  hevynesse 
Is  right  i-nough  for  moche  folk,  I  gesse. 
I  say  for  me,  it  is  a  gret  disease, 
Wher  as  men  han  ben  in  gret  welthe  and  ease, 
To  hieren  of  her  sodeyn  faJ,  alias ! 
And  the  contraire  is  joye  and  gret  solas; 
As  whan  a  man  hath  ben  in  pore  estate, 
And  clymbith  up,  and  wexeth  fortunajbe, 
And  ther  abydeth  in  prosperite; 
Such  thing  is  gladsom,  as1  it  thinkith  me, 
And  of  such  thing  were  goodly  for  to  telle.' 
*  Ye,'  quod  oure  Host,  '  by  seint  Paules  belle, 
Ye  say  right  soth;  this  monk  hath  clappid  lowde; 
He  spak,  how  fortune  was  clipped  with  a  clowde, 
I  not  never  what,  and  als  of  tregedie 
Right  now  ye  herd;  and  pardy!  no  remedye 
It  is  for  to  bywayle  or  compleyne 
That  that  is  doon;  and  also  it  is  a  peyne, 
As  ye  han  said,  to  hiere  of  hevynesse. 
Sire  monk,  no  more  of  this,  so  God  yow  blesse; 
Your  tale  anoyeth  al  this  compaignie ; 
Such  talkyng  is  nought  worth  a  boterflye^ 

which  appears  to  be  unintelligible.  Tyrwhltt  supposes  that  this  reflec- 
tion was  suggested  by  the  passage  just  quoted  from  Boethius.  *  What 
other  thing  bewaylen  the  cryinges  of  tragedy es  but  onely  the  dedes  of 
fortune,  that  with  an  aukewarde  stroke  overtourneth  the  realmes  of 
grete  nobleye.' 

1  Tyrwhitt's  reading  has  been  adopted  as  better  than  that  of  the 
Harl.  MS.,  which  reads  and. 
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For  therinne  is  noon  disport  ne  game. 

Wherfor,  sir  monk,  damp  Fieres  by  your  name, 

I  pray  yow  hertly,  tel  us  sonrwhat  ellis; 

For  sicurly,  ner  gingling  of  the  bellis1 

That  on  your  bridil  hong  on  every  syde, 

By  heven  king,  that  for  us  alle  dyde, 

I  schold  er  this  han  falle  doun  for  sleep, 

Although  the  slough  had  never  ben  so  deep; 

Than  had  your  tale  have  be  told  in  vayn. 

For  certeynly,  as  these  clerkes  sayn, 

Wher  as  a  man  may  have  noon  audience, 

Nought  helpith  it  to  tellen  his  sentence. 

And  wel  I  wot  the  substance  is  in  me, 

If  eny  thing  schal  wel  reported  be. 

Sir,  say  somwhat  of  huntyng,'  I  yow  pray.' 

*  Nay,'  quod  the  Monk,  *  I  have  no  lust  to  play; 

Now  let  another  telle,  as  I  have  told." 

Then  spak  our  Ost  with  rude  speche  and  bold, 
And  said  unto  the  nonnes  prest  anoon, 
'  Com  ner,  thou  prest,  com  ner,  thou  sir  Johan,4 
Tel  us  such  thing  as  may  our  hertes  glade; 
Be  blithe,  although  thou  ryde  upon  a  jade. 

1  See  vol.  i.  p.  84*  note  4.  2  See  toL  i.  p.  84.  note  3. 

s  The  Monk's  stiffness  and  unwillingness  to  enter  into  the  spirit  01 
the  proceedings  any  further  than  is  absolutely  necessary  is  highly  cha- 
racteristic. He  is  throughout  represented  as  belonging  to  that  class  ot 
churchmen  who  base  their  title  to  respect  upon  the  value  of  their  bene- 
fices, the  sumptuousness  of  their  manner  of  living,  and  the  decorum  of 
their  manners.  He  is,  in  short,  what  is  called  at  the  University  a  Don. 
His  fellow-churchman,  the  Frere,  on  the  contrary,  is  anxious  to 
show  his  superiority  in  argument,  and  loses  no  opportunity  of 
joining  in  the  dialogue,  even  at  the  expense  of  some  loss  of  dignity. 
The  Knight,  again,  is  dignified,  hut  his  dignity  is  of  that  kind  which  it 
not  afraid  to  venture  into  any  company,  or  to  come  into  contact  with 
the  humours  of  any  class  of  men,  and  which  comes  unscathed  out  of 
e?ery  ordeal. 

4  Tyrwhltt  observes  that  in  all  the  modem  languages  John  is  a  name 
of  contempt.  In  this  sense  the  Italians  use  €teemi>  whence  Zany,  the 
Spaniards  Bobo  Juan,  the  English  Jack-fool,  Jack-pudding,  Jack-ass, 
cheap  Jack,  &c.  He  adds  that  sir*  was  a  title  usually  given  to  priests, 
both  secular  and  regular ;  but  this  was  probably  on  the  assumption 
that  they  had  taken  the  degree  of  B.A.,  just  as  every  clergyman  in 
France  is  called  Monsiew  V AIM,  though  few  are  really  abbots. 
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What  though  thin  hors  be  bothe  foul  and  lene?1 

If  he  wil  serve  the,  rek  not  a  bene; 

Lok  that  thin  hert  be  mery  evermo.' 

*  Yis,  sire,  yis,  Hoste,'  quod  he,  *  so  mot  I  go, 

But  I  be  mery,  I  wis  I  wol  be  blamed.' 

And  right  anoon  he  hath  his  tale  tamyd; 

And  thus  he  sayd  unto  us  everichoon, 

This  sweete  prest,  this  goodly  man  sir  Johan. 


THE   NONNE   PREST  HIS   TALE. 

[Whether  Chaucer  invented,  or  borrowed,  this  admirable 
fable,  is  open  to  conjecture.  Dryden,  whose  version  of  it 
under  the  title  of  The  Cock  and  the  Fox  has  rendered  the 
subject  familiar  to  all  readers,  says  that  it  is  Chaucer's  inven- 
tion ;  Tyrwhitt  supposes  that  it  is  derived  from  the  fifty-first 
fable  in  the  collection  translated  by  Marie,  the  author  of  The 
Laies,  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  of  King  Alfred;  and  Mr. 
Wright  thinks  that  it  was  taken  from  the  fifth  chapter  of 
the  celebrated  Soman  de  Benart,  entitled  Si  comme  Renart 
Prist  Chantecler  le  Coc  (ed.  Meon.,  torn.  i.  p.  49).  The 
last  supposition  is,  probably,  correct;  but,  from  whatever 
source  Chaucer  may  have  drawn  the  hint  of  the  plot,  there 
can  be  little  doubt  that  the  wit  and  ingenuity  are  exclusively 
his  own,  and  that,  if  he  had  an  original,  he  has  gone  far  be- 
yond it  in  the  subtlety  and  humour  of  the  treatment.] 

A  PORE  wydow,  somdel  stope  in  age, 
Was  whilom  duellyng  in  a  pore  cotage, 
Bisyde  a  grove,  stondyng  in  a  dale. 
This  wydowe,  of  which  I  telle  yow  my  tale, 
Syn  thilke  day  that  sche  was  last  a  wif, 
In  paciens  ladde  a  ful  symple  ly£ 
For  litel  was  hir  catel  and  hir  rent; 
For  housbondry  of  such  as  God  hir  sent, 

1  Chaucer  is  perfectly  impartial  in  his  satire  upon  the  horses  of  the 
clergy,  whether  they  are  fat  or  lean.  The  Monk  incurs  his  ridicule  for 
riding  a  horse  in  great  estaat,  the  Nun's  Priest  for  riding  a  jade. 
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hirself,  and  eek  hir  doughtres  tuo. 
tire  large  sowes  had  sche,  and  no  mo, 
Thre  kyn,  and  eek  a  scheep  that  highte  Malle. 
Ful  sooty  was  hir  bour,  and  eek  hir  halle, 
In  which  she  eet  ful  many  a  sclender  meel. 
Of  poynaunt  saws  hir  needid  never  a  deel. 
Noon  deynteth  morsel  passid  thorugh  hir  throte; 
Hir  dyete  was  accordant  to  hir  cote. 
Repleccioun  ne  made  hir  never  sik ; 
Attempre  dyete  was  al  hir  phisik, 
And  exercise,  and  hertes  suffisaunce. 
The  goute  lette  hir  nothing  for  to  daunce, 
Ne  poplexie  schente  not  hi  heed; 
No  wyn  ne  drank  sche,  nother  whit  ne  reed; 
Hir  bord  was  servyd  most  with  whit  and  blak, 
Milk  and  broun  bred,  in  which  sche  fond  no  lak, 
Saynd  bacoun,  and  som  tyme  an  ey  or  tweye; 
For  sche  was  as  it  were  a  maner  deye.1 
A  yerd  sche  had,  enclosed  al  aboute 
With  stikkes,  and  a  drye  dich  withoute, 
In  which  she  had  a  cok,  hight  Chaunteclere, 
In  al  the  lond  of  crowyng  was  noon  his  peere. 
His  vois  was  merier  than  the  mery  orgon,2 
On  masse  dayes  that  in  the  chirche  goon; 


1  Tyrwhitt  supposes  this  word  to  have  originally  meant  a  day- 
labourer,  like  journeyman,  and  homme  de  jountfe  in  French,  and  to 
have  been  afterwards  applied  to  the  superintendent  of  a  dayerie.  But 
it  would  rather  seem,  both  from  this  place  and  the  statutes  quoted  by 
him,  to  mean  the  superintendent  of  the  eggs,  quasi,  (Peye,  from  whence 
dairy,  a  place  for  keeping  eggs,  is  itself  derived,  because  both  eggs  and 
milk  and  butter  were  kept  there.  Thus,  in  stat.  37  Edward  III.,  c.  14, 
*  Iten  qe  charetters,  charciers,  chaceours  des  carnes,  bovers,  vachers, 
berchers,  porchers,  deyes,  et  tous  autres  gardcins  des  betes;'  where  all 
the  gardeins  of  domestic  animals  are  enumerated,  except  those  of  the 
poultry,  to  which  deyes  should,  therefore,  probably  be  appropriated. 
As  a  fUrther  illustration,  a  hawk's  nest  is  called  an  eyerie,i.e.  the  place 
where  it  lays  its  eggs ;  and  a  young  hawk  an  eyass,  because  reared 
from  the  egg:  [The  origin  of  the  word  deye  is  rather  to  be  assigned  to  the 
Icelandic  deyja,  a  dairy- woman.  It  primarily  signifies  '  a  breadmaker,'  and 
contains  the  same  root  as  the  word  dough.— W.  W.  S.] 

«  Tyrwhitt  observes  that  orgon  is  a  plural  noun  for  organs,  from  the 
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Wei  sikerer  was  his  crowyng  in  his  logge, 
Than  is  a  clok,  or  an  abbay  orologge. 
By  nature  knew  he  ech  ascencioun 
Of  equinoxial  in  thilke  toun ; 
For  whan  degrees  fyftene  were  ascendid, 
Thanne  crewe  he,  it  might  not  ben  amendid. 
His  comb  was  redder  than  the  fine  coral, 
And  batayld,  as  it  were  a  castel  wal. 
His  bile  was  blak,  and  as  the  geet  it  schon ; 
Lik  asur  were  his  legges,  and  his  ton ; 
His  nayles  whitter  than  the  lily  flour, 
And  lik  the  burnischt  gold  was  his  colour. 
This  gentil  cok  had  in  his  governaunce 
Seven  hennes,  for  to  do  al  his  plesaunce, 
Whiche  were  his  sustres  and  his  paramoures, 
And  wonder  lik  to  him,  as  of  coloures. 
Of  whiche  the  fairest  hiewed  on  hir  throte, 
Was  cleped  fayre  damysel  Pertilote. 
Curteys  sche  was,  discret,  and  debonaire, 
And  companable,  and  bar  hirself  ful  faire, 
Syn  thilke  day  that  sche  was  seven  night1  old, 
That  sche  hath  trewely  the  hert  in  hold 
Of  Chaunteclere  loken  in  every  lith;* 
He  loved  hir  so,  that  wel  him  was  therwith. 
But  such  a  joye  was  it  to  here  him  synge, 
Whan  that  the  brighte  sonne  gan  to  springe, 
In  swete  accord,  *  my  liefe  is  faren  on  londe.'  * 

Fro  thilke  tyme,  as  I  have  understonde, 
Bestis  and  briddes  cowde  speke  and  synge. 
And  so  byfel,  that  in  a  dawenynge, 
As  Chaunteclere  among  his  wyves  alle 
Sat  on  his  perche,  that  was  in  his  halle, 

Latin  organa*  and  agrees,  therefore,  with  the  plural  verb  goon.    It  is 
thus  used  again— 

*  And  while  that  the  organs  maken  melodee.' 
A  pair  of  organs,  like  a  pair  of  stairs,  is  a  common  expression  In 
mediaeval  writers. 

1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  yer,  and  is  here  corrected  from  the  Lansd. 

*  Locked  in  every  limb. 

*  Apparently  the  refrain  of  a  popular  song  of  the  time. 
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And  next  him  sat  this  faire  Pertelote, 
This  Chauntecler  gan  gronen  in  his  throte> 
As  man  that  in  his  dreem  is  drecched  sore. 
And  whan  that  Pertelot  thus  herd  him  rore, 
Sche  was  agast,  and  sayde,  '  herte  deere, 
What  eylith  yow  to  grone  in  this  manere) 
Ye  ben  a  verray  sleper,  fy  for  sehame !' 
And  he  answerd  and  sayde  thus, '  Madame, 
I  pray  yow,  that  ye  take  it  nought  agreef : 
By  God,  me  mette  I  was  in  such  meschief 
Right  now,  that  yit  myn  hert  is  sore  afright. 
Now  God,'  quod  he, '  my  sweven  rede  aright, 
And  keep  my  body  out  of  foul  prisoun ! 
Me  mette,  how  that  I  romed  up  and  doun 
Withinne  oure  yerd,  wher  as  I  saugh  a  beest, 
Was  lik  an  hound,  and  wold  have  maad  arrest 
Upon  my  body,  and  wold  han  had  me  deed. 
His  colour  was  bitwixe  yolow  and  reed ; 
And  tipped  was  his  tail,  and  bothe  his  eeres 
With  blak,  unlik  the  remenaunt  of  his  heres. 
His  snowt  was  smal,  with  glowyng  yen  tweye; 
Yet  of  his  look  for  fer  almost  I  deye ; 
This  caused  me  my  gronyng  douteles.' 
'  Away  !*  quod  sche,  *  fy  on  yow,  herteles ! 
Alias!'  quod  sche, '  for,  by  that  God  above  t 
Now  have  ye  lost  myn  hert  and  al  my  love ; 
I  can  nought  love  a  coward,  by  my  feith. 
For  oertis,  what  so  eny  womman  seith, 
We  alle  desiren,  if  it  mighte  be, 
To  have  housbondes,  hardy,  riche,  and  fre, 
And  secre,  and  no  nygard,  ne  no  fool, 
Ne  him  that  is  agast  of  every  tool, 
Ne  noon  avaunter,  by  that  God  above ! 
How  dorst  ye  sayn  for  sehame  unto  your  love, 
That  any  thing  might  make  yow  afferd? 
Have  ye  no  mannes  hert,  and  han  a  herd?1 


1  Pertelote  here  speaks  out  of  character ;  hot  this  is  apparently  by 
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Alias!  and  can  ye  ben  agast  of  swevenysl 

Nought,  God  wot,  but  yanite,  in  sweven  ia 

Swevens  engendrid  ben  of  replecciouns, 

And  often  of  fume,  and  of  oomplexiouns, 

Whan  humours  ben  to  abundaunt  in  a  wight. 

Certes  this  dreem,  which  ye  han  met  to-night, 

Cometh  of  the  grete  superfluite 

Of  youre  reede  colera,  parde, 

Which  causeth  folk  to  dremen  in  here  dremea 

Of  arwes,  and  of  fuyr  with  reede  beemes, 

Of  rede  bestis,  that  thai  wil  him  byte, 

Of  contek,  and  of  whelpis  greet  and  lite; 

Bight  as  the  humour  of  malencolie 

Causeth,  in  sleep,  ful  many  a  man  to  crye, 

For  fere  of  beres,  or  of  boles  blake, 

Or  elles  blake  develes  wol  hem  take. 

Of  other  humours  couthe  I  telle  also, 

That  wirken  many  a  man  in  slep  ful  woo; 

But  I  wol  passe  as  lightly  as  I  can. 

Lo  Catoun,1  which  that  was  so  wis  a  man, 

Sayde  he  nought  thus,  ne  do  no  force  of  dremes? 

Now,  sire,'  quod  sche,  *  whan  we  fle  fro  thise  beemes, 

For  Goddis  love,  as  tak  som  laxatyf ; 

Up  peril  of  my  soule,  and  of  my  lyf, 

I  counsel  yow  the  best,  I  wol  not  lye, 

That  bothe  of  coloure,  and  of  malencolye' 

Ye  purge  yow ;  and  for  ye  schol  nought  tarye, 

Though  in  this  toun  is  noon  apotecarie, 

I  schal  myself  tuo  herbes  techyn  yow, 

That  schal  be  for  your  hele,  and  for  youre  prow; 

And  in  oure  yerd  tho  herbes  schal  I  fynde, 

The  whiche  han  of  her  proprete  by  kynde 

To  purgen  yow  bynethe,  and  eek  above. 

Forget  not  this,  for  Goddis  oughne  love ! 

design,  te  the  purpose  of  producing  a  man  ludicrous  ■iirtjpntMqm 
effect.  l  Lib.  li.  dirt.  3a, '  Somnia  ne  cares/ 

*  This  and  the  following  line,  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  are  restored 
from  the  Lansd.  MS.  by  Mr.  Wright. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


220  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 

Ye  ben  ful  colerik  of  complexioun. 

Ware  the  sonne  in  his  ascencioun 

Ne  fynd  yow  not  replet  in  humours  hote ; 

And  if  it  do,  I  dar  wel  lay  a  grote, 

That  ye  schul  have  a  fever  terciane, 

Or  an  agu,  that  may  be  youre  bane. 

A  day  or  tuo  ye  schul  have  digestives 

Of  wormes,  or  ye  take  your  laxatives, 

Of  lauriol,  century,  and  fumytere, 

Or  elles  of  elder  bery,  that  growith  there, 

Of  catapus,  or  of  gaytre  beriis, 

Of  erbe  yve  that  groweth  in  our  yerd,  that  mery1  is; 

Pike  hem  up  right  as  thay  growe,  and  et  hem  in. 

Be  mery,  housbond,  for  your  fader  kyn ! 

Dredith  non  dremes ;  I  can  say  no  more.' 

'  Madame,'  quod  he,  *graunt  mercy  of  your  lore. 

But  natheles,  as  touching  daun  Catoun, 

That  hath  of  -wisdom  such  a  gret  renoun, 

Though  that  he  bad  no  dremes  for  to  drede, 

By  God,  men  may  in  olde  bookes  rede 

Of  many  a  man,  more  of  auctorite 

That  ever  Catoun  was,  so  mot  I  the, 

That  al  the  revers  sayn  of  his  sentence, 

And  han  wel  founden  by  experience, 

That  dremes  ben  significaciouns, 

As  wel  of  joye,  as  of  tribulaciouns, 

That  folk  enduren  in  this  lif  present. 

Ther  nedeth  make  of  this  noon  argument ; 

The  verray  preve  schewith  it  in  dede. 

Oon  of  the  grettest  auc tours1  that  men  rede, 

Saith  thus,  that  whilom  tway  felawes  went 

On  pylgrimage  in  a  ful  good  entente; 

i  That  mery  has  been  substituted  from  Tyrwhitt  for  ther  mercy,  the 
reading  of  the  Harl.  MS. 

*  Cicero  (de  Divin.,  1.  i.  o.  »7)  relates  this  and  the  following  story, 
but  with  so  many  differences  that  one  might  be  led  to  suspect  that  he 
was  here  quoted  at  second  hand,  if  it  were  not  usual  with  Chaucer,  in 
these  stories  of  familiar  life,  to  throw  in  a  number  of  natural  circum- 
stances not  to  be  found  in  the  original  authors.— T. 
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And  happed  so,  thay  come  into  a  toun, 

Wher  as  ther  was  such  congregacioun 

Of  poeple,  and  eek  so  streyt  of  herbergage, 

That  thay  fond  nought  as  moche  as  oon  cotage, 

In  which  that  thay  might  bothe  i-logged  be. 

Wherfor  thay  mosten  of  necessite, 

As  for  that  night,  depart  her  compaignye; 

And  ech  of  hem  goth  to  his  hostelrye, 

And  took  his  loggyng  as  it  wolde  falle. 

That  oon  of  hem  was  loggid  in  a  stalle, 

Fer  in  a  yerd,  with  oxen  of  the  plough; 

That  other  man  was  logged  wel  y-nough, 

As  was  his  adventure,  or  his  fortune, 

That  us  governith  alle  in  comune. 

And  so  bifel,  that,  long  er  it  were  day, 

This  oon  met  in  his  bed,  ther  as  he  lay, 

How  that  his  felaw  gan  upon  him  calle, 

And  sayd,  '  alias !  for  in  an  oxe  stalle 

This  night  I  schal  be  murdrid  ther  I  lye. 

Now  help  me,  deere  brother,  or  I  dye; 

In  alle  haste  cum  to  me,'  he  sayde. 

This  man  out  of  his  slep  for  fer  abrayde; 

But  whan  that  he  was  waked  out  of  his  sleep, 

He  torned  him,  and  took  of  this  no  keep; 

Him  thought  his  dreem  nas  but  a  vanite. 

Thus  twies  in  his  sleepe  dremed  he. 

And  at  the  thridde  tyme  yet  his  felawe 

Com,  as  him  thought,  and  sayd,  '  I  am  now  slawe; 

Bihold  my  bloody  woundes,  deep  and  wyde ! 

Arise  up  erly  in  the  morwe  tyde, 

And  at  the  west  gate  of  the  toun,'  quod  he, 

'  A  cart  of  donge  there  schalt  thou  see, 

In  which  my  body  is  hyd  prively; 

Do  thilke  cart  arresten  boldely. 

My  gold  caused  my  mourdre,  soth  to  sayn.' 

And  told  him  every  poynt  how  he  was  slayn, 

With  a  ful  pitous  lace,  pale  of  hewe. 

And  truste  wel,  his  dreem  he  fond  ful  trewe; 
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For  on  the  morwe,  as  sone  as  it  was  day, 
To  his  felawes  in  he  took  the  way; 
And  whan  that  he  cam  to  this  oxe  stalle, 
After  his  felaw  he  bigan  to  calle. 
The  hostiller  answered  him  anoon, 
And  sayde,  '  Sire,  your  felaw  is  agoon, 
Als  soone  as  day  he  went  out  of  the  toun.' 
This  man  gan  fklle  in  a  suspiccioun, 
Bemembring  on  his  dremes  that  he  mette, 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wold  he  lette, 
Unto  the  west  gate  of  the  toun,  and  fond 
A  dong  cart  went  as  it  were  to  donge  lond, 
That  was  arrayed  in  the  same  wise 
As  ye  han  herd  the  deede  man  devise; 
And  with  an  hardy  hert  he  gan  to  crie 
Yengeaunce  and  justice  of  this  felony e. 
1  My  felaw  mordrid  is  this  same  night, 
And  in  this  carte  he  lith  heer  upright. 
I  crye  out  on  the  ministres/  quod  he, 
'  That  schulde  kepe  and  reule  this  cite; 
Harrow !  alias !  her  lith  my  felaw  slayn !' 
What  gohold  I  more  unto  this  tale  sayn? 
The  peple  upstert,  and  caste  th%  cart  to  grounde, 
And  in  the  middes  of  the  dong  thay  founde 
The  dede  man,  that  mordred  was  al  newe. 
O  blisful  God,  thou  art  fill  just  and  trewe! 
Lo,  how  thow  bywreyest  mordre  aldayi 
Mordre  wil  out,  certes  it  is  no  nay. 
Morder  is  so  wlatsom  and  abhominable 
To  God,  that  is  so  just  and  resonable, 
That  he  ne  wold  nought  suffre  it  hiled  be; 
Though  it  abyde  a  yeer,  or  tuo,  or  thre, 
Morder  wil  out,  this  is  my  conclnsioun. 
And  right  anoon,  the  mynistres  of  that  toun 
Han  hent  the  carter,  and  so  sore  him  pyned, 
And  eek  the  hostiller  so  sore  engyned,1 


i  Tortnredwith 
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That  thay  biknew  her  wikkednes  anoon, 
And  were  anhonged  by  the  nekke  boon. 

'  Here  may  men  se  that  dremys  ben  to  drede. 
And  certes  in  the  same  book  I  rede, 
Right  in  the  nexte  chapitre  after  this, 
(I  gabbe  nought,  so  have  I  joye  or  bliss),, 
Tuo  men  that  wolde  have  passed  over  see 
For  certeyn  causes  into  fer  contre, 
If  that  the  wynd  ne  hadde  ben  contrarie, 
That  made  hem  in  a  cite  for  to  tarie, 
That  stood  ful  mery  upon  an  haven  syde. 
But  on  a  day,  agayn  the  even  tyde, 
The  wynd  gan  chaunge,  and  blew  right  as  hem  list 
Jolyf  and  glad  they  wenten  unto  rest, 
And  casten  hem  ful  erly  for  to  sayle; 
But  to  that  oon  man  fell  a  gret  mervayle. 
That  oon  of  hem  in  his  slepyng  as  he  lay, 
Him  met  a  wonder  drem,  agayn  the  day; 
.  Him  thought  a  man  stood  by  his  beddes  ryde, 
And  him  comaunded,  that  he  schuld  abyde, 
And  sayd  him  thus,  '  If  thou  to  morwe  wende, 
Thow  schalt  be  dreynt ;  my  tale  is  at  an  ende.1 
He  wook,  and  told  his  felaw  what  he  mette, 
And  prayde  him  his  viage  to  lette; 
As  for  that  day,  he  prayd  him  for  to  abyde. 
His  felaw  that  lay  by  his  beddis  syde, 
Gan  tor  to  lawgh,  and  scorned  him  fttl  fast. 
*  No  dreem,'  quod  he,  '  may  so  myn  herte  gaste, 
That  I  wil  lette  for  to  do  my  thinges. 
I  sette  not  a  straw  by  thy  dremynges, 
For  swevens  been  but  vanitees  and  japes. 
Men  dreme  al  day  of  owles  and  of  apes, 
And  eke  of  many  a  mase  theroithal; 
Men  dreme  of  thinges  that  never  be  schal. 
But  sith  I  see  that  thou  wilt  her  abyde, 
And  thus  forslouthe  wilfully  thy  tyde, 
God  wot  it  reweth  me,  and  have  good  day.* 
And  thus  he  took  his  leve,  and  went  his  way. 
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But  er  he  hadde  half  his  cours  i-sayled, 

Noot  I  nought  why,  ne  what  mesohaunce  it  ayled, 

But  casuelly  the  schippes  bothom  rent, 

And  schip  and  man  undir  the  watir  went 

In  sight  of  other  schippes  ther  byside, 

That  with  him  sailed  at  the  same  tyde. 

'  And  therfore,  faire  Pertelot  so  deere, 
By  such  ensamples  old  maistow  leere 
That  no  man  scholde  be  so  recheles, 
Of  dremes,  for  I  say  the  douteles, 
That  many  a  dreem  ful  sore  is  for  to  drede. 
Lo,  in  the  lif  of  seint  Kenelm,1 1  rede, 
That  was  Kenulphus  sone,  the  noble  king 
Of  Mercenrike,  how  Kenilm  mette  a  thing. 
A  litil  or  he  was  mordred,  upon  a  day 
His  modre  in  his  avysioun  he  say. 
His  norice  him  expouned  every  del 
His  sweven,  and  bad  him  for  to  kepe  him  wel 
For  traisoun;  but  he  nas  but  seven  yer  old, 
And  therfore  litel  tale  hath  he  told 
Of  eny  drem,  so  holy  was  his  hert. 
By  God,  I  hadde  lever  than  my  schert, 
That  ye  had  rad  his  legend,  as  have  I. 
Dame  Pertelot,  I  say  yow  trewely, 
Macrobius,8  that  writ  the  avisioun 
In  Auflrik  of  the  worthy  Cipioun, 
Affermeth  dremes,  and  saith  that  thay  been 
Warnyng  of  thinges  that  men  after  seen. 
And  forthermore,  I  pray  yow  loketh  wel 
In  the  olde  Testament,  of  Daniel/ 
If  he  huld  dremes  eny  vanyte. 
Rede  eek  of  Joseph,4  and  ther  schal  ye  see 
Whethir  dremes  ben  som  tyme  (I  say  nought  alle) 
Warnyng  of  thinges  that  schul  after  falle. 

1  Kenelm  succeeded  his  father  Kenulph  on  the  throne  of  the  Mercians 
in  8ai.,  at  the  age  of  seven  years,  and  was  murdered  by  order  of  his 
aunt,  Quenedreda.— W.  His  Legend  is  not  in  the  Latin  or  French 
editions  of  the  Golden  Legmd. 

3  The  allusion  is  to  his  commentary  on  Cicero's  Somnium  Scipionis. 
s  Daniel  vii.  i.  4  Gen.  xxxvii 
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Lok  of  Egipt  the  king,  daun  Pharao,1 
His  baker  and  his  botiler  also, 
Whethir  thay  felte  noon  effect  in  dremis. 
Who  so  wol  seke  actes  of  sondry  remys, 
May  rede  of  dremes  many  a  wonder  thing. 
~"Lo  Cresiis,  which  that  was  of  Lydes  king, 
Mette  he  not  that  he  set  upon  a  tre, 
Which  signified  he  schuld  hanged  beV 
Lo  hir  Andromachia,8  Ectors  wif. 
That  day  that  Ector  schulde  lese  his  lif, 
Sche  dremed  on  the  same  night  byforn, 
How  that  the  lif  of  Ector  schuld  be  lorn, 
If  thilke  day  he  wente  to  batayle; 
Sche  warned  him,  but  it  might  nought  availe; 
He  wente  forth  to  fighte  natheles, 
And  he  was  slayn  anoon  of  Achilles. 
But  thilke  tale  is  al  to  long  to  telle, 
And  eek  it  is  neigh  day,  I  may  not  duelle. 
Schortly  I  say,  as  for  conclusion, 
That  I  schal  have  of  this  avisioun 
Adversite;  and  I  say  forthermore, 
That  I  ne  telle  of  laxatife  no  store, 
For  thay  ben  venemous,  I  wot  it  wel ; 
I  hem  defye,  I  love  hem  never  a  del 

•  Now  let  us  speke  of  mirthe,  and  lete  al  this; 
Madame  Pertilot,  so  have  I  blis, 
Of  o  thing  God  hath  me  sent  large  grace; 
For  whan  I  see  the  beaute  of  your  face, 
Ye  ben  so  scarlet  hiew  about  your  eyghen, 
It  makith  al  my  drede  for  to  deyghen, 
For,  al  so  siker  as  In  principio,* 
Mvlier  est  hominis  confusio. 

i  Gen.  xli.  *  See  Af&nkes  Tale,  Croesus. 

*  There  1b  no  such  circumstance  related  by  Homer.  [The  dream  of 
Andromache  will  be  found  in  the  alliterative  romance  of  the  Destruction  oi 
Troy,  ed.  Panton  and  Donaldson,  p.  274.— W.  W.  S.] 

*  That  is,  'As  sure  as  the  gospel  of  St.  John,'  which  begins  with 
these  words. 
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(Madame,  the  sentence  of  this  Latyn  is, 
Womman  is  mannes  joye  and  mannes  blia.) 
For  when  I  fiele  a-night  your  softe  syde, 
Al  be  it  that  I  may  not  on  you  ryde, 
For  that  your  perche  is  mad  so  narrow,  alias! 
I  am  so  f ul  of  joye  and  solas, 
That  I  defye  both  swevene  and  drem.' 
And  with  that  word  he  fleigh  doun  fro  the  beem, 
For  it  was  day,  and  eek  his  hennes  alle ; 
And  with  a  chuk  he  gan  hem  for  to  calle, 
For  he  had  found  a  corn,  lay  in  the  yard. 
Real  he  was,  he  was  nomore  aferd ; 
He  fetherid  Pertelote  twenty  tyme, 
And  trad  as  offce,  er  that  it  was  prime. 
He  lokith  as  it  were  a  grim  lioun ; 
And  on  his  toon  he  rometh  up  and  doun, 
Him  deyned  not  to  set  his  foot  to  grounde. 
He  chukkith,  whan  he  hath  a  corn  i-founde, 
And  to  him  rennen  than  his  wifes  alle. 
Thus  real,  as  a  prince  is  in  his  halle, 
Leve  I  this  chaunteclere  in  his  pasture; 
And  after  wol  I  telle  his  aventure. 
"Whan  that  the  moneth  in  which  the  world  bigan, 
That  highte  March,  whan  God  maked  first  man, 
Was  complet,  and  y-passed  were  also, 
Syn  March  bygan,  tway  monthes  and  dayes  tuo,1 
Byfel  that  Chaunteclere  in  al  his  pride, 
His  seven  wyves  walkyng  by  his  syde, 
Cast  up  his  eyghen  to  the  brighte  sonne, 
That  in  the  signe  of  Taurus  had  i-ronne 
Twenty  degrees  and  oon,  and  somwhat  morej 
He  knew  by  kynde,8  and  by  noon  other  lore, 
That  it  was  prime,  and  crew  with  blisful  steven. 
'  The  sonne/  he  sayde,  '  is  clomben  up  on  heven  ' 

1  That  is,  on  the  second  of  May.    It  was  the  common  belief  in  the 
middle  ages  that  the  world  was  created  in  March,  perhaps  because  in 
their  calendar  the  year  began  on  the  25th  of  that  month.  [It  was  believed, 
lather,  that  the  world  was  created  at  the  vernal  equinox.— W.  W.  S  J 
2  That  is,  by  nature. 
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Twenty  degrees  and  oon,  and  more  I  wis. 

Madame  Pertelot,  my  worldes  blis, 

Herknith  these  blisful  briddes  how  thay  synge, 

And  seth  these  freissche  floures  how  thay  springe  • 

Ful  is  myn  hert  of  revel  and  solaas.' 

But  sodeinly  him  fel  a  sorwful  caas; 

For  ever  the  latter  end  of  joye  is  wo. 

God  wot  that  worldly  joye  is  soone  ago; 

And  if  a  rethor  couthe  faire  endite, 

He  in  a  chronique  saufly  might  it1  write, 

As  for  a  soverayn  notabilite. 

Now  every  wys  man  let  him  herkne  me; 
This  story  is  al  so  trewe,  I  undertake, 
As  the  book  is  of  Launcelot  the  Lake,9 
That  womman  huld  in  ful  gret  reverence. 
Now  wol  I  torne  agayn  to  my  sentence. 
A  cole-fox,  ful  sleigh  of  iniquite, 
That  in  the  grove  had  woned  yeres  thre, 
By  heigh  ymaginacioun  forncast, 
The  same  nighte  thurgh  the  hegge  brast 
Into  the  yerd,  ther  Chaunteclere  the  faire 
Was  wont,  and  eek  his  wyves,  to  repaire; 
And  in  a  bed  of  wortes  stille  he  lay, 
Til  it  was  passed  undern  of  the  day, 
Waytyng  his  tyme  on  Chaunteclere  to  falle; 
As  gladly  doon  these  homicides  alle, 
That  in  awayte  lyn  to  morther  men. 
O  false  mordrer  lurckyng  in  thy  den! 
O  newe  Scariot,  newe  Genilon !' 
Fals  dissimulour,  O  Greke  Sinon, 
That  broughtest  Troye  al  utrely  to  sorwe! 
O  Chauntecler,  accursed  be  the  morwe, 

1  R  is  here  given  from  Tyrwhitt,  instead  of  he,  the  reading  of  the 
Harl.  MS.  Tyrwhitt  says  that  on  the  margin  of  one  of  the  MSS.  is 
written  Petnu  Comestor,  to  intimate  that  this  maxim  is  to  be  found  in 
the  Historia  Sckolastka  of  that  author,  who  was  a  celebrated  commen- 
tator on  the  Bible  in  the  twelfth  century.  See  Fabricius,  Bib.  Med* 
jEtat.,  in  i  vol. 

*  The  romance  of  Lancelot  du  Lobe*  *  See  ante,  p.  98,  note  a. 
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That  thou  into  the  yerd  Hough  fro  the  bemys! 

Thow  were  ful  wel  warned  by  thy  dremys, 

That  thilke  day  was  perilous  to  the. 

But  what  that  God  forwot  most  needes  be,1 

After  the  opynyoun  of  certeyn  clerkis. 

Witnesse  on  him,  that  eny  parfit  clerk  is, 

That  in  scole  is  gret  altercacioun 

In  this  matier,  and  gret  disputesoun, 

And  hath  ben  of  an  hundred  thousand  men. 

But  yit  I  can  not  bult  it  to  the  bren, 

As  can  the  holy  doctor  Augustyn, 

Or  Boece,  or  the  bischop  Bradwardyn,8 

Whether  that  Goddis  worthy  forwetyng 

Streigneth  me  needely  for  to  do  a  thing, 

(Needely  clepe  I  simple  necessite) ; 

Or  elles  if  fre  choys  be  graunted  me 

To  do  that  same  thing,  or  to  do  it  nought, 

Though  God  forwot  it,  er  that  it  was  wrought; 

Or  if  his  wityng  streyneth  never  a  deel, 

But  by  necessite  condicionel. 

I  wol  not  have  to  do  of  such  matiere ; 

My  tale  is  of  a  cok,  as  ye  schal  hiere, 

That  took  his  counseil  of  his  wyf  with  sorwe, 

To  walken  in  the  yerd  upon  the  morwe, 

That  he  had  met  the  dreme,  that  I  tolde. 

Wymmens  counseiles  ben  ful  ofte  cold; 

Wommannes  counseil  brought  us  first  to  woo, 

And  made  Adam  fro  paradys  to  go, 

1  Tyrwhitt  observes,  Our  author  has  discussed  the  question  of  the 
divine  prescience  more  at  large  in  his  Trotim,  book  iv.  It  is  an  ad- 
dition of  his  own,  of  which  there  is  no  trace  in  the  Philostrate  of 
Boccace.'  This  question  had  long  ago  been  settled  on  rational  and 
scriptural  grounds  by  St.  Augustine,  but  was  still  a  favourite  subject 
of  discussion  in  the  schools,  as  affording  an  inexhaustible  source  of 
argument.  To  the  schools,  however,  it  was  generally  confined  till 
Calvin  introduced  it  into  practical  theology  as  the  most  effective  weapon 
against  the  Catholic  doctrine  of  the  sacraments. 

a  Bradwardyn  was  chaplain  and  confessor  to  Edward  III.,  and  was 
by  him  appointed  to  the  see  of  Canterbury  in  1 349.  He  lived  only  a 
week  in  the  enjoyment  of  his  promotion.  In  his  great  work,  De  Cau*4 
Dei,  he  combats  Pelagianism  with  St.  Augustine's  weapons. 
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Ther  as  he  was  fill  meiy,  and  wel  at  ease. 
But  for  I  not,  to  whom1  it  might  displease, 
If  I  counseil  of  womman  wolde  blame, 
Pas  over,  for  I  sayd  it  in  my  game. 
Red  auctours,  wher  thay  trete  of  such  matiere, 
And  what  thay  sayn  of  wommen  ye  may  heere. 
These  been  the  cokkes  wordes,  and  not  myne; 
I  can  noon  harme  of  womman  divine. 

Faire  in  the  sond,  to  bathe  hir  merily, 
Lith  Pertelot,  and  alle  hir  sustres  by, 
Agayn  the  sonne;  and  Chaunteclere  so  free 
Sang  merier  than  the  meremayd  in  the  see; 
For  Phisiologus*  seith  sicurly, 
How  that  thay  syngen  wei  and  merily. 
And  so  byfel  that  as  he  cast  his  ye 
Among  the  wortes  on  a  boterflye, 
He  was  war  of  this  fox  that  lay  ful  lowe. 
No  thing  ne  list  him  thanne  for  to  crowe, 
But  cryde  anon,  '  cok,  cok,'  and  up  he  stert, 
As  man  that  was  af&ayed  in  his  hert. 
For  naturelly  a  beest  desireth  flee 
Fro  his  contrarie,  if  he  may  it  see, 
Though  he  never  er  had  sayn  it  with  his  ye. 

This  Chaunteclere,  whan  he  gan  it  aspye, 
He  wold  han  fled,  but  that  the  fox  anon 
Said, ' Gentil  sire,  alias!  why  wol  ye  goon) 
Be  ye  affrayd  of  me  that  am  youre  frend? 
Certes,  I  were  worse  than  eny  feend, 

1  Whom  is  substituted  from  Speght  and  Tyrwhitt  for  Aim,  the  reading 
of  the  Harl.  MS.  The  Nun's  Priest  says  naturally,  *  I  know  not  whom 
I  might  displease,'  alluding  to  the  nuns  whose  confessor  he  was,  *  if  I 
spoke  against  taking  women's  advice.' 

3  The  reference  is  to  a  mediaeval  treatise  on  Natural  History  by 
Theobaldus,  called  Physioloffus  de  I/atura  XII.,  Aniinalium,  of  which  an 
early  English  metrical  version  was  published  by  Mr.  Wright  in  the 
Rdiq.  Antiq.  vol.  i.,  p.  ao8.  The  19th  section  here  alluded  to  begins 
thus:— 

*  Sirens;  sunt  monstra  maris  resonantia  magnis 
Vocibus,  et  modulis  cantus  formantia  multis. 
Ad  qua*  incaute  veniunt  ssepissime  nautse, 
Que  f admit  sompnum  nimia  duloedine  voounV 
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If  I  to  yow  wold  harm  or  vilonye. 

I  am  not  come  your  counsail  to  espye. 

But  trewely  the  cause  of  my  coming1 

Was  only  for  to  herken  how  ye  sing. 

For  trewely  ye  have  als  mery  a  steven, 

As  eny  aungel  hath,  that  is  in  heven; 

Therwith  ye*  han  of  musik  more  felynge> 

Than  had  Boece,  or  eny  that  can  synge. 

My  lord  your  fader  (God  his  soule  blesse) 

And  youre  moder  of  her  gentilesse 

Han  in  myn  hous  been,  to  my  gret  ease; 

And  certes,  sire,  ful  fayn  wold,  I  yow  please. 

But  for  men  speke  of  syngyng,  I  wol  say, 

So  mot  I  brouke  wel  myn  yen  tway, 

Save  ye,  I  herde  never  man  so  synge, 

As  dede  your  fadir  in  the  morwenynge. 

Certes  it  was  of  bert  al  that  he  song. 

And  for  to  make  his  vois  the  more  strong, 

He  wold  so  peynen  him,  that  with  bothe  his  yen 

He  moste  wynke,  so  lowde  he  wolde  crien, 

And  stonden  on  his  typtoon  therwithal, 

And  streche  forth  his  necke  long  and  smal. 

And  eek  he  was  of  such  discressioun, 

That  ther  nas  no  man  in  no  regioun 

That  him  in  song  or  wisdom  mighte  passe* 

I  have  wel  rad  in  daun  Burn  el8  thasse 


1  This  and  the  following  line  are  omitted  by  mistake  in  the  Hart.  MS. 

2  Ye  has  been  substituted  from  Tyrwhitt  for  he,  the  reading  of  the 
Hart.  MS. 

*  The  reference  is  to  the  Latin  satirical  poem  of  Nigellus  de  Wireker, 
monk  and  precentor  of  Canterbury,  written  about  the  year  i  ioo,  and 
entitled  BurneUus,  sive  Speculum  Stultorum. — See  Leyser,  Poet.  Med. 
jEvi.,  p.  7S» ;  also  Wright's  Biog.  Brit.  Lit*,  Anglo-Norman  period, 
which  contains  the  best  and  fullest  account  of  Wireker  and  his  work. 
Burnelt  quasi  Brunei,  is  a  nickname  applied  to  the  ass  from  his  brown 
colour  (just  as  the  fox  is  called  Mussel  from  the  red  colour  of  his  fur), 
and  is  applied  to  the  ass  of  Balaam  in  the  Chester  Whitsun  Plays. 
The  prophet  exclaims— 

« Go  forth,  BurneU,  go  forth,  go. 

What?  the  devil,  my  asse  will  not  gx, 

BurneU*  why  begilest  thou  me  9* 
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Among  his  verses,  how  ther  was  a  cok, 
That,  for  a  prestes  sone  gaf  him  a  knok 
Upon  his  leg,  whil  he  was  yong  and  nyce, 
He  made  him  for  to  lese  his  benefice. 
But  certeyn  ther  is  no  comparisoun 
Betwix  the  wisdom  and  discressioun 
Of  youre  fader,  and  of  his  subtilte. 
Now  syngeth,  sire,  for  seinte  Charite,1 
Let  se,  can  ye  your  fader  countrefetef 
This  Chaunteclere  his  wynges  gan  to  bete, 
As  man  that  couthe  his  tresoun  nought  espye, 
So  was  he  ravyssht  with  his  flaterie. 

Alias !  ye  lordlynges,  many  a  fals  flatour 
Is  in  your  hous,  and  many  a  losengour, 
That  pleasen  yow  wel  more,  by  my  faith, 
Than  he  that  sothfastnesse  unto  yow  saith. 
Redith  Ecclesiast  of  flaterie ; 
Beth  war,  ye  lordes,  of  her  treccherie. 

This  Chaunteclere  stood  heighe  upon  his  toos, 
Strecching  his  necke,  and  held  his  yhen  cloos, 
And  gan  to  crowe  lowde  for  the  noones; 
And  daun  Russel  the  fox  stert  up  at  oones, 
And  by  the  garget  hente  Chaunteclere, 
And  on  his  bak  toward  the  woode  him  bere. 
For  yit  was  there  no  man  that  him  sewed. 
O  desteny,  that  maist  not  ben  eschiewed ! 
Alias,  that  Chaunteclere  fleigh  fro  the  bemis ! 
Alias,  his  wif  ne  roughte  nought  of  dremis  I 
And  on  a  Friday1  fel  al  this  mischaunce. 
O  Venus,  that  art  goddes  of  pleasaunce, 
Syn  that  thy  servant  was  thip  Chaunteclere, 
And  in  thy  service  did  al  his  powere, 
More  for  delit,  than  the  world  to  multiplie, 
Why  woldest  thou  suffre  him  on  thy  day  to  dye? 

1  Sdnte  chartti  is  a  translation  of  sancta  charitas,  holy  charity  of 
lore,  and  does  not  imply  that  there  was  any  person  of  that  name, 
though  subsequent  hagiographers  have  created  a  saint  to  apply  it  to, 
jbr  the  tumce.  2  See  vol.  i.  p.  1 37,  note  5. 
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O  Gaufred,1  dere  mayster  soverayn, 

That,  whan  the  worthy  king  Richard  was  slayn 

With  schot,  compleynedist  his  deth  so  sore, 

Why  ne  had  I  nought  thy  sentence  and  thy  lore, 

The  Friday  for  to  chiden,  as  dede  ye? 

(For  on  a  Fryday  sothly  slayn  was  he.) 

Than  wold  I  schewe  how  that  I  couthe  pleyne, 

For  Chauntecleres  drede,  and  for  his  peyne. 

Certis  such  cry  ne  lamentacioun 
Was  never  of  ladies  maad,  whan  Ilioun 
Was  wonne,  and  Pirrus  with  his  strit  swerd, 
Whan  he  had  hente  kyng  Priam  by  the  herd, 
And  slaugh  him  (as  saith  us  Eneydos)? 
As  maden  alle  the  hennes  in  the  clos, 
Whan  thay  had  sayn  of  Chauntecler  the  sight. 
But  sovereignly  dame  Pertelote  schright, 
Ful  lowder  than  did  Hasdrubaldes  wyf;8 
Whan  that  hir  housebond  had  lost  his  ly£ 
And  that  the  Romayns  had  i-brent  Cartage, 
Sche  was  so  ful  of  torment  and  of  rage, 
That  wilfully  unto  the  fuyr  sche  stert, 
And  brend  hirselven  with  a  stedfast  hert. 


1  Geoffrey  of  Vinsauf  is  generally  believed  to  have  been  an  English- 
man by  birth,  but  of  a  Norman  family.  Besides  his  principal  and 
most  valuable  work,  entitled  Itinerarium  Regis  Anglorum  Bicardi,  et 
aUorum  in  Terram  Hierosolymorum,  he  is  the  author  of  several  treatises, 
amongst  others  one  Zte  Poetrid  Nova*  in  which  he  gives,  as  a  specimen 
of  the  plaintive  style,  a  lamentation  on  the  death  of  Richard  I.,  whom 
he  had  accompanied  in  his  crusade.  See  Wright's  tiiog.  Brit.  Lit., 
Anglo-Norman  period.  The  following  passage  is  that  above  alluded 
to:— 

*  0  Veneris  lacrymosadies!   O  sydus  amarum ! 
Ilia  dies  tua  nox  fuit,  et  Venus  ilia  venenum.' 
Tyrwhitt  supposes  that  Chaucer  intends  to  turn  Geoffrey  into  ridicule  j 
but  this  is  doubtful.    See  Warton,  Hist  of'Evg.  Poet.,  dis.  ii.     "  -' 

2  Meaning  Virgil  in  his  Eneidos,  lib.  ii.  55o:— 

'  Hoc  dicens  altaria  ad  ipsa  trementem 
Traxit,  et  in  multo  lapsantem  sanguine  nati, 
Implicuitque  comam  kevd,  dextraque  coruscum 
Extulit,  ac  lateri  capulo  terms  abdidit  ensem.' 
8  For  the  story  of  *  Hasdrubaldes  wyf,'  see  Livy  xlix.  and  l.t  and 
Eutropius.  / 
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O  woful  hennes,  right  so  cride  ye, 

As,  whan  that  Nero  brente  the  cite 

Of  Rome,  criden  the  senatoures  wyves, 

For  that  her  housbondes  losten  alle  here  lyves; 

Withouten  gult  this  Nero  hath  hem  slayn. 

Now  wol  I  torne  to  my  matier  agayn. 
The  sely  wydow,  and  hir  doughtres  tuo, 
Herden  these  hennys  crie  and  maken  wo, 
And  out  at  dores  starte  thay  anoon, 
And  sayden  the  fox  toward  the  woode  is  goon, 
And  bar  upon  his  bak  the  cok  away; 
They  criden,  '  Out !  harrow  and  wayleway ! 
Ha,  ha,  the  fox !'  and  after  him  thay  ran, 
And  eek  with  staves  many  another  man ; 
Ran  Colle  our  dogge,  and  Talbot,  and  Garlond, 
And  Malkyn,  with  a  distaf  in  hir  hond; 
Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  eek  the  verray  hogges 
So  were  they  fered  for  berkyng  of  dogges, 
And  schowtyng  of  the  men  and  wymmen  eke, 
Thay  ronne  that  thay  thought  her  herte  breke. 
That  yelleden  as  feendes  doon  in  helle ; 
The  dokes  criden  as  men  wold  hem  quelle; 
The  gees  for  fere  flowen  over  the  trees; 
Out  of  the  hy  ve  came  the  swarm  of  bees ; 
So  hidous  was  the  noyse,  a  benedictie  I 
Certes  he  Jakke  Straw,1  and  his  meyne, 
Ne  maden  schoutes  never  half  so  schrille, 
Whan  that  thay  wolden  eny  Flemyng  kille, 
As  thilke  day  was  maad  upon  the  fox. 
Of  bras  thay  broughten  homes  and  of  box, 
Of  horn  and  boon,  in  which  thay  blew  and  powped, 
And  therwithal  thay  schryked  and  thay  howped; 
It  semed  as  that  heven  schulde  falle. 

Now,  goode  men,  I  pray  herkneth  alle; 


1  Tyrwhitt  observes  in  his  introductory  discourse  that  the  insurrec- 
tion of  Jack  Straw  here  mentioned  is  the  latest  historical  allusion  in 
The  Cardei-bury  Tales;  but  the  story  of  Bernabo  Visconti,  in  Tht 
Monkea  Tale  (see  ante,  p.  aoi),  refers  to  a  still  later  transaction. 
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Lo,  how  fortune  torneth  sodeinly 

The  hope  and  pride  eek  of  her  enemy  I1 

This  cok  that  lay  upon  this  foxes  bak, 

In  al  his  drede,  unto  the  fox  he  spak, 

And  saide,  '  Sire,  if  that  I  were  as  ye, 

Yet  schuld  I  sayn  (as  wis  God  helpe  me), 

Turneth  agein,  ye  proude  cherles  alle ! 

A  verray  pestilens  upon  yow  falle  \ 

Now  am  I  come  unto  this  woodes  syde, 

Maugre  youre  hede,  the  cok  schal  heer  abyde; 

I  wol  him  ete  in  faith,  and  that  anoon.' 

The  fox  answerd,  '  In  faith,  it  schal  be  doon.' 

And  whil  he  spak  that  word,  al  sodeinly 

This  cok  brak  from  his  mouth  dely  verly, 

And  heigh  upon  a  tree  he  neigh  anoon. 

And  whan  the  fox  seigh  that  he  was  i-goon, 

'  Alias !'  quod  he,  '  O  Chaunteclere,  alias  ? 

I  have  to  yow,'  quod  he,  '  y-don  trespas, 

Inasmoche  as  I  makid  yow  aferd, 

Whan  I  yow  hent,  and  brought  out  of  the  yerd; 

But,  sire,  I  dede  it  in  no  wickid  entent ; 

Com  doun,  and  I  schal  telle  yow  what  I  ment. 

I  schal  say  soth  to  yow,  God  help  me  so.' 

'  Nay  than,'  quod  he, '  I  schrew  us  bothe  tuo. 

And  first  I  schrew  myself,  bothe  blood  and  boones, 

If  thou  bigile  me  any  ofter  than  oones. 

Thou  schalt  no  more,  thurgh  thy  flaterye, 

Do  me  to  synge  and  wynke  with  myn  ye. 

For  he  that  wynkith,  whan  he  scholde  see, 

Al  wilfully,  God  let  him  never  the !' 

*  Nay,'  quod  the  fox,' '  but  God  give  him  meschaunce, 

That  is  so  undiscret*  of  governaunce, 

That  jangleth,  whan  he  scholde  holde  his  pees.' 

Lo,  such  it  is  for  to  be  recheles, 
And  necgligent,  and  trust  on  flaterie. 
But  ye  that  holde  this  tale  a  folye, 

1  Tyrwhitfs  reading  has  been  rabstitnted  for  envy,  that  of  the 
Harl.  MS. 
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As  of  a  fox,  or  of  a  cok  or  hen, 
Takith  the  moralite  therof,  goode  men. 
For  seint  Poul  saith,1  that  all  that  writen  is, 
To  oure  doctrine  it  is  i-write  I  wis. 
Takith  the  fruyt,  and  let  the  chaf  be  stille. 
Now,  goode  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  wille, 
As  saith  my  lord,*  so  make  us  alle  good  men; 
And  bring  us  alle  to  his  blisse.     Amen.9 


1  *  Tim.  ii.  16*.  Chaucer  appears  to  have  thought  that  by  scripture 
St.  Paul  meant  any  writing,  and  not  the  Scriptures  par  excellence. 

2  Tyrwhitt  says  that  opposite  to  this  verse  in  the  Cott.  MS.  i ,  is  written 
*  Kantuar.'  The  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  intended  is  probably  Brad- 
wardyn,  who  has  been  already  quoted. 

'  In  Speght,  and  in  the  MSS.  in  which  the  tale  is  followed  by  that 
of  the  Nonne,  the  following  lines  are  inserted : — 

4  Sire  nonnes  preest,  our  hoste  sayde  anon, 

Tblessed  be  thy  breche  and  every  ston, 

This  was  amery  tale  of  Chaunteclere. 

But  by  my  trouthe,  if  thou  were  seculere. 

Thou  woldest  ben  a  tredefoule  aright : 

For  if  thou  had  corage  as  thou  hast  might, 

Thee  were  nede  of  hennes,  as  I  wene, 

Ye,  mo  than  seven  times  seventene. 

Se,  whiche  braunes  hath  this  gentil  preest. 

So  gret  a  necke,  and  swiche  a  large  breest ! 

He  loketh  as  a  sparhauk  with  his  even ; 

Him  nedeth  not  his  colour  for  to  dien 

With  Brasil,  ne  with  grain  of  PortingaL 
But,  sire,  faire  falle  you  for  your  tale. 

And  after  that,  he  with  ful  mery  chere 

Sayd  to  another,  as  ye  shulen  here.' 
Two  MSS.  consulted  by  Tyrwhitt  give  the  last  line  thus : — 

*  Seide  unto  the  nunne  as  ye  shul  heere,' 
and  then  proceed  as  follows  :— 

• Madame,  and  I  dorste,  I  wolde  you  pray 

To  telle  a  tale  in  fortheringe  of  our  way. 

Than  mighte  ye  do  unto  us  grete  ese. 

Gladly,  sire,  quoth  she,  so  that  I  might  plete 

Too  and  this  worthy  company, 

And  began  hire  tale  riht  thus  ful  sobraly.' 
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THE  PROLOGE  OF  THE  MAUNCIPLES  TALE. 

WOT  ye  not  wher  ther  stont  a  litel  toun, 
Which  that  cleped  is  Bob-up-and-doun,1 
Under  the  Ble,  in  Caunterbury  way? 
Ther  gan  our  Hoste  for  to  jape  and  play, 
And  sayde,  '  Sires,  what?  Dun  is  in  the  myre!2 
Is  ther  no  man  for  prayer  ne  for  hyre, 
That  wol  awake  our  felawe  al  byhynde? 
A  theef  mighte  ful  lightly  robbe  and  bynde. 
Se  how  he  nappith,  se,  for  Goddes  boones! 
That  he  wol  falle  fro  his  hors  at  ones. 
Is  that  a  cook  of  Londoune,  with  meschaunce? 
Do  him  come  forth,3  he  knoweth  his  penaunce y 
For  he  schal  telle  a  tale,  by  my  fay, 
Although  it  be  nought  worth  a  botel  hay. 
Awake,  thou  cook,  sit  up,  God  gif  the  sorwe  I 
What  eyleth  the,  to  slepe  by  the  morwef4 
Hast  thou  had  fleen  al  night,  or  artow  dronke? 
Or  hastow  with  som  quen  al  night  i-swonke, 
So  that  thou  maist  not  holden  up  thyn  heedf 
This  Cook,  that  was  ful  pale  and  nothing  reed, 
Sayd  to  our  Host,  '  So  God  my  soule  blesse, 
As  ther  is  falle  on  me  such  heyynesse, 

1  Mr.  Wright  supposes  that  the  village  of  Harbledown  is  the  place 
intended  by  Bob-up-and-down;  and  that  it  received  this  popular  appel- 
lation because  the  traveller  in  approaching  it  was  obliged  to  ascend 
and  descend  a  number  of  low  but  steep  hills.  It  stands  on  the  borders 
of  Blee,  or  Blean  Forest.  2  [See  below,  p.  246,  note  ij 

•  The  editions  previous  to  Tyrwhitt  read,  Do  Mm  eomjbrt,  which  Is 
not  very  intelligible.  The  meaning  of  Do  Mm  come  forth  is  obvious. 
4  Make  him  come  out  from  among  the  crowd  of  pilgrims,  and  ride  near 
me,  that  I,  as  the  judge,  and  the  rest,  may  hear  his  tale  the  better.' 
Tyrwhitt  remarks  that  *it  would  have  required  the  lungs  of  a  Stentor ' 
to  speak  audibly  to  a  company  of  thirty  people  trotting  on  together  in 
a  road  of  the  fourteenth  century.'  But  it  should  be  remembered  that 
It  was  then  the  custom  to  recite  poetry  to  a  sort  of  monotonous  chant, 
which  enabled  the  speaker  to  make  himself  heard  with  comparative 
ease  at  a  great  distance. 

«  [« So  early  in  the  day.'  It  was  now  the  morning  of  the  last  day's 
journey.    See  Scheme,  vol.  ii.  pp.  J5I-J54J 
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Not  I  nought  why,  that  me  were  lever  slepe, 
Than  the  beste  galoun  wyn  that  is  in  Chepe/ 

'  Well,'  quod  the  Maunciple,  '  if  that  I  may  doon 
To  the,  sir  cook,  and  to  no  wight  displease,        [ease 
Which  that  her  rydeth  in  this  compaignye, 
And  our  host  wolde  of  his  curteisie, 
I  wol  as  now  excuse  the  of  thy  tale ; 
For  in  good  faith  thi  visage  is  ful  pale. 
Thyn  eyen  daswen  eek,  al  so  me  thinkith, 
And  wel  I  woot,  thy  breth  ful  foule  stynkith, 
That  scheweth  eek  thou  art  nought  wel  disposid ; 
Of  me  certeyn  thou  schalt  nought  ben  i-glosed. 
Se  how  he  ganith,  lo !  this  dronken  wight ! 
As  though  he  wolde  swolwe  us  anoon  right. 
Hold  clos  thy  mouth,  man,  by  thy  fader  kynne! 
The  devel  of  helle  sette  his  foot  therinne  I 
Thy  cursed  breth  enfecten1  wil  us  alle. 
Fy,  stynkyng  swyne !  foule  mot  the  falle  I 
A  f  takith  heed,  sires,  of  this  lusty  man. 
Now,  swete  sir,  wol  ye  joust  atte  fan?2 
Therto,  me  thinkith,  ye  beth  right  wel  i-schape, 
I  trowe  that  ye  dronken  han  wyn  of  ape,8 


1  Enfecten  is  Tyrwhitt's  reading,  and  seems  plainer  than  effecte, 
which  is  that  of  the  Harl.  MS.   Both,  however,  have  the  same  meaning. 

*  The  Maunciple  asks  him  ironically  whether  he  will  joust  at  the  fan, 
vane,  or  quintaine,  a  ring  turning  on  a  pivot  on  the  top  of  a  pole,' like 
a  weathercock  or  vane.  To  drive  the  lance  through  this  ring  while  at 
full  gallop,  and  draw  it  out  again  as  it  turned,  required  great  accuracy 
of  eye  and  dexterity  of  hand. 

8  This  expression  is  well  illustrated  by  Tyrwhitt  and  Warton  from  a 
curious  rabbinical  tradition,  quoted  by  Fabricius,  Cod.  Pseudepigr.  Vet. 
Test.,  vol.  i.  p.  *75,  which  forms  the  substance  of  the  i59th  chapter  of 
the  Oesta  Romanorum.  When  Noah  planted  the  vine,  Satan  attended, 
and  sacrificed  a  sheep,  a  lion,  an  ape,  and  a  sow.  These  animals  were 
intended  to  symbolize  the  gradations  of  ebriety ;  and  the  passage  cannot 
be  better  illustrated  than  by  an  excellent  Bacchanalian  song  in  the 
play  of  Mother  Bombie,by  John  Lily  (1598),  published  in  the  Songs 
from  the  Dramatists.  This  song  rather  improves  upon  the  original  by 
substituting  the  goat  for  the  sheep: — 

*  O  the  dear  blood  of  grapes 
Turns  us  to  antic  shapes, 
Now  to  show  tricks  Wei  apes, 
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And  that  is  whan  men  playen  with  a  straw.' 

And  with  his  speche  the  Cook  wax  angry  and 
And  on  the  Maunciple  bygan  he  nodde  fast   [wraw, 
For  lak  of  speche;  and  doun  the  hors  him  cast, 
Wher  as  he  lay,  til  that  men  him  up  took. 
This  was  a  fair  chivache1  of  a  cook ! 
Alias  1  that  he  nad  hold  him  by  his  ladil ! 
And  er  that  he  agayn  were  in  his  sadil, 
Ther  was  gret  schowvyng  bothe  to  and  fro 
To  lift  him  up,  and  moche  care  and  wo, 
So  unwelde  was  this  sory  pallid  gost. 
And  to  the  Maunciple  thanne  spak  oure  Host : 
•"  Bycause  drink  hath  dominacioun 
Upon  this  man,  by  my  salvacioun 
I  trow  he  lewedly  tel  wol  his  tale. 
For  were  it  wyn,  or  old  moysty  ale, 
That  he  hath  dronk,  he  spekith  in  his  nose, 
And  snesith  fast,  and  eek  he  hath  the  pose. 
He  also  hath  to  do  more  than  y-nough 
To  kepe  him  and  his  capil  out  of  the  slough; 
And  if  he  falle  fro  his  capil  eftsone, 
Than  schal  we  alle  have  y-nough  to  doone 
In  liftyng  up  his  hevy  dronken  cors. 
Tel  on  thy  tale,  of  him  make  I  no  fors. 
But  yit,  Maunciple,  in  faith  thou  art  to  nyce, 
Thus  openly  reproeve  him  of  his  vice; 
Another  day  he  wil,  par  adventwre, 
Reclayme  the,  and  bringe  the  to  lure;* 


Now  lion  like  to  roar, 

Now  goatishiy  to  whore, 

Now  hoggishly  in  the  mire.* 
The  Ccdendrier  des  Bergers,  quoted  by  Tyrwhitt,  describes  the  effect  of 
wine  on  persons  of  different  temperaments  by  the  same  tradition.  It 
says  the  choleric  a  vin  de  lion;  c'est  a  dire,  quant  a  bien  beu,  yeult 
tanser,  noyer,  et  battre ;  the  sanguine  a  vin  de  singe,  quant  a  plus  beu, 
taut  est  plus  joyeux.  The  phlegmatic  is  said  to  have  vin  de  mouton, 
and  the  melancholic,  vin  de  porceau. 
l  Meaning, '  feat  of  horsemanship.' 

s  That  is,  As  men  reclaim  and  bring  a  hawk  to  the  fist,  he  will  tame 
and  make  you  submisaiye  by  threatening  to  disclose  your  malpractice* 
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I  mene,  he  speke  wol  of  smale  thinges, 

As  for  to  pynchyn  at  thy  rekenynges, 

That  were  not  honest,  if  it  cam  to  pref.' 

Quod  the  Maunciple,  '  That  were  a  gret  meschief ; 

So  might  he  lightly  bringe  me  in  the  snare. 

Yit  had  I  lever  payen  for  the  mare 

Which  he  ryt  on,  than  he  schuld  with  me  stryve. 

I  wil  not  wrath  him,  al  so  mot  I  thrive ! 

That  that  I  spak,  I  sayd  it  in  my  bourde. 

And  wite  ye  what?  I  have  heer  in  a  gourde 

A  draught  of  wyn,  is  of  a  ripe1  grape, 

And  right  anoon  ye  schal  se  a  good  jape. 

This  cook  schal  drinke  therof,  if  I  may ; 

Up  peyn  of  deth  he  wol  nought  say  me  nay.' 

And  certeinly,  to  tellen  as  it  was, 

Of  this  vessel  the  cook  dront  fast,  (alias ! 

What  needid  it?  he  drank  y-nough  biforn); 

And  whan  he  hadde  pouped  in  his  horn, 

To  the  Maunciple  he  took  the  gourd  agayn. 

And  of  that  draught  the  Cook  was  wonder  fayn, 

And  thanked  him  in  such  wise  as  he  couthe. 

Than  gan  our  Host  to  laughe  wonder  louthe, 

And  sayd,  '  I  se  wel  it  is  necessarie 

Wher  that  we  go  good  drynk  with  us  to  carie; 

For  that  wol  torne  rancour  and  desese* 

To  accord  and  love,  and  many  a  wrong  apese, 

O  thou  Bacus,  i-blessid  be  thin  name, 

That  so  canst  torne  ernest  into  game ! 

Worschip  and  thonke  be  to  thy  deite  I 

Of  that  matier  ye  get  no  more  of  me. 

Tel  on  thi  tale,  Mauncipel,  I  the  pray.' 

*  Wel,  sir/  quod  he,  '  now  hearkyn  what  I  say.' 


In  the  execution  of  your  office  as  maunciple  or  caterer.  The  Maunciple, 
being  conscious  of  his  vulnerability  on  that  point,  immediately  endea- 
vours to  conciliate  him. 

1  The  riper  the  grape  the  richer  and  stronger  the  wine. 

a  Tyrwhitt's  reading  has  been  adopted  in  preference  to  that  of  the 
JHarl.  MS.,  many  raawrpere,  which  is  evidently  oorrupt. 
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THE   MAUNCIFLES   TALE. 

[The  original  story  upon  which  this  tale  is  founded  is  related 
by  Ovid,  Metam.,  lib.  ii.  530.  It  appears  to  have  been  a 
favourite  with  mediaeval  writers  of  fable,  and  is  told  by 
Gower  and  many  other  collectors.  Tyrwhitt  justly  observes 
that  Chaucer's  '  skill  in  new  dressing  an  old  story  was  never, 
perhaps,  more  successfully  exerted.'  There  is  something  in- 
describably ludicrous  in  meeting  Phoebus,  whom  we  have 
hitherto  known  as  the  Apollo  Belvidere,  in  the  character  of 
an  uxorious  husband  and  substantial  householder,  who  keeps 
a  pet  crow  in  a  cage  for  his  diversion.  A  comparison  with 
the  original  will  well  repay  the  trouble,  showing  as  it  does 
the  strange  metamorphosis  which  the  story  has  undergone  in 
Chaucer's  hands.  Nobody  ever  denied  Ovid  wit ;  but  it  is  of 
that  superficial  kind  which  delights  in  playing  upon  words, 
and  can  never  resist  the  temptation  of  a  verbal  conceit  on  the 
most  serious  occasions.  Chaucer's  wit,  on  the  contrary, 
has  a  profounder  reach,  and  exhibits  magical  power  of  calling 
up,  in  the  gravest  moods,  scenes  and  circumstances  the  most 
grotesque,  incongruous,  and  unexpected,  which  are,  never- 
theless, always  true  to  nature.] 

WHAN  Phebus  duelt  her  in  this  crthe  adoun, 
As  olde  bookes  maken  mencioun, 
He  was  the  moste  lusty  bachiler 
Of  al  this  world,  and  eek  the  best  archer. 
He  slough  Phiton  the  serpent,  as  he  lay 
Slepyng  agayn  the  sonne  upon  a  day; 
And  many  another  noble  worthy  dede 
He  with  his  bowe  wrought,  as  men  may  rede. 
Pleyen  he  couthe  on  every  mynstralcye, 
And  syngen,  that  it  was  a  melodye 
To  heren  of  his  clere  vois  the  soun. 
Certes  the  kyng  of  Thebes,  Amphioun,1 

1  Dictufl  et  Amphion,  Thebanae  conditor  arcis, 
Saxa  movere  sono  testudinis,  et  prece  blanda 
Ducere  quo  vellet — Hoe.  Ep.  ad  Pisones,  304. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


THE  MAUNCIPLES  TALE.  241 

That  with  his  singyng  wallid  that  citee, 
Couth  never  synge  half  so  wel  as  he. 
Therto  he  was  the  semlieste  man, 
That  is  or  was,  siththen  the  world  bigan. 
What  nedith  it  his  fetures1  to  descrive?       y 
For  in  this  worlde,  is  noon  so  faire  on  lyve. 
He  was  therwith  fulfild  of  gentilesce, 
Of  honour,  and  of  parfy  t  worthinesse. 

This  Phebus,  that  was  flour  of  bachilerie, 
As  wel  in  fredom,  as  in  chivalrie, 
For  to  disport,  in  signe  of  victorie 
Of  Phiton,  so  as  telleth  us  the  storie, 
Was  wont  to  bere  in  his  hond  a  bowe. 
Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  crowe, 
Which  in  a  cage  he  fostred  many,  a  day, 
And  taught  it  speken,  as  men  doon  a  jay.   . 
Whit  was  this  crowe,  as  is  a  snow-whyt  swan, 
And  countrefete  the  speche  of  every  man 
He  couthe,  whan  he  schulde  telle  a  tale. 
Ther  is  withinne  this  world  no  nightingale 
Necouthe  by  an  hundred  thousand  del 
Singe  so  wonder  merily  and  wel. 
Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  wyf, 
Which  that  he  loved  more  than  his  li£ 
And  night  and  day  did  evermor  diligence 
Hir  for  to  please,  and  doon  hir  reverence; 
Sauf  oonly,  if  the  soth  that  I  schal  sayn, 
Jalous  he  was,  and  wold  have  kept  hir  fayn, 
For  him  were  loth  bijaped  for  to  be ; 
And  so  is  every  wight  in  such  degre ; 
But  al  for  nought,  for  it  availeth  nought. 
A  good  wyf,  that  is  clene  of  werk  and  thought, 
Schuld  not  be  kept  in  noon  awayt,  certayn; 
And  trewely  the  labour  is  in  vayn 


4  Mr.  Wright  has  substituted  fetures  from  the  Lansd.  MS.  for  for- 
tune, the  reading  of  the  Harl. ;  and  in  the  next  line,  noon  aojaire  on 
lyve,  for  noon  such  on  lyve. 

VOL.  II.  B 
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To  kepe  a  sohrewe,  for  it  wil  nought  be ; 
This  hold  I  for  a  verray  nycete, 
To  spille  labour  for  to  kepe  wyves; 
Thus  olde  clerkes  writen  in  her  lyres, 
But  now  to  purpos,  as  I  first  bigan. 
This  worthi  Phebus  doth  al  that  he  can 
To  pleasen  hir,  wenyng  by  such  plesaunce, 
And  for  his  manhod  and  his  governaunce, 
That  no  man  schuld  han  put  him  fro  hir  grace. 
But,  God  it  woot,  ther  may  no  man  embrace 
As  to  distreine1  a  thing,  the  which  nature 
Hath  naturelly  set  in  a  creature. 
Tak  any  brid,  and  put  him  iu  a  cage,2 
And  do  al  thin  entent,  and  thy  corrage, 
To  foster  it  tenderly  with  mete  and  drynk, 
And  with  alle  the  deyntees  thou  canst  think, 
And  keep  it  al  so  kyndly  as  thou  may; 
Although  his  cage  of  gold  be  never  so  gay, 
Yit  hath  this  brid,  by  twenty  thousand  fold, 
Lever  to  be  in  forest,  wyld  and  cold, 
Gon  ete  wormes,  and  such  wrecchidnes, 
For  ever  this  brid  wil  doon  his  busynes 
To  scape  out  of  his  cage  whan  he  may; 
His  liberte  the  brid  desireth  aye. 
Let  take  a  cat,8  and  foster  him  wel  with  mylk 
And  tender  fleisoh,  and  mak  his  bed  of  silk, 
And  let  him  see  a  mous  go  by  the  wal, 
Anoon  he  wayveth  mylk  and  neisch,  and  al, 
And  every  deynte  which  is  in  that  hous, 
Such  appetit  hath  he  to  ete  the  mous. 


*  Distreine  has  been  adopted  from  Tyrwhitt  in  preference  to  destroy, 
flarl.  MS.,  or  disoryve,  Lansd.  MS.    This  sentiment  recals  Horace's 

*  Naturam  expellas  furca,  tamen  usque  reourret.' 

*  The  same  image  occurs  before  in  The  Squiexs  Tale. 

*  Tyrwhitt  says  that  this  thought  is  imitated  from  the  Roman  it  lg 
Jftw,    That  of  the  she-wolf  is  taken  from  the  same  source  j— 

•  Tout  ainsi  oomme  fait  la  louve, 
Que  sa  folie  tant  empire, 
Qtt'clle  preut  de  tons  loups  le  pire.' 
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Lo,  heer  hath  kynd  his  dominacioun, 

And  appetit  flemeth  discretioun. 

Al  so  a  sche  wolf  hath  a  vilayns  kynde; 

The  lewidest  wolf  that  sche  may  fynde, 

Or  lest  of  reputacioun,  him  wol  sche  take 

In  tyme  whan  hir  lust  to  have  a  make 

Alle  this  ensamples  tel  I  by  this  men 

That  ben  untrewe,  and  nothing  by  wommen. 

For  men  have  ever  a  licorous  appetit 

On  lower  thing  to  parforme  her  delit 

Than  on  her  wy ves,  ben  thay  never  so  faire, 

Ne  never  so  trewe,  ne  so  debonaire. 

Fleissch  is  so  newfangil,  with  meschaunce, 

That  we  can  in  no  thinge  have  plesaunce 

That  souneth  into  vertu  eny  while. 

This  Phebus,  which  that  thought  upon  no  gile 

Deceyved  was  for  al  his  jolite ; 

For  under  him  another  hadde  sohe, 

A  man  of  litil  reputacioun, 

Nought  worth  to  Phebus  in  oomparisoun. 

Mor  harm  it  is;  it  happeth  ofte  so; 

Of  which  ther  cometh  bothe  harm  and  woo. 

And  so  bifel,  whan  Phebus  was  absent, 

His  wif  anoon  hath  for  hir  lemman  sent. 

Hir  lemman?  certes,  this  is  a  knavisch  speche; 

Forgiveth  it  me,  and  that  I  yow  biseche. 

The  wise  Plato  saith,  as  ye  may  rede, 

The  word  mot  neede  aocorde  with  the  dede,1 

If  men  schal  telle  propurly  a  thing, 

The  word  mot  corde  with  the  thing  werkyng. 

I  am  a  boystous  man,  right  thus  say  I; 

There  is  no  difference  trewely 

Bytwix  a  wyf  that  is  of  heigh  degre, 

(If,  of  hir  body  dishonest  sche  be) 

And  a  pore  wenche,  other  then  this, 

(If  so  be  thay  werke  bothe  amys) 


1  See  vol.  L  p.  107,  note  2, 
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But  that  the  gentil  in  estat  above 

Sche  schal  be  cleped  his  lady  as  in  love; 

And,  for  that  other  is  a  pore  womman, 

Sche  schal  be  cleped  his  wenche  and  his  lemman ; 

And,  God  it  wot,  my  goode  lieve  brother, 

Men  layn  that  oon  as  lowe  as  lith  that  other. 

Bight  so  betwixe  a  titleles1  tirant 

And  an  outlawe,  or  a  thef  erraunt, 

The  same  I  say,  there  is  no  difference, 

(To  Alisaunder  told  was  this  sentence) 

But,  for  the  tiraunt  is  of  greter  might 

By  force  of  meyne  for  to  sle  doun  right, 

And  brenne  hous  and  home,  and  make  al  playn, 

Lo,  therfor  is  he  cleped  a  capitayn; 

And,  for  an  outlawe  hath  no  smal  meyne, 

And  may  not  doon  so  gret  an  harm  as  he, 

Ne  bringe  a  contre  to  so  gret  meschief, 

Men  clepen  him  an  outlawe  or  a  theef.* 

But,  for  I  am  not  a  man  texted  wel, 

I  wil  not  telle  of  textes  never  a  del ; 

I  wol  go  to  my  tale,  as  I  bigan. 

Whan  Phebus  wyf  had  sent  for  hir  lemman, 
Anon  thay  wroughten  al  her  wil  volage. 
This  white  crow,  that  heng  alway  in  cage, 
Bihild  her  werk,  and  sayde  never  a  word. 
And  whan  that  horn  was  come  Phebus  the  lord, 
This  crowe  song, '  Cuckow,  cuckow,  cuckow  !'* 
'What?  brid,'  quod  Phebus,  'what  song  syngistow 
Ne  were  thou  wont  so  merily  to  synge,  [now? 

That  to  myn  hert  it  was  a  rejoysynge 
To  here  thi  vois?  alias!  what  song  is  this?' 
'  By  God,'  quod  he,  '  I  synge  not  amys. 
Phebus,'  quod  he,  '  for  al  thy  worthynes, 
For  al  thy  beaute  and  thy  gentiles, 


1  Tyrwhitt's  reading,  titleles,  is  adopted  here  in  preference  to  articles, 
that  of  the  Harl.  MS.,  or  titles,  that  of  the  Lanad. 

-  This  would  have  been  dangerous  doctrine  in  the  reign  of  Henry  I¥ 
3  See  the  song  of  Ver  in  Love's  Labour  Lost. 
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For  alle  thy  songes.  and  thy  menstralcie, 
For  al  thy  waytyng,  blered  is  thin  ye, 
With  oon  of  litel  reputacioun, 
Nought  worth  to  the  as  in  comparisoun  . 
The  mountauns  of  a  gnat,  so  mot  I  thrive; 
For  on  thy  bed  thy  wif  I  saugh  him  swyve.' 
What  wol  ye  more?  the  orowe  anoon  him  tolde, 
By  sadde  toknes,  and  by  wordes  bolde, 
How  that  his  wyf  had  doon  hir  leccherie, 
Him  to  gret  schame,  and  to  gret  vilonye ; 
And  told  him  oft  be  saugh  it  with  his  yen. 
This  Phebns  gan  away-ward  for  to  wryen; 
Him  thought  his  sorwful  herte  brast  on  tuo. 
His  bowe  he  bent,  and  sett  therin  a  flo; 
And  in  his  ire  he  hath  bis  wif  i-slain ; 
This  is  thefiect,  ther  is  no  more  to  sayn. 
For  sorw  of  which  he  brak  his  menstralcye, 
Bo  the  harp  and  lute,  gitern,  and  sauterie; 
And  eek  he  brak  his  arwes,  and  his  bowe; 
And  after  that  thus  spak  he  to  the  crowe; ' 
'  Traytour,'  quod  he,  '  with  tunge  of  scorpioun, 
Thow  hast  me  brought  to  my  confusioun ; 
Alias  that  I  was  born !  why  nere  I  deed) 
O  dere  wy£  O  gemme  of  lustyhed, 
That  were  to  me  so  sad,  and  eek  so  trewe, 
Now  list  thou  deed,  with  face  pale  of  hewe, 
Ful  gulteles,  that  dorst  I  swere  I  wis. 
O  racle  hond,  to  do  so  foule  amys. 
O  trouble  wit,  O  ire  recheles, 
That  unavysed  smytest  gulteles.  • 
O  wantrust,  ful  of  fals  suspeccioun, 
Wher  was  thy  wit  and  thy  discreciounf 
O,  every  man  be  ware  of  raclenesse, 
Ne  trowe  no  thing  withoute  gret  witnesae. 
Smyt  nought  to  soone,  er  that  thou  wite  why, 
And  be  avysed  wel  and  sobrely, 
Er  ye  doon  eny  execucion 
TJpon  your  ire  for  suspeccioun. 
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Alias!  a  thousand  folk  hath  racle  ire 

Eordoon,  or  Dun  hath  brought  hem  in  the  myre.1 

Alias !  for  sorw  I  wil  myselven  sle.' 

And  to  the  crowe,  '  O  false  theef/  sayd  he, 

1 1  wil  the  quyt  anoon  thy  false  tale. 

Thow  songe  whilom  as  any  nightyngale, 

Now  schaltow,  false  thef,  thy  song  forgoon, 

And  eek  thy  white  fetheres,  everichoon, 

Ne  never  in  al  thy  lyf  ne  schaltow  speke ; 

Thus  schal  men  on  a  fals  theef  ben  awreke. 

Thou  and  thin  ofspring  ever  schulne  be  blake, 

Ne  never  sweete  noyse  schul  ye*  make, 

But  ever  crye  agayn  tempest8  and  rayn,  • 

In  tokenyng  that  thurgh  the  my  wyf  was  slayn.* 

And  to  the  crowe  he  stert,  and  that  anoon, 
And  puld  his  white  fetheres  everychoon, 
And  made  him  blak,  and  raft  him  al  his  song. 
And  eek  his  speche,  and  out  at  dore  him  slong 
Unto  the  devel,  which  I  him  bytake; 
And  for  this  cause  ben  alle  crowes  blake. 

Lordyngs,  by  this  ensample,  I  yow  pray, 
Beth  war,  and  taketh  kepe  what  ye  say; 
Ne  tellith  never  man  in  al  youre  lif, 
How  that  another  man  hath  (light  his  wyf; 
He  wol  you  Latin  mortelly  certeyn. 
Daun  Salamon,8  as  wise  clerkes  seyn, 
Techeth  a  man  to  kepe  his  tonge  wel. 
But,  as  I  sayd,  I  am  nought  tixted  wel ; 
But  natheles  thus  taughte  me  my  dame; 
'  My  sone,  thenk  on  the  crowe,  in  Goddes  name. 

1  A  proverbial  expression,  applied  apparently  to  persons  who  hare 
got  into  a  scrape,  and  derived,  as  Mr.  Wright  asserts,  from  a  game  in 
use  as  late  as  the  seventeenth  century.  Tyrwhitt  quotes  from  Ray's 
Proverbial  Similes,  *As  dull  as  Dun  in  the  mire.'  Thus,  also,  in 
Romeo  and  Juliet : — 

« If  thou  art  Don,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire.' 

3  This  is  an  example  of  the  rule  laid  down  in  the  Introduction,  that 
French  words  in  Chaucer  are  always  to  be  accented  on  the  last  syllable. 
Tempest  must  be  accented  like  tempUe*  »  Prov.  xxi.  al. 
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My  son,  keep  wel  thy  tonge,  and  kep  thy  frend; 

A  wicked  tonge  is  worse  than  a  feend ; 

My  sone,  fro  a  feend  men  may  hem  blesse.1 

My  sone,  God  of  his  endeles  goodnesse 

Wallid  a  tonge  with  teeth,  and  lippes  eek, 

For  man  schal  him  avyse  what  he  speek. 

My  sone,  ful  ofte  for  to  mochil  speche 

Hath  many  a  man  be  spilt,  as  clerkes  teche; 

But  for  a  Htil  speche  avisily 

Is  no  man  schent,  to  speke  generally. 

My  sone,  thy  tonge  scholdest  thou  restreigne 

At  alle  tyme,  but  whan  thou  dost  thy  peyne 

To  speke  of  God  in  honour  and  prayere. 

The  firste  vertue,8  sone,  if  thou  wilt  lere, 

Is  to  restreigne  and  kepe  wel  thy  tonge; 

Thus  lerne  clerkes,  whan  that  thay  ben  yonge.4 

My  sone,  df  mochil  speking  evel  avised, 

Ther  lasse  speking  had  y-nough  suffised, 

Cometh  mochil  harm ;  thus  was  me  told  and  taught; 

In  mochel  speche  synne  wantith  nought. 

Wost  thou  wherof  a  racle  tonge  serveth? 

Right  as  a  swerd  for-kutteth  and  for-kerveth 

An  arm  atuo,  my  dere  sone,  right  so 

A  tonge  cutteth  frendschip  al  atuo. 

A  jangler  is  to  God  abhominable. 

Bed  Salomon,  so  wys  and  honurabla 

Bed  David  in  his  Psalmes,  reed  Senek. 

My  sone,  speke  not,  but  with  thy  heed  thou  bek, 

Dissimul  as  thou  were  deed,  if  that  thou  heere 

A  jangler  speke  of  perilous  mateere. 

1  Meaning,  *  Men  may  defend  themselves  from  the  power  of  the  devfl 
by  making  the  sign  of  the  cross.' 

3  In  the  Roman  de  la  Rose  this  precept  is  quoted  from  Ptolomie. — T. 
8  This  precept  is  also  quoted  in  the  Roman  de  la  Rose,  from  Goto.   It 

b  extant  in  lib.  i.  dist.  3  :— 

'Virtutem  primam  esse  pnta  compescere  linguam.'— T. 

4  In  explanation  of  this  passage,  Mr.  Wright  observes  that  the 
DlsHcha  was  one  of  the  first  books  pat  into  the  hands  of  students  i* 
the  middle  ages. 
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The  Flemyng  saith,  and  lere  it  if  the  lest, 
That  litil  jangling  causeth  mochil  rest.1 
My  sone,  if  thou  no  wikked  word  hast  sayd, 
The  thar  not  drede  for  to  be  bywrayd; 
But  he  that  hath  myssayd,  I  dar  wel  sayn, 
He  may  by  no  way  clepe  his  word  agayn. 
Thing  that  is  sayd  is  sayd,  and  forth  it  goth,* 
Though  him  repent,  or  be  him  never  so  loth, 
He  is  his  thral,  to  whom  that  he  hath  sayd 
A  tale,  of  which  he  is  now  yvel  apayd. 
My  sone,  be  war,  and  be  noon  auctour  newe8 
Of  tydyngs,  whether  thay  ben  fals  or  trewe ; 
Wher  so  thou  oomest,  amonges  heih  or  lowe, 
Kep  wel  thy  tonge,  and  thenk  upon  the  crowe.* 


1  This  proverb  is  still  in  use.    *  Of  little  meddling  comes  great  ease/ 
2  Et  semel  emissum  volat  irrevocabile  vertmm. 

Hor.  Ep.  lib.  i.  xviii.  17. 

3  This  seems  to  be  from  Cato,  lib.  i.  dist.  i*  :— 

'  Rumores  fuge,  ne  indpias  novus  auctor  haberi.' 
It  looks  as  if  Chauoer  read  Rumorte  fuge. — T. 

4  Before  the  Prologue  to  The  Pcreones  Tale  there  appears  in  Speght 
and  subsequent  editions,  under  the  title  of  The  Plowman1  *  Tale,  a  fierce 
gatire  on  the  vices  of  the  clergy.  It  is  rejected  by  Tyrwhitt,  who  says, 
that  in  the  edition  of  i54*»  where  it  was  first  printed,  it  was  placed 
after  The  Perwnes  Tale,  and  that  the  only  account  which  we  have  of 
any  MS.  of  it  is  from  Speght,  who,  in  a  note  prefixed  to  it,  says  that  he 
had  *  seene  it  in  written  hand  in  John  Stowe's  librarie,  in  a  booke  of 
such  antiquitie  as  seems  to  have  been  written  near  to  Chaucer's  time.' 
Tyrwhitt  adds,  *  He  does  not  say  that  it  was  among  The  Canterbury 
Tales,  or  that  it  had  Chaucer's  name  to  it.  We  can,  therefore,  only 
judge  of  it  by  the  internal  evidence,  and  upon  that  I  have  no  scruple 
to  declare  my  own  opinion,  that  it  has  not  the  least  resemblance  to 
Chaucer's  manner  either  of  writing  or  thinking  in  his  other  works.' 
The  evidence,  external  and  internal,  is  so  strong  against  the  authen- 
ticity of  The  Plowman's  Tale,  as  to  justify  its  rejection  from  this 
edition.  [It  may  be  stated  here  that  The  Plowman's  Tale  (whioh  is  of  course 
not  by  Chaucer)  is  not  ill-composed;  it  was  written  by  the  anonymous 
author  of  The  plowman'*  Crede,  as  is  clear  from  internal  evidence.— 
W.  W.  3,3 
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THE  PROLOGE  OP  THE  PERSONES  TALE. 

BY  that  the  Maunciple1  had  his  tale  endid, 
The  sonne  fro  the  south  line  is  descendid 
So  lowe,  that  it  nas  nought  to  my  sight 
Degrees  nyne  and  twenty  as  in  hight. 
Foure2  on  the  clokke  it  was,  as  I  gesse, 
For  enleven  foote,  or  litil  more  or  lesse, 
My  schadow  was  at  thilke  tyme  of  the  yere, 
Of  which  feet  as  my  lengthe  parted  were 
In  sixe  feet  equal  of  proporcioun* 
Therwith  the  mones  exaltacioun, 
In  men  a  Libra,  alway  gan  ascende,3 
As  we  were  entryng  at  a  townes  ende. 


i  [In  some  MSS.  the  word  *  Manoiple '  does  not  occur,  a  blank  being  left 
instead :  it  is  therefore  open  to  doubt  whether  the  following  tale  was  meant 
to  come  immediately  after  the  Manciple's.  Nevertheless,  in  the  Scheme  of 
the  Order  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  given  below  (pp.  j.m,  353)  the  two  tales 
are  set  down  as  forming  one  group,  chiefly  because  the  above  reading  is 
found  in  the  Harl.  MS.  text  which  is  followed  in  this  edition.  And  it  is 
not  unreasonable  to  suppose  that  the  line  was  so  written  by  Chaucer,  the 
word  having  afterwards  been  omitted  by  some  transcribers  on  account  of 
the  difficulty  caused  by  the  line  in  the  next  page, "  Now  lakketh  us  no 
moo  tales  than  oon,"  whereas  nine  of  the  pilgrims  enumerated  in  the 
General  Prologue  have  no  tales  assigned  to  them.  This  mistake  may  have 
been  Chaucer's  own,  and  due  to  a  want  of  revision,  when  probably  some 
of  the  defioient  tales  would  have  been  inserted.  In  the  preface  to  the  *  six 
text*  edition  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  published  by  the  Chaucer  Society 
these  last  two  tales  are  set  down  as  separate  groups,  but  the  question  at 
issue  does  not  affect  their  relative  position.    See  below,  p.  354,  last  par.] 

*  Tyrwhitt's  reading,  supported  by  some  MSS.,  is  preferred  to  ten, 
that  of  the  Hari.  MS.,  because  the  time  indicated  by  the  length  of  the 
shadow  would  be  about  that  hour.  By  this  reckoning,  as  Tyrwhitt 
observes,  there  would  be  three  hours  till  sunset,  so  that  *  one  does  not 
well  see  with  what  propriety  the  Host  admonishes  the  Persone  to 
haste  him,  because  'the  sonne  wol  adoun."  But  from  the  unfinished 
state  of  the  poem,  all  the  circumstances  of  time  and  place  are  in  inex- 
tricable confusion.  [Four  o'clock  is  of  course  the  right  reading.~W.  W.  S.] 

*  Tyrwhitt  observes  that  this  is  an  obscure  passage.  'Exaltation,' 
he  says,  'is  not  to  be  considered  as  a  technical  term,  but  as  signifying 
simply  rising;  and  the  sense  will  be  that  the  moon's  rising  in  the 
middle  of  Libra  was  continually  ascending,'  &c.  He  suggests  as  the 
only  reading  which  would  be  astronomically  correct— 

*  Therwith  Saturnes  exaltation, 
I  mene  Libra,  alway  gan  ascend.' 
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For  which  our  Host,  as  he  was  wont  to  gye, 
As  in  this  caas,  our  joly  compaignye, 
Sayd  in  this  wise :  '  Lordynges,  everichoon, 
Now  lakketh  us  no  moo  tales  than  oon,1 
Fulfilled  is  my  sentens  and  my  decre; 
I  trowe  that  we  han  herd  of  ech  degre. 
Almost  fulfilled  is  myn  ordynaunce ; 
I  pray  to  God  so  geve  him  right  good  chaunce, 
That  tellith  to  us  his  tale  lustily.  /' 
Sir  prest,'  quod  he,  '  artow  a  vicory? 
Or  artow  a  persoun?2  say  soth,  by  thy  fay. 
Be  what  thou  be,  ne  breke  nought  oure  play ; 
For  every  man,  save  thou,  hath  told  his  tale^ 
Unbocle,  and  schew  us  what  is  in  thy  male, 
For  trewely  me  thirtieth  by  thy  chier, 
Thou  scholdist  wel  knyt  up  a  gret  matier. 
Tel  us  a  tale8  anoon,  for  cokkes  booties!' 

This  Persoun  him  answerde  al  at  oones : 
'  Thow  getist  fable  noon  i-told  for  me, 
For  Poul,*  that  writes  unto  Timothe, 
Repreveth  hem  that  weyveth  sothfastnesse, 
And  tellen  fables,  and  such  wrecchednesse. 
Why  schuld  I  sowen  draf  out  of  my  fest, 
Whan  I  may  sowe  whete,  if  that  me  lestf 
For  which  I  say,  if  that  yow  lust  to  hiere 
Moralite  and  vertuous  matiere, 
And  thanne  that  ye  wil  give  me  audience, 
I  wol  ful  fayn  at  Cristis  reverence 
Do  yow  plesaunce  leful,  as  I  can. 
But  trusteth  wel,  I  am  a  suthern  man,* 


■  And  yet  the  Webbe,  the  Dyer,  the  Tapicer,  the  Plowman,  and  the 
Knight's  Yeman  had  none  of  them  told  a  tale. 

*  See  toI.  i.  p.  97»  note  5. 

8  The  Lanad.  MS.  reads /oW«t  which  1b  the  reading  adopted  by  Tyr- 
whitt,  and  it  seems  to  be  authorised  by  the  Parson's  reply .— W. 

«  i  Tim.  ir.  7. 

5  Minstrelsy  seems  to  have  flourished  chiefly  in  the  northern  parts 
of  the  island,  and  indeed  in  the  north  generally.  In  almost  all  our 
old  ballads  the  harper  or  minstrel  is  represented  as  being  of  the 
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I  caD  not  geste,  rum,  raf,  ruf,  by  letter,1 
Ne,  God  wot,  rym  hold  I  but  litel  better. 
And  therfor,  if  yow  lust,  I  wol  not  glose, 
I  wol  yow  telle  a  mery  tale  in  prose, 
To  knyt  up  al  this  fest,  and  make  an  ende; 
And  Jhesu  for  his  grace  wit  me  sende 
To  schewe  yow  the  way,  in  this  viage, 
Of  thilke  perfyt  glorious  pilgrimage 
That  hatte  Jerusalem  celestial.3 
And  if  ye  vouchesauf,  anoon  I  schal 


•  north  countree.'    Thus,  in  King  Erimere,  in  Percy's  collection,  Adler 
says  to  the  King— 

*  And  yon  shall  be  a  harper,  brother. 

Out  of  the  north  countree.' 
1  To  geete  means  to  recite  gests  or  historical  ballads.  To  rum,  raf, 
rufto  intended  as  a  burlesque  upon  that  peculiar  kind  of  poetry  which 
was  formed  on  the  principle  of  alliteration.  This  alliteration  was 
the  principle  of  Anglo-Saxon  poetry,  and  it  was  naturally  adopted 
by  those  English  writers  who  used  the  language  of  the  lower  orders, 
in  which  the  Saxon  element  predominated. — See  vol.  i.  p.  46".  The 
taste  for  alliteration  observable  in  our  ballad  poetry  down  to,  at  least, 
the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century,  may  be  traced  to  the  lingering 
influence  of  the  old  usage ;  and  examples  of  intentional  alliteration 
are  found  even  in  Pope,  of  which  we  have  an  instance  in  the  well- 
known  line: — 

'  Up  a  high  hill  he  heaved  a  huge  round  stone.' 
The  following  description  of  the  theological  treatises  sometimes  intro- 
duced at  feasts,  much  in  the  manner  of  The  Persones  Tale,  taken  from  The 
Vision  of  Pien  Plowman,  supposed  to  be  written  by  Robert  Langland, 
a  priest,  and  Chaucer's  contemporary,  will  give  the  reader  an  idea  of 
this  kind  of  poetry  : — 

*  Ac  if  thei  carpen  of  Christ, 

Thise  clarkis  and  thise  lewid, 

At  the  meat  in  myrthes,  when 

Mynstrelis  ben  stille, 

Thanne  telle  thei  of  the  Triny  to 

A  tale  other  tweye, 

And  bringen  forth  a  balled  reson. 

And  taken  Bernard  to  witnesse, 

And  putten  forth  a  presumption 

To  prove  the  sothe ; 

Thus  they  dryvelen  at  hire  deys 

The  deyte  to  knowe, 

And  gnawen  Qod  wit  the  gorge, 

Whanne  hire  guttes  ben  fulle.' 
*  The  allusion  is  to  Gal.  iv.  26 f  where  by  the  heavenly  Jerusalem  is 
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Bygynne  my  tale,  for  which  I  yow  pray 
Telle  your  avis,  I  can  no  better  say. 
But  natheles  this  meditacioun 
I  put  it  ay  under  correccioun 
Of  clerkes,1  for  I  am  not  teztuel; 
I  take  but  the  sentens,  trustith  weL 
Therfor  I  make  protestacioun, 
That  I  wol  stonde  to  correccioun., 

Upon  this  word  we  han  assented  soone. 
For,  as  it  semed,  it  was  for  to  done, 
To  enden  in  som  vertuous  sentence, 
And  for  to  geve  him  space  and  audience; 
And  bad  oure  Host  he  schulde  to  him  say, 
That  alle  we  to  telle  his  tale  him  pray. 
Our  Host  hadde  the  wordes  for  us  alle;' 
'Sir  prest/  quod  he,  'now  faire  yow  bifalle; 
Say  what  yow  lust,  and  we  wil  gladly  hiere.' 
And  with  that  word  he  said  in  this  manere; 
'Telleth,'  quod  he,  'your  meditacioun; 
But  hasteth  yow,  the  sonne  wol  adoun.8 
Beth  fructuous,  and  that  in  litel  space, 
And  to  do  wel  God  sende  yow  his  grace.' 


understood  the  church  triumphant  in  heaven,  to  which  the  Persona 
here  desires  to  show  the  people  the  way. 

1  The  Fersone  here,  and  subsequently  in  his  tale,  disclaims  any  pre- 
tensions  to  learning.  This  description  of  himself  is  apparently  incon- 
sistent with  the  account  given  of  him  in  the  General  Prologue  as  a 
'  lerned  man,  a  clerk ;'  but  the  expression  must  be  accepted  in  a  com- 
parative  sense.  Although  he  possessed  sufficient  knowledge  to  preach 
sensibly,  to  instruct  his  parishioners  in  the  general  principles  of  Chris- 
tianity, and  might,  therefore,  be  fairly  called  *  lerned'  in  comparison 
with  parsons  who  preached  other  people's  sermons,  and  could  read  the 
Bible  only  in  the  vulgar  tongue;  yet,  nevertheless,  he  might  still  be 
ignorant  of  scientific  theology,  the  rules  of  critical  exegesis,  and  the 
philosophy  of  Christian  doctrine  and  morals.  Thus,  he  says,  •  I  take 
the  sentens'  (sententia,  the  general  meaning),  *  but  I  am  not '  textuel," 
that  is,  I  cannot  comment  critically  on  the  text. 

2  Tyrwhitt  observes  that  this  is  a  French  phrase,  and  quotes  from 
the  Kolls  of  Parliament,  51  Edward  III.,  n.  87,  'Mons.  Thomas  de 
Hungerford,  Chivaler,  qi  avoit  Us  paroles  per  les  communes  d' Angle- 
terra  en  cest  Parlement,'  that  is,  who  was  speaker,  or  moathpJeee. 

s  See  onto,  p.  249,  note  i. 
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THE  PERSONES   TALE. 

[This  tale,  or  rather  Treatise  on  Penitence,1  is,  probably,  a 
translation  of  some  Summa  Theologi<&i  commonly  read  in 
Chaucer's  time,  and  here  amplified  and  popularized  after  the 
peculiar  manner  of  the  writer.  Although  a  theological  tract 
of  the  time  of  Edward  III.  is  not*  likely  to  become  a  favourite 
with  the  general  reader,  it  is  nevertheless  highly  inte- 
resting, to  the  student  of  English  ecclesiastical  history,  as 
exhibiting  the  form  in  which  Christian  faith  and  morals  were 
taught  to  the  people  in  the  Anglican  church  of  the  middle 
ages.  The  numerous  references  to  Scripture  (see  vol.  ii. 
p.  129)  are,  of  course,  translated  from  the  Vulgate;  but  the 
application  is  sometimes  so  vague,  and  the  translation  so 
free,  particularly  when  the  Old  Testament  is  quoted,  that  it 
has  been  a  matter  of  considerable  difficulty,  and  has  in  some 
few  cases  been  found  impossible,  to  refer  the  reader  to  the 
exact  passage  indicated  in  the  text.  The  influence  of  the 
logic  of  Aristotle,  with  which  the  teaching  of  the  school- 
men, and  therefore  all  religious  teaching,  was  imbued,  will 
be  observed  in  the  scientific  and  technical  method  upon  which 
theological  terms,  the  virtues,  and  the  vices,  are  classified 
and  defined.  This  method  of  presenting  the  topics  of  a 
discourse,  though  it  gives  an  air  of  stiffness  to  the  composi- 
tion, has  the  great  advantage  of  assisting  the  memory;  and 
may  be  traced,  even  at  the  present  day,  in  the  endless 
divisions  of  the  sermons  of  the  Presbyterian  ministers  both 
in  Scotland  and  America.  As  a  specimen  of  English  prose 
in  the  fourteenth  century,  this  treatise  is  of  great  value.  It 
displays  a  force  of  language,  a  simplicity,  dignity  and 
conciseness,  and  at  the  same  time  a  flowing  rhythm,  which 
will  be  looked  for  in  vain  in  the  succeeding  ages,  until  the 
time  of  More,  Bacon,  and  Hooker. 

'  As  for  the  religion  of  our  poet,'  says  Dryden,  '  he  seems 
to  have  some  bias  towards  the  opinions  of  Wickliffe,  after 

*  In  some  of  the  MSS.  it  is  entitled  lYaetatu*  de  PenUentidtprofabui&t 
ut  dictour,  Persona. 
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John  of  Gaunt,  his  patron ;'  but  this  bias,  as  far  as  it  can  be 
ascertained  from  his  writings,  appears  to  proceed  from 
political  rather  than  theological  considerations.  The  cha- 
racter of  the  Country  Persone,  conjectured  to  have  been  in- 
tended as  a  portrait  of  Wickliffe,  bears  no  resemblance  what- 
ever to  its  supposed  prototype.  See  vol  i,  pp.  45-6.  Nor 
is  there  any  sufficient  ground  for  believing  that  Chaucer 
embraced  the  reformer's  principles,  which,  says  the  learned 
Dr.  Todd,  in  his  valuable  edition  of  Wickliffe's  treatises  on 
the  Church,  Ac., '  differ,  in  fact,  but  little  from  the  dangerous 
and  anti-social  principles  afterwards  put  forward  by  the 
extreme  Puritans,  who  maintained  that  dominion  was  founded 
in  grace,  and  that  the  ungodliness  of  a  sovereign,  or  of  a 
bishop,  virtually  absolved  his  subjects  from  their  allegiance.' 
Not  only  is  there  no  trace  of  such  opinions  to  be  discovered 
in  any  of  Chaucer's  works,  but,  on  the  contrary,  we  find  in 
them  the  necessity  of  confession  to  a  priest,  and  other  doc- 
trines and  practices  which  were  denounced  by  the  reformer, 
strenuously  asserted  by  his  model  Persone.  That  Chaucer 
belonged  to  the  political  party  that  supported  Wickliffe  is 
clear  from  many  oircumstances ;  but  his  satires  on  the 
scandalous  lives  of  some  of  the  clergy  are  by  no  means  a 
proof  that  he  adopted  the  theological  principles  of  the 
Lollards  or  Wickliffites ;  for  clerical  abuses  were  a  frequent 
theme  even  with  those  who  are  known  to  have  been  most 
strongly  attached  to  the  theology  of  the  Church.] 

Jer.  6°.  State  super  vias,  et  videte  et  interrogate  de 
semitis  antiquis  qua  sit  via  bona,  et  ambulate  in 
ed,  et  invenietis  refrigerium  animabus  vestris,  etc. 

fXWJ&E  swete  Lord  God  of  heven,  that1  no  man  wil 
^  perische,  but  wol  that  we  oomen  alio  to  the  know- 
leche  of  him,  and  to  the  blisful  lif  that  is  perdurable, 
ammonestith  us  by  the  prophet  Jeremye,  that  saith  in 
this  wise :  Ston4etK  upon  the  weyes,  and  seeth  and 

1  To  make  this  passage  agree  with  a  Peter  Hi.  9,  and  intelligible,  it 
should  be  read, '  Owre  swete  Lord  God  of  heven  that  wol  that  no  nun 
ptrjsebe,  hat  that  we  comen,'  fro. 
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axeth  of  olde  pathes,  that  is  to  sayn,  of  old  sentence, 
which  is  the  good  way,  and  walketh  in  that  way,  and 
ye  schiil  fynde  refresshyng  for  youre  soules,  etc.  Many 
ben  the  wayes  espirituels  that  leden  folk  to  oure  Lord 
Jhesu  Christ,  and  to  the  regne  of  glorie;  of  whiche 
weyes,  ther  is  a  ful  noble  way,  and  ful  covenable, 
which  may  not  faile  to  man  ne  to  womman,  that 
thorugh  synne  hath  mysgon  fro  the  right  way  of 
Jerusalem  celestial ;  and  this  wey  is  cleped  penitence. 
Of  which  men  schulden  gladly  herken  and  enquere 
with  al  here  herte,  to  wyte  what  is  penitence,  and 
whens  it  is  cleped  penitence,  and  in  what  maner,  and 
in  how  many  maneres  been  the  aociones  or  workynges 
of  penance,  and  how  many  spieces  ben  of  penitences, 
and  whiche  thinges  apperteynen  and  byhoven  to  peni- 
tence, and  whiche  thinges  destourben  penitence. 

Seint  Ambrose1  saith,  that  penitence  is  the  pleynyng 
of  man  for  the  gult  that  he  hath  doon,  and  no  more  to 
do  ony  thing  for  whioh  him  oughte  to  pleigne.  And 
som  doctour  saith,  penitence  is  the  waymentynge  of 
man  that  sorweth  for  his  synne,  and  peyneth  himself 
for  he  hath  mysdoon.  Penitence,  with  certeyn  oircum- 
staunces,  is  verray  repentaunce  of  man,  that  holt 
himself  in  sorwe  and  in  woo  for  his  giltes ;  and  for  he 
schal  be  verray  penitent,  he  schal  first  bywaile  the 
synnes  that  he  hath  do,  and  stedfastly  purposen  in  his 
hert  to  haven  schrifte  of  mouth,  and  to  doon  satisfao- 
cioun,  and  never  to  do  thing  for  which  him  oughte 
*  more  to  bywayle  or  to  complayne,  and  to  continue  in 
goode  werkes,  or  elles  his  repentaunce  may  nought 
avayle.     For,  as  saith  seint  Isidor,2  he  is  a  japere  and 

1  St.  Ambrose  was  a  Eoman  citizen,  and.  Prefect  of  Milan,  to  which 
see  he  was  tumultuously  elected  by  the  people,  while  still  a  catechu- 
men. Being  duly  baptised  and  ordained,  he  distinguished  himself  not 
only  by  his  eloquence  in  the  pulpit,  but  by  his  courage  in  forbidding 
the  Emperor  Theodosjus  to  enter  the  Church  until  he  had  done 
public  penance  for  the  cruel  slaughter  of  the  Thessalonians.  He  also 
courageously  withstood  the  Arian  heresy,  though  maintained  by  the 
Emperor  and  his  court.  He  has  left  many  books  of  Homilies  on 
Scripture. 

*  laidor  was  a  Spaniard  by  birth,  and  contemporary  of  Pope  Git* 
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a  gabbere,  and  no  verray  repentaunt,  that  eftsoone 
doth  thing  for  which  him  ougb te  to  repente.  Wepynge, 
and  nought  for  to  stynte  to  doon  synne,  may  nought 
avayle.  But  natheles,  men  schal  hope  that  at  every 
tyme  that  men  fallith,  be  it  never  so  ofte,  that  he  may 
arise  thorugh  penitence,  if  he  have  grace;  but  certeyn 
it  is  gret  doute.  For  as  saith  seint  Gregory,1  unnethe 
arist  he  out  of  his  synne  that  is  charged  with  the 
charge  of  yvel  usage.  And  therfore  repentaunt  folk 
that  stinte  for  to  synne  and  forlete  synne  er  that  synne 
forlete  hem,*  holy  chirche  holt  hem  siker  of  her  sava- 
cioun.  And  he  that  synneth,  and  verraily  repentitb 
him  in  his  last  ende,  holy  chirche  yit  hopeth  his 
savacioun,  by  the  grete  mercy  of  oure  Lord  Jhesu 
Crist,  for  his  repentaunce ;  but  take  ye  the  siker  way. 
And  now  sith  that  I  have  declared  yow,  what  thing 
is  penitence,  now  schul  ye  understonde,  that  ther  ben 
thre  aociouns  of  penitence.  The  first  is,  that  if  a  man 
be  baptized  after  that  he  hath  synned.  Seint  Augus- 
tyn*  saith,  but  if  he  be  penitent  for  his  olde  synful  hi, 


gory  the  Great.  He  early  distinguished  himself  by  his  zeal  in  op- 
posing the  Arian  heresy,  introduced  into  Spain  by  the  Gothic  invaders, 
and  was  elected  to  the  see  of  Herpalis,  or  Seville.  He  flourished  about 
the  year  595. 

1  St.  Gregory,  called  the  Great,  and  one  of  the  doctors  of  the 
Western  Church,  studied  philosophy  at  Rome,  and  filled  the  office  of 
Praetor ;  but  on  the  death  of  his  father  adopted  the  monastic  life.  On 
the  death  of  Pope  Pelagius,  his  friend  and  patron,  he  was  elected  Pope 
by  the  suffrages  of  the  people;  and,  among  other  works  of  zeal, 
planned,  and  sent  out  Augustine  on,  the  mission  to  England,  which 
resulted  in  the  conversion  of  our  Saxon  ancestors  to  Christianity.  His 
Homilies  on  the  Gospels  are  admirable  for  the  spirit  of  evangelical 
simplicity  and  charity  which  breathes  in  them.  He  flourished  about 
the  year  59o. 

2  That  is,  who  defer  not  their  penitence  till  their  deathbeds.  The 
same  expression  occurs  at  the  end  of  The  Doctour  o/Phisik's  Tale. 

3  St.  Augustine,  the  celebrated  doctor  of  the  Western  Church,  was 
born  at  Tagaste,  in  Africa,  and  when  still  a  youth  fell  into  the  Mani- 
chean  heresy.  He  went  to  study  rhetoric  at  Home,  and  thence  to 
Milan,  whither  he  was  attracted  by  the  eloquence  of  St.  Ambrose,  and 
attended  his  sermons  with  the  view  of  improving  his  rhetoric.  Being 
by  them  converted  to  Catholic  Christianity,  when  thirty-three  years 
Old,  he  was  baptised  by  the  bishop,  on  which  occasion  the  hymn  called 
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he  may  not  bygynne  the  newe  clene  lif.  For  certes, 
if  he  be  baptized  withoute  penitence  of  his  olde  gilt, 
he  receyveth  the  mark  of  baptisme,  but  nought  the 
grace,  ne  the  remissioun  of  his  synnes,  til  he  have 
repentaunoe  verray.  Another  defaute  is  this,  that 
men  doon  deedly  synne  after  that  thay  have  receyved 
baptisme.  The  thridde  defaute  is,  that  men  fallen 
into  venial  synne  after  here  baptisme  fro  day  to  day. 
Therof  saith  seint  Austyn,  that  penitence  of  goode 
men,  and  of  humble  folk,  is  the  penitens  of  every  day. 
The  spices  of  penitence  ben  thre.  That  oon  of  hem 
is  solempne,  another  is  comune,  and  the  thridde  is 
pryve.  Thilke  penaunce  that  is  solempne,1  is  in  tuo 
maners;  as  is  to  be  put  out  of  holy  chirche  in  lente, 
for  slaughtre  of  childre,9  and  such  maner  thing. 
Another  is,  whan  a  man  hath  synned  openly,  of  which 
synne  the  fame  is  openly  spoken  in  the  contre;  and 
thanne  holy  chirche  by  juggement  streyneth  him  to 
doon  open  penaunce.  Comune  penaunce  is,  that 
prestes  enjoynen  men  comunly  in  certeyn  caas,  as  for 
to  goon,  peradventure,  naked  in  pilgrimage,  or  barfot. 
Prive  penaunce  is  thilk  that  men  doon  alday  for  prive 


Te  Deum  is  said  to  have  been  composed  and  sung  for  the  first  time.  He 
then  returned  to  Africa,  and  was  raised  to  the  see  of  Hippo,  where  he 
died  of  a  fever  during  its  siege  by  the  Vandals.  One  of  the  most  inte- 
resting of  his  numerous  works  is  his  Confessions,  which  is,  in  fact,  a 
minute  autobiography.  He  flourished  about  the  year  398.  His  greatest 
work,  the  De  CivUate  Dei,  in  which  his  brilliant  imagination  and  ardent 
feelings  are  brought  to  bear  upon  theology,  is  afterwards  quoted  in  this 
treatise. 

1  The  compilers  of  the  office  for  Ash  Wednesday  in  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer  were  of  opinion  that  this '  godly  discipline'  of  solempne, 
or  public  penance,  ought  to  be  restored.  It  was  vigorously  enforced 
by  the  Presbyterians  during  their  short  term  of  ascendancy  in  the 
seventeenth  century,  and  is  still  in  use  in  the  ecclesiastical  courts  in  the 
case  of  slander. 

2  This  seems  to  refer  to  the  accidental  overlaying  of  children  by 
nurses  held  a  deadly  sin,  because  the  effect  of  negligence.  In  the 
Rubric  after  the  office  for  baptizing  infants  in  the  old  ritual,  is  the 
following  direction : — *  Curet  parochus  parentes  infantis  admoneri,  ne 
in  lecto  secum  ipsi  vel  nutrices  parvulum.  fcabeant,|rqtffr  oppression^ 
perictdum,' 

VOL.  H.  8 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


258  THE  CANTERBURY  TALE8. 

synnes,  of  whiche  we  schryve  us  prively,  and  reoeyven 
prive  penaunce. 

Now  schalt  thou  understonde  what  bihoveth  and  is 
necessarie  to  verray  perfyt  penitence ;  and  this  stondith 
in  thre  thinges,  contricioun  of  hert,  confessioun  of 
mouth,  and  satisfaccioun.  For  whiche  saith  seint 
Johan  Crisostom,1  penitence  distreyneth  a  man  to 
accepte  benignely  every  peyne  that  him  is  enjoyned 
with  contricioun  of  herte,  and  schriffc  of  mouth,  with 
satisfaccioun,  and  werking  of  alle  maner  humblete* 
And  this  is  fruytful  penitence  agayn  tho  thre  thinges, 
in  which  we  wraththe  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist;  this 
is  to  sayn,  by  delit  in  thinking,  by  rechelesnes  in 
speking,  and  by  wicked  synful  werkyng.  Again  these 
thre  wickid  gultes  is  penitence,  that  may  be  likned 
unto  a  tre. 

The  roote  of  this  tre  is  contricioun,  that  hydith  him 
in  the  hert  of  him  that  is  verray  repentaunt,  right  as  the 
roote  of  a  tree  hidith  him  in  the  eorthe.  Of  the  roote 
of  contricioun  springeth  a  stalk,  that  bereth  braunches 
•  and  leeves  of  confessioun  and  fruyt  of  satisfaccioun. 
For  whiche  Crist  saith8  in  his  Gospel,  doth  digne 
fruyt  of  penitence,  for  by  this  fruyt  may  men  knowe 
this  tree,  and  nought  by  the  roote  that  is  hyd  in  the 
hert  of  a  man,  ne  by  the  braunches  ne  the  levys  of 
confessioun.  And  therfore  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Christ 
saith  thus,  by  the  fruyt  of  hem  schul  ye  knowe  hem, 
Of  this  roote  eek  springeth  a  seed  of  grace,  the  which 
seed  is  mooder  of  sikurnes,  and  this  seed  is  egre  and 

1  St.  John  Chry80stom,  one  of  the  doctors  of  the  Eastern  Churcn, 
was  a  native  of  Antioch,  and  a  lawyer ;  but  applying  himself  to  the 
study  of  theology,  he  was  ordained  a  priest  of  that  Church,  and,  on  the 
death  of  Nectarius,  was  appointed  by  the  Emperor  Arcadius  to  the 
Patriarchate  of  Constantinople,  where  he  became  hated  by  the  nobility 
for  his  fearless  preaching  against  their  prevailing  vices,  and  was  driven 
into  exile.  His  Homilies  on  Scripture  from  their  eloquence  obtained 
him  the  surname  of  Chrysostom,  or  the  golden-mouthed.  He  flourished 
about  the  year  398. 

3  The  Persone  seems  here  to  confound  the  words  of  St.  John  the 
Baptist,  Matt.  iii.  8,  and  those  of  our  Lord,  Matt.  vii.  20. 
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hoote.  The  grace  of  this  seed  springeth  of  God, 
thorugh  remembraunce  of  the  day  of  doom,  and  of  the 
peynes  of  helle.  Of  this  matier  saith  Salomon,1  that 
in  the  drede  of  God  man  forleteth  his  synne.  The 
hete  of  this  seed  is  the  love  of  God  and  the  desiring  of 
the  joye  perdurable.  This  hete  draweth  the  hert  of 
man  to  God,  and  doth  him  hate  his  synne.  For  sothe, 
ther  is  nothing  that  serveth  so  wel  to  a  child,  as  the 
milk  of  his  norice,  ne  nothing  is  to  him  more  abhomi- 
nable  than  the  milk  whan  it  is  melled  with  other8 
mete.  Right  so  the  synful  man  that  lovetli  his  synne, 
him  semeth  it  is  to  him  most  swete  of  eny  thing ;  but 
fro  that  tyme  that  he  loveth  sadly  oure  Lord  Jhesu 
Crist,  and  desireth  the  lif  perdurable,  ther  nys  to  him 
nothing  more  abhominable.  For  sothly  the  lawe  of 
God  is  the  love  of  God.  For  which  Davyd8  saith,  I 
have  loved  thy  lawe,  and  hated  wikkednesse  and  hate ; 
he  that  loveth  God,  keepeth  his  lawe  and  his  word. 
This  tree  saugh  the  prophete  Daniel*  in  spirit,  upon 
the  avysioun  of  Nabugodonosor,  whan  he  counseiled 
him  to  do  penaunce.  Penaunce  is  tre  of  lif  to  hem 
that  it  receyven;  and  he  that  holdeth  him  in  verray 
penitence,  is  blessed,  after  the  sentence  of  Salomon.6 

In  this  penitence  or  contricioun  men  schal  under- 
stonde  foure  thinges,  that  is  to  sayn,  what  is  contri- 
cioun, and  whiche  ben  the  causes  that  moeven  men  to 
contricioun,  and  how  he  schulde  be  contrit,  and  what 
contricioun  availeth  to  the  soule.  Thanne  it  is  thus, 
that  contricioun  is  the  verray  sorwe  that  a  man  recey- 
veth  in  his  herte  for  his  synnes,  with  sad  purpos  to 
schryve  him,  and  to  doo  penaunce,  and  never  more  to 
don  synne.  And  this  sorwe  schal  be  in  this  maner, 
as  saith  seint  Bernard;6  it  schal  ben  hevy  and  grevous, 


1  Prov.  xvi.  6. 
2  The  words,  with  other,  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  arc  restored  from 
the  Lansd.  8  Psalm  cxix.  1 1 3. 

«  Daniel  ii.  *  Prov.  xxviii.  13,  14. 

•  St.  Bernard,  abbot  of  Clairvanlx.— See  vol.  ii.  p.  7,  note  3. 
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and  ful  scharp  aud  poynaunt  in  herte;  first,  for  man 
hath  agilted  his  Lord  and  his  creatour;  and  more 
scharp  and  poynaunt,  for  he  hath  agiltid  his  fader 
celestial;  and  yit  more  scharp  and  poynaunt,  for  he 
hath  wratthed  and  agilt  him  that  bought  him  with  his 
precious  blood,  and  hath  delyvered  us  fro  the  bondes  of 
synne,  and  fro  the  cruelte  of  the  devel  aid  fro  the 
peynes  of  helle. 

The  causes  that  oughten  to  moeve  a  man  to  con- 
tricioun  ben  vj.  First,  a  man  schal  remembre  him  of 
his  synnes.  But  loke  that  thilke  remembraunce  be  to 
no  delyt  of  him  by  no  way,  but  gret  schame  and  sorwe 
for  his  gilt.  For  Job1  saith  that  synful  men  doon 
werkes  worthy  of  confessioun.  And  therfor  saith 
Ezechiel,1 1  wol  remembre  alle  the  yeres  ot  my  lif,  in 
bitternesse  of  myn  herte.  And  God  saith  in  thapoca- 
lips,*  Remembre  yow  from  whens  that  ye  ben  falle,  for 
biforn  that  tyme  that  ye  synned,  ye  were  the  children 
of  God,  and  lymme*  of  the  regne  of  God;  but  for 
youre  synne  ye  be  woxe  thral,  and  foul,  and  membres 
of  the  feend,  hate  of  aungels,  sclaunder  of  holy  chirche, 
and  foode  of  the  fals  serpent,  perpetual  matier  of  the 
fuyr  of  helle,  and  yet  more  foule  and  abhominable,  for 
ye  trespassen  so  ofte  tyme,  as  doth  the  hound  that 
torneth  to  ete  his  spewyng  j5  and  yet  ye  ben  fouler  for 
youre  longe  continuyng  in  synne,  and  youre  synful 
usage,  for  whiche  ye  ben  roten  in  youre  synne,  as  a 
beest  in  his  donge.  Suche  maner  of  thoughtes  make 
a  man  have  schame  of  his  synne,  and  no  delit;  and 
God  saith,  by  the  prophete  Ezechiel,6  ye  schul  re- 
membre yow  of  youre  weyes,and  thay  schal  displese  yow, 
Sothly,  synnes  ben  the  way  that  leden  folk  to  helle. 

The  secounde  cause  that  oughte  make  a  man  to  have 


1  Perhaps  Job  xlii.  6. 

2  These  are  the  words  of  Ezechias,  or  Hezekiah,  in  Isaiah  xxxviii. 
1 5,  not  of  Ezechiel.  3  Rev.  ii.  5. 

*  Lymme  or  the  regne  of  God  is  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  but  restored 
from  the  Lansd.  *  *  Pet.  ii.  aa.  •  Ezech.  xx.  43. 
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disdeyn  of  his  synne  is  this,  that,  as  seith  seint  Petre,1 
who  so  doth  synne,  is  thral  of  synne,  and  synne  put  a 
man  in  gret  thraldom.  And  therfore  saith  the  pro- 
phete  Ezechiel,2 1  wente  sorwful,  in  disdeyn  of  myself. 
Certes,  wel  oughte  a  man  have  disdeyn  of  synne,  and 
withdrawe  him  fro  that  thraldom  and  vilonye.  And 
lo  what  saith  Seneca  in  this  matiere.  He  saith  thus, 
though  I  wiste,  that  nere  God  ne  man  schulde  never 
knowe  it,  yit  would  T  have  disdeyn  for  to  do  synne. 
And  the  same  Seneca  also  saith,  I  am  born  to  gretter 
thinges  than  to  be  thral  to  my  body,  or  than  for  to 
make  of  my  body  a  thral.  Ne  a  fouler  thral  may  no 
man,  ne  womman,  make  of  his  body,  than  give  his  body 
to  synne.  And  were  it  the  foulest  cherl,  or  the  foulest 
womman,  that  lyveth,  and  lest  of  value,  yet  is  thanne 
synne  more  foul,  and  more  in  servitude.  Ever  fro  the 
heigher  degre  that  man  fallith,  the  more  is  the  thral, 
and  more  to  God  and  to  the  world*  vile  and  abhomi- 
nable.  O  goode  God!  wel  oughte  a  man  have  gret 
disdayn  of  such  a  thing  that  thorugh  synne,  ther  he 
was  free,  now  is  he  maked  bonde.  And  therfore  saith 
seint  Austyn,  if  thou  hast  disdayn  of  thy  servaunt,  if 
he  agilte  or  synne,  have  thou  than  disdeigne*  that 
thou  thiself  schuldist  do  synne.  Tak  reward  of  thy 
value,  that  thou  be  nought  to  foul  in  thiself.  Alias ! 
wel  oughte  men  have  disdeyn  to  be  servauntes  and 
thralles  to  synne,  and  sore  ben  aschamed  of  hemself, 
that  God  of  his  endeles  goodnes  hath  set  hem  in  heigh 
estate,  or  geven  hem  witte,  strength  of  body,  hele, 
beaute,  or  prosperite,  and  bought  hem  fro  the  deth 
with  his  herte  blood,  that  thay  so  unkindely  ageinst 
his  gentilesce  quyten  him  so  vileynsly,  to  slaughter  of 

-  l  The  Parson  ought  to  have  said  Paul,  not  Peter,  for  he  seems  to 
refer  to  Rom.  vi.  16".  3  No  such  passage  can  be  traced  in  Ezechiel. 

8  These  words,  taken  from  the  Lansd.  MS.,  are  not  in  the  Harl.  MS. 
— W. 

4  Of  thy  servaunt  .  .  .  disdeigne.  These  words,  omitted  by  an  eyi- 
dent  error  of  the  scribe  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  are  supplied  from  the  Lansd. 
MS.—W. 
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her  oughne  soules.  O  goode  God  !  ye  wommen  that 
ben  of  so  gret  beaute,  remembreth  yow  of  the  proverbe 
of  Salomon,1  that  saith  he  likeneth  a  fair  womnian, 
that  is  a  fool  of  hir  body,  to  a  ryng  of  gold  that  were 
in  the  groyn  of  a  sowe;  for  right  as  a  sowe  wroteth 
in  everich  ordure,  so  wrootith  sche  hir  beaute  in 
stynkyng  ordure  of  synne. 

The  thridde  cause,  that  oughte  to  moeve  a  man  to 
contricioun,  is  drede  of  the  day  of  doome,  and  of  the 
orrible  peynes  of  helle.  For  as  seint  Jerom  saith,  at  every 
tyme  that  I  remembre  of  the  day  of  doom,  I  quake; 
for  whan  I  ete  or  drinke,  or  what  so  that  I  doo,  ever 
semeth  me  that  the  trompe  sowneth  in  myn  eere,  Riseth 
ye  up  that  ben  deede,  and  cometh  to  the  juggement. 
0  goode  God!  mochil  ought  a  man  to  drede  such  a 
juggement,  ther  as  we  schul  be  alle,  as  seith  seint 
PouL,2  biforn  the  sete  of  our  Lord  Jhesu  Crist;  wher 
as  he  schal  make  a  general  congregacioun,  wher  as  no 
man  may  ben  absent;  for  certes  ther  avayleth  non 
essoyne  ne  excusacioun;  and  nought  oonly,  that  oure 
defaute  schal  be  juged,  but  eek  that  alle  oure  werkes 
schul8  be  openly  knowen.  -And,  as  seint  Bernard 
saith,  ther  schal  no  pleynyng  avayle,  ne  no  sleight ;  we 
schuln  give  rekenyng  of  every  ydel  word.  Ther 
schulle  we  have  a  juge  that  may  nought  be  disceyved 
ne  corrupt;  and  why?  for  certes,  alle  oure  thoughtes 
ben  descovered  as  to  him,  ne  for  prayer  ne  for  meede 
he  nyl  not  be  corupt.  And  therfore  saith  Salomon,4 
the  wraththe  of  God  ne  wol  nought  spare  no  wight, 
for  praier  ne  for  gift.  And  therfore  at  the  day  of 
doom  ther  is  noon  hope  to  eschape.  Wherfore,  as 
seint  Anselm6  seith,  ful  greet  anguisch  schuln   the 


1  Plrov.  3d.  zz.  2  Rom.xiv.  io. 

8  Be  juged  .     .  schul.    These  words  have  been  accidentally  omitted 
in  the  Harl.  MS.    They  are  supplied  from  the  Lansd.  MS. — W. 

4  Prov.  i.  a8. 

5  Anselm  was  of  Lombard  extraction,  being  bora  at  Augusta  Pre- 
toria.    He  was  first  abbot  of  Bee,  in  Normandy,  and,  in  accordance 
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iynful  folk  have  at  that  tyme;  there  schal  be  the 
sterne  and  the  wroth  juge  sitte  above,  and  under  him 
the  horrible  put  of  helle  open,  to  destroye  him  that 
wolde  not  byknowe  his  synnes,  which  synnes  openly 
ben  schewed  biforn  God  and  biforn  every  creature; 
and  on  the  lift  syde,  mo  divelis  than  herte  may  thynke, 
for  to  hary  and  to  drawe  the  synful  soules  to  the 
pyne  of  helle ;  and  withinne  the  hertes  of  folk  schal  be 
the  bytyng  conscience,  and  withoute  forth  schal  be 
the  world  al  brennyng.  Winder  schal  thanne  the 
wrecche  synful  man  flee  to  hyden  him?  Certes  he 
may  not  hyde  him,  he  moot  come  forth  and  schewe 
him.  For  certes,  as  seith  seynt  Jerom,  the  erthe  schal 
caste  him  out  of  him,  and  the  see  also,  and  the  aer 
also,  that  schal  be  ful  of  thunder  clappes  and  light, 
nynges.  Now  sothly,  who  so  wel  remembrith  him  of 
these  tydynges,  I  gesse  his  synne  schal  not  torne  him 
to  delit,  but  to  gret  sorw,  for  drede  of  the  peyne  of 
helle.  And  therfore  saith  Job1  to  God,  suffre,  Lord, 
that  I  may  a  while  biwayle  and  wepe,  or  I  go  withoute 
retournynge  to  the  derk  lond,  covered  with  derknes  of 
deth,  to  the  lond  of  mysese  and  of  derknesse,  wher  as 
is  the  schadow  of  deth,  wher  as  is  noon  order  ne  ordi- 
naunce,  but  grislich  drede  that  ever  schal  last.  Loo, 
her"  may  ye  see,  that  Job  prayde  respit  a  while,  to 
wepe  and  biwayle  his  trespas;  for  forsothe  oon  day  of 
respit  is  bettre  than  al  the  tresor  in  this  world.  And 
for  as  moche  as  a  man  may  aquyte  himself  byforn  God 
by  penaunce  in  this  world,  and  not  by  tresor,  therfore 
schuld  he  preye  to  God  give  him  a  respit  a  while,  to 
wepe  and  to  waile  his  trespas.  For  certes,  al  the 
sorwe  that  a  man  myght  make  fro  the  begynnynge  of 


with  the  policy  of  the  early  Norman  sovereigns,  was  nominated  to  the 
see  of  Canterbury  by  William  Rufus,  who,  however,  drove  him  into 
exile,  enraged  at  his  boldness  in  refusing  investiture  by  the  ring  and 
staff.  Henry  I.,  better  qualified  to  appreciate  his  talents,  restored  him. 
His  Cur  Deus  Homo  is  the  most  profound  investigation  of  the  doctrine 
of  the  Atonement  ever  written.  l  Job  x.  ao. 
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the1  world,  nys  but  a  litel  thing,  at  regard  of  the 
sorwe  of  helle.  The  cause  why  that  Job  calleth  helle 
the  loud  of  derknes,  understondith,  that  he  clepith  it 
iond  or  eorth,  for  it  is  stable  and  never  schal  fayle,  and 
derk,  for  he  that  is  in  helle  hath  defaut  of  light 
material;  for  certes  the  derke  light  that  schal  come 
out  of  the  fuyr  that  ever  schal  brenne,  schal  torne  him 
to  peyne  that  is  in  helle,  for  it  schewith  him  to  thor- 
rible  develes  that  him  tormenten.  Covered  with  the 
derknes  of  deth ;  that  is  to  sayn,  that  he  that  is  in 
helle,  schal  have  defaute  of  the  sight  of  God ;  for  certes 
the  sight  of  God*  is  the  lif  perdurable.  The  derknes 
of  deth,  ben  the  synnes  that  the  wrecchid  man  hath 
doon,  whiche  that  stourben  him  to  see  the  face  of  God, 
right  as  a  derk  cloud  doth  bitwixe  us  and  the  sonne. 
Lond  of  myseyse ;  bycause  that  there  ben  thre  maner 
of  defautes  agains  thre  thinges  that  folk  of  this  world 
han  in  this  present  lifj  that  is  to  sayn,  honures,  delices, 
and  richesses.  Ageyns  honours  han  they  in  helle 
schame  and  confusioun;  for  wel  ye  witen,  that  men 
clepyn  honure  the  reverence  that  men  doon  to  the 
man;  but  in  helle  is  noon  honour  ne  reverence;  for 
certes  no  more  reverence  schal  ben  doon  ther  to  a 
kyng,  than  to  a  knave.  For  which  God  saith  by  the 
prophete  Jeremie,9  thilke  folk  that  me  displesen,  schul 
be  despit.  Honour  is  eke  cleped  gret  lordschipe. 
There  schal  no  wight  serven  othir,  but  of  harm  and 
torment.  Honour  eek  is  cleped  gret  dignite  and 
heighnes;  but  in  helle  schulle  thay  be  al  for-trode  of 
develes.  And  God  saith,  thorrible  develes  schuln 
goon  and  comen  upon  the  heedes  of  dampned  folk ; 
and  this  is,  for  als  moche  as  the  heyher  that  thay  were 

1  Sorwe  .  .  .  the.  Omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS.  They  are  supplied 
from  the  Lansd.  MS.— W. 

3  The  sight  of  God,  or,  as  theologians  call  it,  the  Beatific  Vision,  is 
represented  in  Scripture  as  the  reward  of  the  blessed.— See  Job  xix.  »7 ; 
Rev.  xxii.  4. 

8  Though  the  Parson  quotes  Jeremiah,  the  reference  seems  to  be  to 
1  Sam.  ii.  30. 
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in  this  present  lif,  the  more  schuln  thay  ben  abatid 
and  defouled  in  helle.  Agayns  riches  of  this  world 
schuln  thay  han  mysese  of  povert,  and  this  povert 
shal  be  in  iiij.  thinges :  in  defaut  of  tresor;  of  which, 
as  David1  saith,  the  riche  folk  that  embraseden  and 
onedin  in  al  here  herte  the  tresor  of  this  world,  schuln 
slepen  in  the  slepyng  of  deth,  and  nothing  schuln  thay 
fynde  in  her  hondes  of  al  her  tresor.  And  moreover, 
the  mysease  of  helle  schal  be  in  the  defaut  of  mete  and 
drink.  For  God  saith  thus  by  Moyses,"  thay  schul  be 
wasted  by  hunger,  and  the  briddes  of  helle  schuln 
devoure  hem  with  bitter  teeth,  and  the  galle  of  the 
dragoun  schal  be  her  drink,  and  the  venym  of  the 
dragoun  here  morsels.  And  forther-moreover  her 
misease  schal  be  in  defaut  of  clothing,  for  thay  schul 
be  naked  in  body,  as  of  clothing,  save  of  fuyr  in  which 
thay  brenne,  and  other  filthis;  and  naked  scbuln  thay 
be  of  soule,  of  alle  maner  vertues,  which  that  is  the 
clothing  of  the  soule.  Wher  ben  thanne  the  gaye 
robes,  and  the  sofbe  soheetis,  and  the  smale  schirtesl 
Lo,  what  saith  of  hem  the  prophete  Isaye,'  under  hem 
schuln  be  strawed  motthis,  and  here  covertours  schuln 
ben  of  worms  of  helle.  And  forther-morover  here 
disease  schal  be  in  defaute  of  frendes,  for  he  is  not 
povere  that  hath  goode  frendes;  but  here  is  no  frend, 
for  neither  God  ne  no  creature  schal  be  frend  unto 
hem,  and  everich  of  hem  schal  hate  other  with  dedly 
hate.  The  sones  and  the  doughtres  schuln  rebellen 
agayns  the  fader  and  the  mooder,  and  kynrede  agayns 
kynrede,  and  chiden  and  despisen  everich  of  hem 
other,  bothe  day  and  night,  as  God  saith  by  the  pro- 
phete Michias,4  and  the  lovyng  children  that  whilom 
loveden  so  fleisschlich  everych  other  wolden  everych 
of  hem  eten  other  if  thay  mighten.  For  how  schulden 
thay  loven  hem  togider  in  the  peyne  of  helle,  whan 


»  Psalm  Ixxvi.  5.  s  Dent,  xzxil.  14. 

>  Isaiah  xiv.  1 1.  *  Mioah  Til.  6. 
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thay  bated  everich  of  hem  other  in  the  prosperite  of 
this  lif?  For  trustith  wel,  her  fleisshly  love  was 
dedly  hate ;  as  saith  the  prophete  David,1  who  so  that 
loveth  wickidnes,  he  hateth  his  soule,  and  who  so 
hatith  his  oughne  soule,  certis  he  may  love  noon  other 
wight  in  no  manere.  And  therfore  in  helle  is  no 
solace  ne  frendschipe,  but  ever  the  more  flesshly 
kynredes  that  ben  in  helle,  the  more  cursynge,  the 
more  chydynges,  and  the  more  deedly  hate  ther  is 
among  hem.  And  fortherover  thay  schul  have  defaute 
of  alle  manere  delices,  for  certis  delices  ben  the  appe- 
tites of  thy  fyve  wittes;  as  sight,  hieryng,  smellyng, 
savoring,  and  touching.  But  in  helle  here  sight  schal 
be  ful  of  derknes  and  of  smoke,  and  her  eycn8  ful  of 
teeris;  and  her  hieryng  ful  of  waymentynge,  and  of 
gruntynge  of  teeth,  as  saith  Jhesu  Crist,8  her  nose- 
thurles  schuln  ben  ful  of  stynkyng  stynk;  and,  as 
saith  Ysaye4  the  prophete,  here  savoringe  schal  be  ful 
of  bitter  galle ;  and  touchyng  of  al  here  body  schal  be 
y-covered  with  fuyr  that  never  schal  quenche,  and 
with  wormes  that  never  schuln  deyen,  as  God  saith  by 
the  mouth  of  Ysaie.  And  for  al  so  moche  as  thay 
schuln  nought  wene  that  thay  may  deyen  for  peyne, 
and  by  here  deth  fle  fro  peyne,  that  may  thay  under- 
stonde  in  the  word  of  Job,  that  saith,  ther  as  is  the 
schadow  of  deth.  Certes  a  schadow  hath  the  liknesse 
of  the  thing  of  which  it  is  a  schadow,  but  the  schadowe 
is  nought  the  same  thing  of  whiche  it  is  a  schadowe;* 
right  so  fareth  the  peyne  of  helle;  it  is  lik  deth,  for 
the  horrible  anguisshe;  and  why]  for  it  peyneth  hem 
ever  as  though  men  scholden  deye  anon;  but  certes 
thay  schul  not  deye.     Eor  as  saith  seint  Gregory,  to 


1  The  former  part  of  this  sentence  appears  to  refer  to  Prov.  xii.  10. 

*  Her  eyen.  These  words,  which  seem  to  give  better  sense,  are  adopted 
from  Tyrwhitt;  the  Harl.  MS.  reads  and  therfore  ful  ofteeris.—Yr. 

8  Matt.  xxv.  3o.  4  Isaiah  lxvi.  34. 

6  The  words  from  schadowe  to  schadowe  are  omitted  in  the  Harl.  MS., 
and  restored  from  the  Lansd. 
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*recchid  cayfcifs  schal  be  give  deth  withoute  deth,  and 
elide  withouten  ende,  and  defaute  withouten  faylinge ; 
for  here  deth  schal  alway  lyven,  and  here  ende  schal 
evermore  bygynne,  and  here  defaute  schal  not  fayle. 
And  therfor  saith  seint  Johan1  the  Evaungelist,  thay 
schul  folwe  deth,  and  thay  schuln  nought  fynde  him, 
and  thay  schul  desire  to  deyen,  and  deth  schal  flee 
fro  hem.  And  eek  Job  saith,  that  in  helle  is  noon 
ordre  of  rule.  And  al  be  it  that  God  hath  created 
thing  in  right  ordre,  and  no  thing  withoute  ordre,  but 
alle  thinges  ben  ordeyned  and  noumbred,  yit  natheles 
thay  that  ben  dampned  been  nought  in  ordre,  ne 
holden  non  ordre.  For  the  eorthe  schal  bere  hem  no 
fruyt;  (for,  as  the  prophete  David  saith,a  God  schal 
destroye  the  fruyt  of  the  eorthe,  as  for  hem)  ne  watir 
schal  give  hem  no  moysture,  ne  the  aier  non  refreisch- 
ing,  ne  fuyr  no  light.  For  as  seth  seint  Basile,8  The 
brennyng  of  the  fuyr  of  this  world  schal  God  give  in 
helle  to  hem  that  ben  dampnyd,  but  the  light  and  the 
clernesse  schal  be  geve  in  hevene  to  his  children; 
right  as  the  goode  man  geve  flesch  to  his  children,  and 
bones  to  his  houndes.  And  for  thay  schul  have  noon 
hope  to  eschape,  saith  seint  Job  atte  laste,  that  ther 
schal  horrour  and  grisly  drede  duelle  withouten  ende.4 
Horrour  is  alway  drede  of  harm  that  is  to  come,  and 
this  drede  schal  ever  duelle  in  the  hertes  of  hem  that 
ben  dampnyd.  And  therfore  han  thay  lorn  al  here 
hope  for  vij.  causes.  First,  for  God  that  is  here  jugge 
schal  be  withoute  mercy  to  hem,  ne  thay  may  not 
please  him,  ne  noon  of  his  halwes;  ne  they  may  give 
no  thing  for  here  raunsoun ;  ne  thay  have  no  voice  to 

>  Rev.  ix.  6.  *  Psalm  cvii.  34- 

3  St.  Basil,  Burnamed  the  Great,  was  of  a  noble  family  in  Cappa- 
docia,  and  began  life  by  studying  philosophy  with  his  friend,  Gregory 
Nazianzen,  at  Athens.  The  friends,  however,  soon  applied  their 
minds  to  sacred  studies,  and  Basil  was  chosen  to  be  bis  coadjutor  by 
Eusebius,  Bishop  of  Gaesarea,  whom  he  succeeded  in  that  see.  His  chief 
works  are  sermons  on  Scripture.  He  flourished  about  the  year  37o 
*  Job  x.  a*. 
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speke  to  him;  ne  thay  may  not  fle  fro  peyne;  lie  thay 
have  no  goodnes  in  hem  that  thay  may  schewe  to 
delivere  hem  fro  peyne.  And  therfbre  saith  Salomon,1 
The  wikked  man  deyeth,  and  whan  he  is  deed,  he 
Bchal  have  noon  hope  to  eschape  fro  peyne.  Who  so 
wolde  thanne  wel  understonde  these  peynes,  bythynke 
him  wel  that  he  hath  deserved  thilke  peynes  for  his 
synnes,  certes  he  schulde  have  more  talent  to  sikyn 
and  to  wepe,  than  for  to  synge  or  pleye.  For  as  that 
Salomon  saith,3  Who  so  that  had  the  science  to  knowe 
the  peynes  that  ben  establid  and  ordeynt  for  synne  he 
wolde  make  sorwe.  Thilke  science,  as  saith  seint 
Austyn,  maketh  a  man  to  wayment  in  his  herte. 

The  fourthe  poynt,  that  oughte  make  a  man  have 
contricioun,  is  the  sorwful  remembraunce  of  the  good 
that  he  hath  left  to  doon  heer  in  eorthe,  and  eek  the 
good  that  he  hath  lorn.  Sothly  the  goode  werkes 
that  he  hath  left,  eyther  thay  been  the  goode  werkes 
that  he  wrought  er  he  fel  into  deedly  synne,  or  elles 
thai  ben  the  goode  werkes  that  he  wroughte  whil  he 
lay  in  synne.  Sothly  the  goode  werkes  that  he  dede 
er  he  fel  into  synne  ben  amortised,  and  astoneyed,  and 
dullid  by  ofte  synnynge;  that  othere  goode  werkes 
that  he  wroughte  whil  he  lay  in  dedly  synne,  been 
outrely  deede,  as  to  the  lif  perdurable  in  heven. 

Thanne  thilke  goode  werkes  that  ben  mortified  by 
ofte  synnyng,  whiche  goode  werkes  he  dede  whiles  he 
was  in  charite,  ne  mow  never  quyken  agayn  withouten 
verray  penitence.  And  thereof  saith  God  by  the 
mouth  of  Ezechiel8  that  if  the  rightful  man  retourne 
agayn  fro  his  rightwisnesse  and  werke  wikkednesse, 
schal  he  livel  nay;  for  alle  the  goode  werkes  that  he 
hath  wrought,  ne  schuln  never  be  in  remembraunce, 
for  he  schal  dye  in  his  synne.  And  upon  thilke 
chapitre  saith  seint   Gregory  thus,  that  we  schuln 

1  Prov.  xi.  7. 
*  It  it  difficult  to  determine  what  place  in  the  writings  of  Solomon 
Is  here  alluded  to.  *  Ezech  xyiii.  *6. 
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understonde  this  principally,  that  whan  we  doon  dedly 
synne,  it  is  for  nought  thanne  to  reherse  or  to  drawe 
into  memorie  the  goode  werkes  that  we  han  wrought 
biforn;  for  certis  in  the  werkyng  of  the  dedly  synne, 
ther  is  no  trust  to  no  good  werkes  that  we  han  don 
biforne  this  tyme;  that  is  to  say,  as  for  to  have  therby 
the  lif  perdurable  in  heven.  But  natheles,  the  goode 
werkes  quiken  agayn  and  comen  again,  and  helpen  and 
availen  to  have  the  lif  perdurable  in  heven  whan  we 
han  contricioun;  but  sothly  the  goode  werkes  that 
men  doon  whil  that  thai  ben  in  deedly  synne,  for  as 
moche  as  thay  were  doon  in  dedly  synne,  thay  may 
never  quyken.  For  certes,  thing  that  never  had  li£ 
may  never  quyken  ;x  and  al  be  it  so  that  thay  availen 
not  to  have  the  lif  perdurable,  yit  avaylen  thay  to 
abrigging  of  the  peyne  of  helle,  or  elles  to  gete  temporal 
riches,  or  elles  that  God  wol  the  rather  enlumyne  and 
lightene  the  hert  of  the  synful  man  to  have  repent- 
aunce ;  and  eek  thay  availen  for  to  usen  a  man  to  do 
goode  werkes,  that  the  feend  have  the  lasse  power  of 
his  soule.  And  thus  the  curteys  Lord  Jhesu  Crist  ne 
wolde  nought  no  good  werk  be  lost,  for  in  somwhat  it 
schal  availe.  But  for  als  moche  as  the  goode  werkes 
that  men  don  whil  thay  ben  in  good  lif  ben  amortised 
by  synne  folwyng,  and  eek  sith  that  alle  the  goode 
werkes  that  men  doon  whil  thay  ben  in  dedly  synne, 
been  outrely  deede  as  for  to  have  the  lif  perdurable, 
wel  may  that  man,  that  no  goode  werkes  werkith 
synge  thilke  newe  Frenshe*  song,  J' ay  tout  perdu  mown 
temps  et  moun  labour.  For  certis  synne  byreveth  a 
man  bothe  goodnes  of  nature,  and  eek  the  goodnes  of 
grace.     For  sothly  the  grace  of  the  holy  gost  fareth  lik 

1  For  certes  .  .  .  quyken.  These  words,  not  in  the  Hart.  MS.,  are 
added  from  the  Lansd.  MS.  These  omissions  are  so  frequent  that  I 
shall  not  again  point  them  out.  English  prose  manuscripts  are  always 
much  more  incorrect  than  the  verse,  from  causes  which  it  would  not  be 
difficult  to  explain. — W. 

3  The  HarL  MS.  reads  ftrebche,  which  is  tautology.  Frenshe  is  from 
Tyrwbitt. 
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fyre  that  may  not  ben  ydel ;  for  fuyr  as  it  forletith  his 
werkyng,  and  faileth  anoon,  and  right  so  when  the 
grace  faileth  anoon  as  it  forleteth  his  werkyng,  than 
lesith  the  synful  man  the  goodnes  of  glorie,  that  oonly 
is  byhight  to  goode  men  that  labouren  and  werken. 
Wei  may  he  be  sory  thanne,  that  oweth  al  his  lif  to 
God,  as  longe  as  he  hath  lyved,  and  eek  as  longe  as  he 
schal  ly  ve,  that  no  goodnes  he  hath  to  paye  with  his 
dette  to  God,  to  whom  he  oweth  al  his  lyf ;  for  trusteth 
wel  he  schal  give  accompt,  as  saith  seint  Bernard,  of 
alle  the  goodes  that  han  be  geven  him  in  his  present 
lif,  and  how  he  hath  hem  dispendid,  nat  so  moche  that 
ther  schal  not  perische  an  heer  of  his  heed,  ne  a  mo- 
ment of  an  hour  ne  schal  not  perische  of  his  tyme, 
that  he  ne  schal  give  of  it  a  rekenyng. 

The  fifte  maner  of  contricioun,  that  moeveth  a  man 
therto,  is  the  remembraunce  of  the  passioun  that  oure 
Lord  Jhesu  Crist  suffred  for  us  and  for  oure  synnes. 
For  as  seith  seint  Bernard,  whil  that  I  ly  ve,  I  schal 
have  remembraunce  of  the  passioun  that  oure  Lord 
Jhesu  Crist  suffred  for  us  in  preching,  his  werynesse  in 
travayling,  his  temptacioun  whan  he  fastid,  his  longe 
wakinges  whan  he  prayde,  his  teeres  whan  he  wepte 
for  pite  of  good  pople ;  the  wo  and  the  schame  and  the 
filth  e  that  men  saide  to  him ;  of  the  foul  spittyng  that 
men  spitten  on  his  face;  of  the  buffettis  that  men  gaf 
him ;  of  the  foule  mowes  and  of  the  reproves  that  men 
to  him  saiden;  of  the  nayles  with  whiche  he  was 
nayled  to  the  cros;  and  of  al  the  remenaunt  of  his 
passioun,  that  he  suffred  for  my  synnes  and  no  thing 
for  his  gilt  And  ye  schal  understonde  that  in  mannes 
synne  is  every  maner  ordre  of  ordinaunce  turned  up- 
so-doun.  For  it  is  soth,  that  God,  and  resoun,  and 
sensualite,  and  the  body  of  man,  be  so  ordeyned,  that 
everich  of  thise  foure  schulde  have  lordschipe  over 
that  other,  as  thus :  God  schulde  have  lordschipe  over 
resoun,  and  resoun  over  sensualite,  and  sensualite  over 
the  body  of  man.     But  sothly  whan  man  synneth,  al 
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this  ordre,  or  ordinaunoe,  is  toraed  up-so-doun;  and 
thanne,  for  as  moche  as  the  resouu  of  a  man  ne  wol 
not  be  subject  ne  obeissant  to  God,  that  is  his  lord  by- 
right,  therfore  lesith  it  the  lordschipe  that  it  schulde 
have  over  sensualite.  and  eek  over  the  body  of  man ; 
and  whyl  for  sensualite  rebellith  thans  agayns  resoun; 
and  by  that  way  lesith  resoun  the  lordschipe  over 
sensualite,  and  over  the  body.  For  right  as  resoun  is 
rebel  to  God,  right  so  is  bothe  sensualite  rebel  to 
resoun  and  the  body  also.  And  certis  this  disordy- 
naunce,  and  this  rebellioun,  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist 
bought  upon  his  precious  body  ful  deere;  and  herken- 
eth  in  which  wise.  For  as  moche  as  resoun  is  rebel  to 
God,  therfore  is  man  worthy  to  have  sorwe,  and  to  be 
deed.  This  suffred  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist  for  man, 
after  that  he  was  bytraysed  of  his  disciple,  and 
distreyned  and  bounde,  so  that  the  blood  brast  out  at 
every  nayl  of  his  hondes,  as  saith  seint  Austyn.  And 
fortherover,  for  as  mochil  as  resoun  of  man  wol  nought 
daunte  sensualite  when  it  may,  therfore  is  man  worthy 
to  have  schame ;  and  this  suffered  oure  Lord  Jhesu 
Crist  for  man,  whan  thay  spitten  in  his  face.  And 
fortherover  thanne,  for  as  moche  as  the  caytif  body  of 
man  is  rebelle  bothe  to  resoun  and  to  sensualite,  ther- 
fore it  is  worthy  the  deth ;  and  this  suffred  oure  Lord 
Jhesu  Crist  for  us  upon  the  croys,  wher  as  ther  was  no 
part  of  his  body  fre,  withoute  gret  peyne  and  bitter 
passioun.  And  al  this  suffred  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist 
that  never  forfeted;  and  thus  sayd  he,1  to  mochil  am 
I  streyned,  for  the  thinges  that  I  never  deservyd;  and 
to  moche  defouled  for  schendschip  that  man  is  worthy 
to  have.  And  therfore  may  the  synful  man  wel  seye, 
as  saith  seint  Bernard,  acursed  be  the  bitternesse  of  my 
eynne,  for  which  ther  moste  be  suffered  so  moche  bit- 
ternesse.    For  certis,  after  the  dy vers  discordaunces  of 


1  It  is  not  clear  to  what  place  in  Scripture  this  is  to  be  referred < 
probably  some  passage  in  the  Psalms  or  Isaiah. 
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oure  wickednes  was  the  passioun  of  oure  Lord  Jhesu 
Crist  ordeyned  in  divers  thinges;  as  thus.  Certis 
sinful  mannes  soule  is  bytraysid  of  the  devel,  by 
coveitise  of  temporal  prosperite;  and  scorned  by 
disceyt,  whan  he  cheseth  fleischly  delytes;  and  yit  is- 
it  tormentid  by  impacience  of  adversite,  and  byspit  by 
servage  and  subjeccioun  of  synne,  and  atte  last  it  is 
slayn  finally.  For  this  discordannce  of  synfal  man, 
was  Jhesu  Crist  first  bytraised;  and  after  was  he 
bounde,  that  com  for  to  unbynden  us  fro  synne  and  of 
peyne.  Than  was  he  scorned,  that  oonly  schulde  be 
honoured  in  alle  thing  of  alle  thinges.  Than  was  his 
visage,  that  oughte  be  desired  to  be  say  of  al  manky  nde 
(in  which  visage  aungels  desiren  to  loke)  vileynusly 
byspit  Thanne  was  he  scourged1  that  nothing  had 
agilt ;  and  fynally,  thanne  was  he  crucified  and  slayn. 
Thanne  was  accomplised  the  word  of  Ysaye,8  He  was 
woundid  for  oure  mysdede,  and  defouled  by  oure 
folonyes.  Now,  sith  Jhesu  Crist  tok  upon  him  thilke 
peyne  of  alle  oure  wikkednes,  mochil  oughte  synftd  men 
wepe  and  bywayle,  that  for  his  synnes  schulde  Goddes 
sone  of  hevene  al  this  endure. 

The  sixte  thing  that  oughte  to  moeve  a  man  to 
contricioun,  is  the  hope  of  thre  thinges,  that  is  to  sayn, 
forgevenes  of  synne,  and  the  gifte  of  grace  wel  for  to 
do,  and  the  glorie  of  heven,  with  which  God  schal 
guerdoun  man  for  his  goode  deedis.  And  for  als  moche 
as  Jhesu  Crist  geveth  us  these  gifbes  of  his  largesse 
and  of  his  soverayn  bounte,  therfore  is  he  cleped, 
Jhesus  Nazarenu8  rex  Judceorum.*  Jhesus  is  for  to 
say,  saveour  of  savacioun,  of  whom  me  schal  hope  to 
have  forgevenes  of  synnes,  which  that  is  proprely 
savacioun  of  synnes.  And  therfore  seyde  the  aungel* 
to  Joseph,  thow  schalt  clepe  his  name  Jhesus,  that 
schal  save  his  poeple  of  here  synnes.     And  herof  saith 

1  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  scorned,  but  the  Lansd.  scouiyed,  which  is 
here  adopted  as  better. 

*  Isaiah  liii.  5.  »  Matt,  xxyii.  37.  4  Matt.  i.  si. 
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seint  Petir,1  ther  is  noon  other  name  under  heven,  that 
is  geve  to  any  man,  by  which  a  man  maybe  savyd,  but 
oonly  Jhesus.  Nazarenus8  is  as  moche  to  say  as 
florisching,  in  which  a  man  schal  hope,  that  he  that 
geveth  him  remissioun  of  synnes,  schal  give  him  grace 
wel  to  doo.  For  in  the  flour  is  hope  of  fruyt  in  tyme 
comynge,  and  in  forgivenes  hope  of  grace  wel  to  do. 
I  was  at  the  dore  of  thin  herte,  saith  Jhesus,8  and 
cleped  for  to  entre;  he  that  openith  to  me,  schal  have 
forgevenes  of  synne;  I  wol  entre  into  him  by  my 
grace,  and  soupe  with  him  by  the  goode  workes  that 
he  schal  doon,  whiche  werkes  ben  the  foode  of  God, 
and  he  schal  soupe  with  me  by  the  grete  joye  that  I 
schal  give  him.  Thus  schal  man  hope,  that  for  his 
werkis  of  penaunce  God  schal  give  him  his  regne,  as 
he  bihetith  him  in  the  Gospel. 

Now  schal  man  understonde,  in  what  maner  schal 
be  his  contricioun.  I  say,  it  schal  be  universal  and 
total,  this  is  to  say,  a  man  schal  be  verray  repentaunt 
for  alle  his  synoes,  that  he  hath  doon  in  delyt  of  his 
thought,  for  delit  is  ful  perilous.  For  ther  ben  tuo 
maners  of  consentyng,  that  oon  of  hem  is  cleped  con- 
sentyng  of  affeccioun,  whan  a  man  is  moeved  to  synne, 
and  delitith  him  longe  for  to  thinke  on  that  synne,  and 
his  resoun  aparceyveth  wel  that  it  is  synne  agayns  the 
lawe  of  God,  and  yit  his  resoun  refreyneth  not  his 
foule  delit  or  talent,  though  he  seth  wel  apertly,  that 
it  is  agenst  the  reverence  of  God;  although  his  resoun 
consente  not  to  do  the  synne  in  dede,  yit  sayn  some 
doctours,  delyt  that  dueUith  longe  it  is  ful  perilous,  al 
be  it  never  so  lite.  And  also  a  man  schulde  sorwe, 
namely  for  al  that  he  hath  desired  agayn  the  lawe  of 
God,  with  parfyt  eonsentynge  of  his  hert  and  of  his 
resoun,  for  therof  is  no  doute,  that  it  is  dedly  synne  in 


1  Acts  It.  i a. 
3  This  mode  of  finding  mystical  meanings  in  the  names  of  Scripture 
is  derived  from  the  Jewish  Cabbalists,  and  was  carried  to  its  utmost 
height  by  Origen.— See  vol.  ii.  p.  9,  note  5.  3  Ker.  iii.  ao, 

VOL.  II.  T 
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oonsentyng;  for  oertis  ther  is  no  dedly  synne,  but  that 
it  nas  first  in  mannes  thought,  and  after  that  in  his 
delit,  and  so  forth  into  oonsentyng,  and  into  dede. 
Wherfore  say  I,,  that  many  men  repente  hem  never  of 
suche  thoughtes  and  delites,  ne  never  schrive  hem  of 
it,  but  oonly  of  the  dede  of  grete  synnes  outward 
Wherfore  I  say,  that  suche  wickid  delitis  and  wickid 
thoughtes  ben  subtile  bigilours  of  hem  that  schuln  be 
dampned.  Moreover  man  oughte  to  sorwe  for  his 
wicked  wordes,  as  wel  as  his  wikked  dedes;  for  certis 
the  repentaunce  of  a  singuler  synne,  and  nought  re- 
pente of  alle  his  other  synnes,  or  elles  repente  him  of 
alle  his  othere  synnes,  and  not  of  a  singuler  synne,  may 
nought  availe.  For  certis  God  Almighty  is  al  good, 
»nd  therfore  he  forgeveth  al,  or  elles  right  nought.  And 
hereof  saith  seint  Augustin,  I  wot  certeynly,  that  God 
is  enemy  to  every  synnere ;  and  how  thanne  he  that 
observith  oon  synne,  schal  he  have  remissioun  of  the 
remenant  of  his  other  synnes  1  Nay.  And  f orthero ver, 
oontricioun  schulde  be  wounder  sorwful  and  anguis- 
schous,  and  therfore  givith  him  God  plainly  his  mercy 
And  therfore  whan  my  soule  was  anguissheous  withinne 
me,  I  hadde  remembraunce  of  God,  that  my  prayer 
mighte  come  to  him.  And  fortherover,  contricioun 
moste  be  continuelly,  and  that  a  man  have  stedefast 
purpos  to  schryve  him,  and  for  to  amende  him  of  his 
lyf.  For  sothly,  whil  contricioun  lastith,  man  may 
ever  hope  of  forgevenes.  And  of  this  cometh  hate  of 
synne,  that  destroyeth  synne  bothe  in  himself,  and  eek 
in  other  folk  at  his  power.  And  therfore  saith  David,1 
ye  that  loven  God,  hatith  wikkidnesse ;  for  trustith  wel 
for  to  love  God,  is  for  to  love  that  he  loveth,  and  hate 
that  he  hateth. 

The  laste  thing  that  a  man  schuld  understonde  in 
contricioun  is  this,  wherof  availith  contricioun?  I  say, 
that  som  tyme  contricioun  delivereth  man  fro  synne; 


1  Psalm  xovii.  io. 
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<*f  which  that  David  saith,1 1  say,  quod  David,  I  pur- 
posid  fermely  to  schryve  me,  and  thou,  Lord,  relesedist 
my  synne.  And  right  so  as  oontricioun  availith  nat 
withoute  sad  purpos  of  schrift  if  man  have  oportunite, 
right  so  litil  worth  is  shrifbe  or  satisfaccioun  withoute 
oontricioun.  And,  moreover,  contricioun  destruyeth 
the  prisoun  of  helle,  and  makith  wayk  and  feble  the 
strengthes  of  the  develes,  and  restorith  the  gift  of  the 
holy  gost,  and  of  alle  vertues,  and  it  clensith  the  soule  of 
synnes,  and  delivereth  the  soule  fro  the  peynes  of  helle, 
and  fro  the  companye  of  the  devel,  and  fro  the  servage 
of  synne,  and  restorith  it  to  alle  goodes  espiritueles, 
into  the  companye  and  communioun  of  holy  chirche. 
And  fortherover,  it  makith  him  that  somtyme  was 
gone  of  ire,  to  be  the  sone  of  grace;  and  alle  these 
thinges  he  provith  by  holy  writte.  And  therfore  he 
that  wil  sette  his  herte  to  these  thinges,  he  were  ful 
wys.  For  sothly  he  scholde  not  thanne  in  al  his  lyf 
have  corrage  to  synne,  but  given  his  body  and  al  his 
herte  to  the  service  of  Jhesu  Crist,  and  therof  do  him 
homage.  For  certis  oure  swete  Lord  Jhesu  Crist  hath 
sparid  us  so  debonerly  in  oure  folyes,  that  if  he  ne  hadde 
pite  of  marines  soule,  sory  songe  mighte  we  alle  synge. 

EXPLICIT  PRIMA  PASS  PENITENTLY;   ET  INCIPIT  SECUNDA 
PARS  EJUSDEM. 

The  secounde  partye  of  penitence  is  confessioun,  that 
is,  signe  of  contricioun.  Now  schul  ye  understonde 
what  is  confessioun;  and  whethir  it  oughte  needes  be 
doon  or  noon;  and  whiche  thinges  ben  convenable  to 
verray  confessioun.  First  schalt  thou  understonde, 
that  confessioun  is  verrey  schewyng  of  synnes  to  the 
prest;8  this  is  to  sayn  verray,  for  he  moot  schewe  him 
of  alle  the  condiciouns  that  ben  longynge  to  his  synne, 
as  ferforth  as  he  can;  al  mot  be  sayd,  and  nought 


1  Psalm  zzxii.  6, 
*  This  is  one  of  the  doctrines  opposed  by  Wickliffe. 
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excused,  ne  hyd,  ne  fbrwrappid;  and  nought  avatmte. 
him  of  his  goode  werkis.  And  forthermore  it  is  neces* 
sary  to  understonde  whens  that  synnes  springe,  and 
how  thay  encresen,  and  whiche  thay  ben. 

Of  the  springing  of  synnes  as  seint  Poul1  saith,  in. 
this  wise;  that  right  as  by  a  man  synne  entred  first 
into  this  world,  and  thorugh  that  synne  deth,  right  so 
thilke  deth  entred  into  alle  men  that  synneden ;  and 
this  man  was  Adam,  by  whom  that  synne  entred  into 
this  world,  whan  he  brak  the  comaundement  of  God 
And  therfore  he  that  first  was  so  mighty,  that  he 
schulde  not  have  deyed,  bicam  siththe  suche  on  that 
he  moste  needis  deye,  whethir  he  wolde  or  noon,  and 
al  his  progenie  that  is  in  this  world,  that  in  thilke 
manner  synneden.  Loke  that  in  the  estate  of  inno- 
cence, whan  Adam  and  Eve  nakid  were  in  Paradys, 
and  no  thing  schame  ne  hadden  of  her  nakidnesse,  how 
that  the  serpent,8  that  was  most  wily  of  alle  other 
bestis  that  god  hadde  makid,  sayde  to  the  womman, 
why  comaundid  God  to  yow  ye  schulde  nought  ete  of 
every  tree  in  Paradys*?  The  womman  answerde,  of 
the  fruyt,  quod  she,  of  the  trees  in  Paradys  we  feede 
us,  but  sothly  of  the  fruyt  of  the  tre  that  is  in  the 
myddil  of  Paradis  God  forbad  us  for  to  eten,  ne  not 
touche  it,  lest  peraventure  we  schulde  deye.  The 
serpent  sayde  to  the  womman,  nay,  nay,  ye  schal  not 
drede  of  deth,  for  sothe  God  wot,  that  what  day  ye  ete 
therof  youre  eyen  schal  open  and  ye  schul  ben  as  goddis, 
knowing  geod  and  harm.  The  womman  saugh  the 
tree  was  good  to  feedyng,  and  fair  to  the  eyen,  and 
delitable  to  sight ;  she  tok  of  the  fruyt  of  the  tree  and 
eet  it,  and  gaf  to  hir  housbond,  and  he  eet  it;  and 
anoon  the  eyen  of  hem  bothe  openeden;  and  whan 
that  thay  knewe  that  thay  were  naked,  thay  sowede 
of  fige  leves   in  maner  of  breches,*   to  hiden  here 


1  Bom.  t.  i*.  2  Gen.  iii.  i. 

3  There  is  an  English  version  of  the  Bible  which  translates  ths 
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memoirs.  Here  may  ye  see,  that  dedly  synne  hath  first 
suggestioun  of  the  feend,  as  soheweth  here  by  the 
neddir;  and  affcirward  the  delit  of  the  fleisch,  as 
scheweth  here  by  Eve;  and  after  that  the  consentyng 
of  resoun,  as  schewith  by  Adam.  For  trustith  wel, 
though  so  were  that  the  feende  temptid  oon,  Eve,  that 
is  to  sayn  the  fleissoh,  and  the  fleissch  had  delit  in  the 
beaute  of  the  fruyt  defendid,  yit  certes  til  that  resoun, 
that  is  to  say,  Adam,  consentid  to  the  etyng  of  the 
fruyt,  yit  stood  he  in  thastaat  of  innooenoe.  Of  thilk 
Adam  took  we  thilke  synne  original;  for  of  him 
flesschly  descendit  be  we  alle  and  engendrit  of  vile  and 
corrupt  matiere;  and  whan  the  soule  is  put  in  oure 
body,  right  anoonis  contract  original  synne;  and  that, 
that  was  erst  but  oonly  peyne  of  concupiscence,  is 
afterward  bothe  peyne  and  synne;  and  therefore  be  we 
alle  i-born  sones  of  wraththe,  and  of  dampnacioun  per- 
durable, if  it  nere  baptisme  that  we  recey  ven,1  which 
bynymeth  us  the  cujpe.  But  forsothe  the  peyne 
duellith  with  us  as  to  temptacioun,  which  peyne  highte 
concupiscence.8  And  this  concupiscence,  whan  it  is 
wrongfully  disposed  or  ordeyned  in  man,  it  makith 
/  him  to  coveyte,  by  covetise  of  fleissoh,  fleisschly  synne, 
/  by  sight  of  his  eyghen,  as  to  erthely  thinges,  and  eek 
j    coveityse  of  heighnesse,  as  by  pride  of  herte. 

*  Now  as  to  speke  of  the  firste  coveitise,  that  is  con- 
cupiscence after  the  lawe  of  oure  membris,  that  weren 
lawfully  maked,  and  by  rightful  juggement  of  God,  I 
say,  for  as  moche  as  a  man  is  nought  obeissant  to  God, 
that  is  his  Lord,  therfore  is  fleissch  to  him  disobeisant 


word  as  in  this  place,  hence  called  the  *  Breeches  Bible,'  and  prized  by 
collectors  for  its  rarity. 

1  This  is  the  doctrine  of  the  Catechism  in  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer,  &c., '  For  being  by  nature  born  in  sin  and  the  children  of 
wrath,  we  are  hereby  [by  baptism]  made  the  children  of  grj.ce.' 

*  This  is  exactly  the  doctrine  of  the  ninth  of  the  XXX IX.  Articles, 
*  And  this  infection  of  nature  doth  remain,  yea,  in  them  that  are  rege- 
nerated (renatis),  whereby  the  lust  of  the  flesh,  &c.,  is  not  subject  to 
the  law  of  God.' 
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thurgh  concupiscence,  which  that  yit  is  cleped  norissh- 
ing  of  synne,  and  occasion  of  synne.  Therfore,  al  the 
while  that  a  man  hath  in  him  the  peyne  of  concu- 
piscence, it  is  impossible  but  he  be  tempted  somtyme 
and  moeved  in  his  fleisch  to  synne.  And  this  may  not 
faile,  as  longe  as  he  liveth.  It  may  wel  wexe  feble 
and  faille  by  vertu  of  baptisme,  and  by  the  grace  of 
God  thorugh  penitence ;  but  fully  schal  it  never 
quenche,  that  he  schal  somtyme  be  moeved  in  himself 
but  if  he  were  al  refreydit  by  siknes,  or  by  malefice  of 
sorserye,  or  colde  drinkes.  For  what  saith  seint  Poul?1 
the  fleissh  coveitith  agayn  the  spirit,  and  the  spirit 
agayn  the  fleisch ;  thay  ben  so  contrarie  and  so  stryven, 
that  a  man  may  nought  alway  do  as  he  wolde.  The 
same  seint  Poul,8  after  his  penaunce,  in  watir  and  in 
lond;  in  watir  by  night  and  by  day,  in  gret  peril,  and 
in  gret  peyne ;  in  lond  and  in  famyne  and  in  thurst, 
and  colde  and  clothles;  cones  almost  stoned  al  to  the 
deth;  yit  saide  he,  alias!  I  caytif  man,  who  schal 
delyvere  me  fro  the  prisoun  of  my  caytif  body?  And 
seint  Jerom,8  whan  he  long  tyme  had  woned  in  desert, 
here  wher  as  he  hadde  no  compaignye  but  of  wilde 
bestes ;  wher  as  he  hadde  no  mete  but  herbes,  and 
water  to  his  drink,  ne  non  bed  but  the  nakid  erthe,  for 
which  his  fleisch  wos  as  blak  as  an  Ethiopen,  for  hete, 
and  neigh  destroyed  for  cold;  yit  sayde  he,  that  the 
brennyng  of  lecchery  boylid  in  al  his  body.  Wherfore 
I  wot  wel  sicurly  that  thay  ben  desceyved  that  say, 
thay  ben  not  temptid  in  here  body.  Witnesse  on  seint 
Jame4  thapostil,  that  saith,  that  every  wight  is  tempted 
in-  his  oughne  concupiscence ;  that  is  to  sayn,  that 
everych  of  us  hath  matere  and  occasioun  to  be  tempted 

Gal.  v.  17.  2  a  Cor.  xi.  a  3 ;  and  Bom.  vii.  »4- 

3  St.  Jerome,  one  of  the  doctors  of  the  Western  Church,  was  born  in 
Dalmatia,  and  studied  under  Gregory  Nazianzen  at  Constantinople. 
His  most  remarkable  work  is  his  Latin  translation  of  the  whole  Bible 
from  the  original  Hebrew  and  Greek.  This  version  formed  the  basis 
of  that  called  the  Vulgate.  He  flourished  about  the  year  378,  and  died 
in  the  reign  of  Honorius.  *  James  i.  4. 
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of  the  norischyng  of  synne  that  is  in  his  body.  And 
therfore  seint  Johan  the  Evaungelist1  saith,  if  that  we 
sayn  we  be  withoute  synne,  we  deceyve  ouresilf,  and 
trouthe  is  nought  in  us. 

Now  schal  ye  understonde  in  what  maner  that  synne 
waxith  and  encresceth  in  a  man.  The  nrste  thing  is 
thilke  norisching  of  synne,  of  which  I  spak  bifom, 
thilke  concupiscence;  and  after  that  cometh  the  sugges- 
tioun*  of  the  devel,  that  is  to  sayn,  the  develes  bely, 
with  which  he  bloweth  in  man  the  f  uyr  of  fleisschly 
concupiscence;  and  after  that  a  man  bythink  him 
whetmr  he  wol  don  it  or  non,  thilke  thing  to  which  he 
is  tempted.  And  thanne  if  that  a  man  withstonde  and 
wayve  the  firste  entisynges  of  his  fleisshe,  and  of  the 
feend,  it  is  no  synne;  and  if  so  be  he  do  not  so,  thanne 
feeleth  he  anoon  a  flame  of  delit,  and  thanne  it  is  good 
to  be  war  and  kepe  him  wel,  or  elles  he  wil  falle  anoon 
into  consentyng  of  synne,  and  thanne  wol  he  do  it,  if 
he  may  have  tyme,  and  space,  and  place.  And  of  this 
matere  saith  Moyses*  by  the  devel,  in  this  maner;  the 
feend  saith,  I  wol  chace  and  pursewe  the  man  by 
wickid  suggestiouns,  and  I  wil  hent  him  by  moevyng 
and  steryng  of  synne,  and  I  wil  parte  my  prise,  or  my 
pray,  by  deliberacioun,  and  my  lust  schal  be  accomplisit 
in  delit;  I  wil  drawe  my  sword  in  consentynge;  (for 
certes,  right  as  a  swerd  departith  a  thing  in  tuo  parties, 
right  so  consentynge  departeth  God  fro  man;)  and 
thanne  wol  I  sle  him  with  my  hond  in  dede  of  synne. 
Thus  saith  the  feend;  for  certis,  thanne  is  a  man  al 
deed  in  soule ;  and  thus  is  synne  accomplisid,  by  temp- 
tacioun,  by  delit,  and  by  consentyng;  and  thanne  is 
the  synne  oleped  actueL 

For  sothe  synne  is  in  two  maneres,  outher  it   is 


i  i  John  i.  8.  3  The  Hart.  MS.  reads  8uttfecctoun.—W. 

3  This  quotation  seems,  as  Tyrwhitt  observes,  to  be  taken  from 
some  of  the  Rabbinical  histories  of  Moses,  a  collection  of  which  was 
published  by  the  learned  Gaulmin  at  Paris  in  i6z9,  and  which,  among 
other  traditions,  contains  that  alluded  to  by  St  Jude,  Epistle,  verse  o. 
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venial,  or  dedly  synne.1  Sothly,  whan  man  lovith  any 
creature  more  than  Jhesu  Crist  oure  creatour,  thanne 
it  is  dedly  synne;  and  venial  synne  is,  if  a  man  love 
Jhesu  Crist  lesse  than  him  oughte.  For  sothe  the 
dede  of  this  venial  synne  is  ful  perilous,  for  it  amenisith 
the  love  that  men  schulde  have  to  God,  more  and  more, 
And  therfore  if  a  man  charge  more  himself  with  many 
suche  venial  synnes,  certes,  but  if  so  be  that  he  som 
tyme  discharge  him  of  hem  by  schrifbe,  thay  may  ful 
lightly  amenise  in  him  al  the  love  that  he  hath  to 
Jhesu  Crist;  and  in  this  wise  skippith  venial  into 
dedly  synne.  For  certes,  the  more  that  a  man  ohargith 
his  soule  with  venial  synnes,  the  more  is  he  enclyned 
to  falle  in  deedly  synne.  And  therfore  let  us  nought 
be  negligent  to  descharge  us  of  venial  synnes.  For 
the  pfoverbe  saith,  that  many  smale  makith  a  gret. 
And  herken  this  ensample;  a  greet  wawe  of  the  see 
cometh  som  tyme  with  so  gret  a  violence,  that  it 

1  The  distinction  between  deadly  and  venial  sin  is  best  expressed 
by  explaining  deadly  sin  to  be  that  which  deprives  the  soul  of  divine 
grace ;  and  venial  sin  that  which  does  not.  St.  Paul's  doctrine  is  that 
Christians  are  the  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  who  is  the  quickening  or 
life-giving  spirit;  but  that  some  sins  deprive  them  of  this  life-giving 
spirit,  which  sins  are,  therefore,  called  deadly. — i  Cor.  iii.  iff,  17.  To 
say  that  every  sinful  thought,  word,  or  action,  deprives  the  Christian 
of  divine  grace,  would  amount  to  saying  that  no  one  could  possess  it 
at  all,  because  all  are  every  day  liable  to  sins  of  infirmity.  But  these 
almost  involuntary  infidelities,  though  there  is  no  means  provided  for 
their  pardon  by  the  law  of  nature,  are  not  imputed  under  the  Christian 
covenant,  in  consideration  of  the  merits  of  Christ,  and  are,  therefore, 
called  venial,  because  they  are  pardoned  for  the  merits  of  Christ  with- 
out a  formal  sacramental  restoration.— 1  John  ii.  1.  This  is  quite 
consistent  with  the  Persones  distinction ;  since  it  is  sins  against 
charity,  or  the  love  of  God,  which  are  held  to  deprive  the  soul  of 
divine  grace,  and  are,  therefore,  called  deadly,  and  it  is  sins  not 
inconsistent  with  the  love  of  God  which  are  pardoned  at  once  for  the 
merits  of  Christ,  and  which  are,  therefore,  called  venial.  This  doc- 
trine, however,  is  manifestly  abused  when  a  regular  classification  is 
made  of  deadly  and  venial  sins,  because  it  inevitably  leads  to  the 
supposition  that  as  long  as  a  man  refrains  from  acts  classified  as 
deadly  sins,  he  must  be  in  a  state  of  grace,  whereas,  from  not  possess- 
ing that  charity  which  is  the  first  and  great  commandment,  he  may 
be  in  a  state  of  reprobation,  though  not  guilty  of  any  outward  act  of 
deadly  sin.  This  is  well  put  by  the  Persone.-— See  Massillon's  Sermon, 
BvrlaTUdevr. 
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drenchith  the  schip;  and  the  same  harm  doon  som 
tyme  smale  droppis  of  watir,  that  entrith  thurgh  a  litil 
creves  into  the  thurrok,  and  into  the  bothum  of  a 
schip,  if  men  be  so  negligent,  that  thay  descharge  hit 
nought  by  tyme.  And  therfore,  although  ther  be 
difference  betneen  these  tuo  causes  of  drenching/ algates 
the  schip  is  dreynt.  Bight  so  farith  it  som  tyme  of 
deedly  synne,  and  of  anoyous  venial  synnes,  whan  thay 
multiplien  in  a  man  so  gretly,  that  thilke  worldly 
thynges  that  he  loveth,  thurgh  which  he  sinneth  veni- 
ally,  is  as  gret  in  his  herte  as  the  love  of  God,  or  more. 
And  therfore  the  love  of  every  thing  that  is  not  byset 
in  God,  ne  doon  principally  for  Goddes  sake,  although 
a  man  love  it  lasse  than  God,  yit  is  it  venial  synne ; 
and  deedly  synne,  whan  the  love  of  eny  thing  weyeth 
in  the  hert  of  a  man,  as  moche  as  the  love  of  God,  or 
more.  Dedly  synne  is,  as  saith  seint  Austyn,  whan 
man  torneth  his  hert  from  God,  which  that  is  verray 
Boverayn  bounte,  that  may  not  chaunge  and  flitte,  and 
give  his  herte  to  a  thing  that  may  chaunge  and  flitte; 
and  certes,  that  is  every  thing  save  God  of  heven.  For 
sothe,  if  that  a  man  give  his  love,  the  which  that  he 
owith  to  God  with  al  his  herte,  unto  a  creature,  certes, 
as  moche  of  love  as  he  giveth  to  thilke  creature,  so 
moche  he  reveth  fro  God,  and  therfore  doth  he  synne; 
for  he  that  is  dettour  to  God,  ne  yeldeth  not  to  God  al 
his  dette,  that  is  to  sayn,  al  the  love  of  his  hert 

Now  siththe  man  understondith  generally  which  is 
venial  synne,  thanne  is  it  covenable  to  telle  specially 
of  synnes,  whiche  that  many  a  man  pera venture  ne 
demith  hem  no  synnes,  and  schryveth  him  not  of  the 
same  thinges,  and  yit  natheles  thay  ben  synnes;  and, 
sothly,  as  clerkes  writen;  this  is  to  say,  at  every  tyme 
that  man  etith  and  drinkith  more  than  suffiseth  to  the 
sustienaunce  of  his  body,  in  certeyn  he  doth  synne; 
and  eek  whan  he  spekith  more  than  it  needith,  he  doth 
synne;  and  eek  whan  he  herkeneth  nought  benignely 
the  pleynt  of  the  pore ;  eek  whan  he  is  in  hele  of  body, 
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and  wil  not  faste  whan  other  folk  fasten,  withouten 
cause  resonable ;  eek  whan  he  slepith  more  than 
needith,  or  whan  he  cometh  by  thilk  enchesoun  to 
late  to  holy  chirche,  or  to  other  werkes  of  charite ;  eke 
whan  he  useth  his  wyf  withoute  soverayn  desir  of  en- 
gendrure,  to  thonour  of  God,  and  for  thentent  to  yelde 
his  wyf  the  dette  of  his  body;  eek  whan  he  wil  not 
visite  the  site,  and  the  prisoner,  if  he  may;  eek  if  he 
love  wyf,  or  child,  or  other  worldly  thing,  more  than 
resoun  requireth ;  eek  if  he  flatere  or  blaundisshe  more 
than  him  oughte  for  eny  necessite ;  eek  if  a  man  menuse 
or  withdrawe  the  almesse  of  the  povere;  eek  if  he 
apparaylith  his  mete  more  deliciously  than  it  nedith, 
or  ete  it  to  hastily  by  licouresnes;  eek  if  he  talke  of 
vanitees  at  chirche,  or  at  Goddis  service,  or  that  he  be 
a  talker©  of  ydil  wordes  of  vanite  or  of  vilonye,  for  he 
schal  yeld  of  hem  acount  at  the  day  of  doome;  eek 
whan  he  heetith  or  assureth  to  do  thinges  that  he  may 
nought  performe;  eek  whan  that  by  lightlies  or  foly 
he  myssaith  or  scorneth  his  neighebor;  eek  whan  he 
hath  eny  wicked  suspeccionn  of  thing,  that  he  wot  of 
it  no  sothfastnesse :  these  thinges  and  mo  withoute 
nombre  ben  synnes,  as  saith  seint  Austyn.  Now  schal 
men  understonde,  that  al  be  it  so  that  noon  erthely 
man  may  eschiewe  alle  venial  synnes,  yit  may  he 
refreyne  hem  by  the  brennyng  love  that  he  hath  to 
oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist,  and  by  prayeres,  and  by  con- 
fessioun,  and  other  goode  werkes,  so  that  it  schal  but 
litil  greve.  For,  as  saith  seint  Austyn,  gif  a  man  love 
God  in  such  a  manor,  that  al  that  ever  he  doth  is  in  the 
love  of  God,  or  for  the  love  of  God  verraily,  for  he  bren- 
neth  in  the  love  of  God,  loke  how  moche  that  a  drope  of 
watir,  that  fallith  in  a  furneys  ful  of  fuyr,  annoyeth  or 
greveth  the  brenning  of  the  fire,  so  moche  in  like  maner 
annoyeth  or  greveth  a  venial  synne  unto  a  man  that  is 
perfyt  in  the  love  of  Jhesu  Crist.  Men  may  also  re- 
freyne venial  synne,  by  receyvyng  of  the  precious  body 
of  Jhesu  Crist;  by  receyvyng  eek  of  holy  water;  by 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


THE  PEBS0NES  TALE.  283 

almes  dede;  by  general  confessioun  of  Confitevr  at 
masse,  and  at  prime,  and  at  complyn;  and  by  blessing  of 
bisschops  and  of  piestes,  and  by  other  goode  werkis.1 

Now  it  is  bihovely  thing  to  telle  whiche  ben  dedly 
synnea,  that  is  to  sayn,  chiveteyns  of  synnes;  for  as 
moche  as  alle  thay  renne  in  oon  loos,  but  in  divers 
maners.  Now  ben  thay  cleped  chiveteyns,  for  als 
moche  as  thay  ben  chief  and  springers  of  all  othere 
synnes.  The  roote  of  these  seven  synnes  thanne  is 
pride,  the  general  synne  and  roote  of  alle  harmes.  For 
of  this  roote  springen  general  braunches;  as  ire,  envye, 
accidie  or  sleuthe,  avarice  or  coveitise  (to  commune 
understondynge),  glotonye,  and  leccherie :  and  everich 
of  these  synnes  hath  his  braunches  and  his  twigges,  as 
schal  be  declarid  in  here  chapitres  folwinge. 

DE   StfPERBIA. 

And  though  so  be,  that  no  man  can  telle  utterly 
the  nombre  of  the  twigges,  and  of  the  harm  that 
cometh  of  pride,  yit  wol  I  schewe  a  party  of  hem,  as 
ye  schul  understonde.  Ther  is  inobedience,  avauntyng, 
ypocrisye,  despit,  arragaunce,  impudence,  swellyng  of 
hert,  insolence,  elacioun,  impacience,  strif,  contu- 
macie,  presumpcioun,  irreverence,  pertinacie,  vein* 
glorie,  and  many  another  twigge  that  I  can  not  telle 
ne  declare.  Inobedient  is  he  that  disobeieth  for 
despyt  to  the  comaundementz  of  God,  and  to  his 
sovereigns,  and  to  his  gostly  fader.  Avauntour,  is 
he  that  bosteth  of  the  harm  or  of  the  bounte  that  he 
hath  don.  Ypocrisy,  is  that  hydeth  to  schewe  him 
such  as  he  is,  and  scheweth  him  such  as  he  is  not. 
Despitous,  is  he  that  hath  desdayn  of  his  neighebour, 
that  is  to  say,  of  his  even  Cristen,  or  hath  despit  to 
doon  that  him  ought  to  doon.     Arragaunt,  is  he  that 


1  That  is  to  say,  these,  as  being  acts  of  penitence  and  faith,  art 
means  of  grace,  by  which  men  are  strengthened  in  the  practice  of  reli- 
gion and  yirtue. 
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thinketh  that  he  hath  thilke  bountees  in  him,  that  he 
hath  not,  or  weneth  that  he  schulde  have  hem  by 
desert,  or  elles  he  demeth  that  he  is  that  he  is  not. 
Impudent,  is  he  that  for  his  pride  hath  no  schame  of 
his  synne.  Swellyng  of  hert,  is  whan  a  man  rejoysith 
him  of  harm  that  he  hath  don.  Insolent,  is  he  that 
dispisith  in  his  juggement  alle  other  folk,  as  to  regard 
of  his  valieu,  and  of  his  connyng,  and  of  his  spekyng, 
and  of  his  beryng.  Elacioun,  is  whan  he  may  never 
suffre  to  have  maister  ne  felawe.  Impacient,  is  he 
that  wil  not  ben  i-taught  ne  undernome  of  his  vioes, 
and  by  stryf  werreth  trouthe  witynge,  and  defendeth 
his  folie.  Contimax,  is  he  that  thorugh  his  indigna- 
cioun  is  agains  everych  anctorite  or  power  of  hem 
that  been  his  soverayns.  Presumpcioun,  is  whan  a 
man  undertakith  and  emprisith  that  him  oughte  not 
to  do,  or  elles  that  he  may  not  doo,  and  that  is  cleped 
surquidrye.  Irreverence,  is  whan  men  doon  not 
honour  ther  as  hem  ought  to  doon,  and  wayteth  to  be 
I  reverenced.  Pertinacie,  is  whan  man  defendith  his 
/  folye,  and  trusteth  to  mpche  to  his  owne  witte. 
Yainglorie,  is  for  to  have  pomp,  and  delit  in  temporal 
baighnes,  and  glorine  him  in  worldly  eataat.  Jange- 
lyng,  is  whan  a  man  spekith  to  moche  biforn  folk, 
and  clappith  as  a  mille,  and  taketh  no  keep  what  he 
eaith.  » 

And  yit  is  ther  a  prive  spice  of  pride,  that  wayteth 
first  to  be  saluet  er  he  saliewe,  al  be  he  lasse  worth 
than  that  other  is,  paradventure ;  and  eek  wayteth  or 
desireth  to  sitte  above  him,  or  to  go  above  him  in  the 
way,  or  kisse  the  pax,1  or  ben  encensed,  or  gon  to  the 


c  l  It  was  the  custom  in  the  early  Church  for  the  Christians  '  to 
salute  one  another  with  a  holy  kiss/  as  St.  Paul  directs,  as  a  token  of 
brotherly  love ;  but  this  custom  haying  led  to  scandal,  it  was  abolished 
as  far  as  the  laity  were  concerned,  and  they  were  permitted  instead  to 
kiss  in  succession  a  plate  of  silver  or  gold,  called  a  pax,  because  it  re- 
ceived this  kiss  of  peace.  These  customs  were  no  doubt  intended  to 
abolish  that  feeling  of  caste  which  it  is  St.  Paul's  great  object  in  the 
Epistle  to  the  Romans  to  discourage,  and  which  is  to  this  day  found 
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oflringe  biforn  his  neighebore,  and  suche  semblage 
thinges,  agains  his  deute  peraventure,  but  that  ha 
hath  his  herte  and  his  entente  in  such  a  proud  desir 
to  be  magnified  and  honoured  toforn  the  poeple. 

Now  ben  there  tuo  maners  of  pride;  that  oon  is 
heighnes  withinne  the  hert  of  a  man,  and  that  other 
is  withoute.  Of  which  sothly  these  forsayde  thinges* 
and  mo  than  I  have  said,  aperteynen  to  pride  that  ia 
in  the  hert  of  a  man ;  and  that  other  spices  of  pride 
ben  withoute ;  but  natheles,  that  oon  of  thise  spices 
of  pride  is  signe  of  that  other,  right  as  the  gay  leves^ 
selle  at  the  tavern  is  signe  of  wyn  that  is  in  the  celer. 
And  this  is  in  many  thinges ;  as  in  speche  and  con- 
tienaunce,  and  in  outrageous  array  of  clothing.  For 
certis,  if  ther  hadde  be  no  synne  in  clothing,  Crist 
wolde  not  so  soone  have  notid  and  spoke  of  the 
clothing  of  thilke  riche  man  in  the  gospel.1  And  seint 
Gregorie  saith,  that  precious  clothing  is  coupable  for 
derthe  of  it,  and  for  his  schortnes,  and  for  his 
straungenes  and  disgisines,  and  for  the  superfluite,  or 
for  the  inordinat  skantnes  of  it ;  alias !  many  man  may 
sen  as  in  oure  dayes,  the  synful  costlewe  array  of 
clothing,  and  namely  in  to  moche  superfluite,  or  elles 
in  to  disordinat  skantnes. 

As  to  the  firste  synne  in  superfluite  of  clothing, 
which  that  makid  is  so  dere,  to  harm  of  the  poeple, 
not  oonly  the  cost  of  embrowdyng,  the  disguising, 
endentyng  or  barryng,  ounding,  palyng  or  bendyng,*  and 
semblable  wast  of  cloth  in  vanite;  and  ther  is  also 
costlewe  furring  in  here  gownes,  so  mochil  pounsyng 
of  chiseles  to  make  holes,  so  moche  daggyng  of  scheris, 
for  with  the  superfluite  in  lengthe  of  the  forsaide 
gownes,  traylinge  in  the  donge  and  in  the  myre,  on 


to  be  the  most  insurmountable  obstacle  to  the  reception  of  Christianity 
by  the  Hindoos. — Bingham,  Aiitiq.,  xv.  iii.  3-  1  Luke  xvi. 

2  This  passage,  apparently  corrupt  in  the  Harl.  MS.,  which  reads  fof 
disguising,  guyse,  and  for  ounding,  swandyv.g,  has  been  corrected  from 
Tyirwhitt.  i 
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hors  and  eek  on  foote,  as  wel  of  man  as  of  womman, 
that  al  thilke  traylyng  is  verraily  (as  in  effect)  wasted, 
consumed,  thredhare,  and  rotyn  with  donge,  rather 
than  it  is  geven  to  the  pore,  to  gret  damage  of  the 
forsaide  pore  folk,  and  that  in  sondry  wise ;  this  is  to 
sain,  the  more  that  cloth  is  wastid,  the  more  most  it 
coste  to  the  poeple  for  the  scarsenes;  and  forther- 
more,  if  it  so  be  that  thay  wolde  give  suche  ponnsed 
and  daggid  clothing  to  the  pore  folk,  it  is  not  con- 
venient to  were  to  the  pore  folk,  ne  suffisaunt  to 
beete  here  necessite,  to  kepe  hem  fro  the  desperance 
of  the  firmament.  Upon  that  other  syde,  to  speke  of 
the  horrible  disordinat  scantnes  of  clothing,  as  ben 
these  cuttid  sloppis  or  anslets,  that  thurgh  her  schort- 
nes  ne  covereth  not  the  schamful  membre  of  man,  to 
wickid  entent;  alias!  som  men  of  hem  schewen  the 
schap  and  the  boce  of  the  horrible  swollen  membres, 
that  semeth  like  to  the  maledies  of  hirnia,  in  the 
wrapping  of  here  hose,  and  eek  the  buttokes  of  hem, 
that  faren  as  it  were  the  hinder  part  of  the  sche  ape 
in  the  fulle  of  the  moone.  And  moreover  the 
wrecchid  swollen  membres  that  thay  schewe  thurgh 
desgysyng,  in  departyng  of  here  hoses  in  whyt  and 
reed,  seemith  that  half  the  sohameful  prive  membres 
were  flayn.  And  if  it  so  be  that  thay  departe  here 
hosen  in  other  colours,  as  is  whit  and  bliew,  or  whit 
and  blak,  or  blak  and  reed,  and  so  forth;  thanne 
semith  it,  as  by  variaunce  of  colour,  that  half  the 
party  of  his  prive  membris  ben  corrupt  by  the  fdyr  of 
8eint  Antony,  or  by  canore,  or  other  such  meschaunoe. 
And  yit  of  the  hynder  partye  of  here  buttokes  it  is 
ral  horrible  for  to  see>  for  oertis  in  that  partie  of  here 
body  ther  as  thay  purgen  her  stynkyng  ordure,  that 
foule  party  schewe  thay  to  the  poeple  proudly  in 
despyt  of  honeste,  which  honeste  that  Jhesu  Crist  and 
his  frendes  observeden  to  schewen  in  his  lif.  Now  as 
of  the  outrageous  array  of  wommen,  God  wot,  that 
though  the  visage  of  some  of  hem  seme  fdl  chaste  and 
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debonaire,  yit  notifye  thay,  in  here  array  of  attyre, 
licorousnesse  and  pride.  I  say  not  that  honeste  in 
clothing  of  man  or  womman  is  uncovenable,  but 
certis  the  superfluite  or  disordinat  skantnes  of  cloth- 
ing is  reprevable.  Also  the  synne  of  here  ornament, 
or  of  apparaile,  as  in  thinges  that  aperteynen  to 
rydyng,  as  in  to  many  delicat  horses,  that  ben  holden 
for  delyt,  that  thay  ben  so  faire,  fat,  and  costlewe; 
and  also  in  many  a  vicious  knave,  mayntened  bycause 
of  hem;  and  in  to  curious  harnoys,  as  in  sadelis,  and 
bridlis,  croupours,  and  peytrelle,  covered  with  pre- 
cious clothing,  and  riche  barres  and  plates  of  gold  and 
of  silver.  For  whiche  God  saith  by  Zacharie1  the 
prophete,  I  wol  confounde  the  ryders  of  such  horsis. 
These  folk  take  litil  reward  of  the  ryding  of  Goddes 
sone  of  heven,  and  of  his  harneys,  whan  he  rode  upon 
an  asse,  and  hadde  noon  other  harneys  but  the 
clothing  of  his  disciples  newe.  Ne  rede  I  not  that 
ever  he  rode  on  other  beest.  I  speke  this  for  the 
synne  of  superfluite,  and  nought  for  resonable  honeste, 
whan  resoun  it  requirith.  And  fortherover,  certes 
pride  is  gretly  notified  in  holdyng  of  gret  meyne, 
whan  thay  ben  of  litil  profyt  or  of  right  no  profyt, 
and  namely  whan  that  meyne  is  felenous  and  daunge- 
rous  to  the  poeple  by  hardynesse  of  lordschipe,  or  by 
way  of  offices;  for  certes,  suche  lordes  selle  thanne 
here  lordschipe  to  the  devel  of  helle,  whan  thay  sus- 
teyne  the  wickidnes  of  here  meyne.  Or  elles,  whan 
these  folk  of  low  degre,  as  is  thilke  that  holden 
hostilries,  and  susteyne  the  thefte  of  her  hostilers,  and 
that  is  in  many  maneres  of  disceytes;  thilke  maner  of 
folk  ben  the  flyes  that  folwen  the  hony,  or  elles  the 
houndes  that  folwen  the  carayn.  •  Suche  forsayde  folk 
strangelen  spirituelly  here  lordschipes;  for  whiche 
thus  saith  David*  the  prophete,  Wikked  deth  moot 
come  upon  such  lordschipes,  and  God  geve  that  thay 
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moot  deseende  into  helle  adoun;  for  in  here  houses 
ben  iniquities  and  schrewednesses,  and  not  God  of 
beven.  And  certes,  but  thay  do  amendment,  right  sot 
as  Jacob  gaf  his  benisoun  to  Laban1  by  the  service  o£ 
God,  and  to  Pharao8  by  the  service  of  Joseph,  right  so 
God  wil  geve  his  malisoun  to  such  lordschipes  as  sus- 
teynen  the  wikkednes  of  her  servauntes,  but  thay. 
come  to  amendement. 

Pride  of  the  table  apperith  ful  ofte;  for  certes 
riche  men  ben  cleped  to  feste,  and  pore  folk  ben  put 
away  and  rebuked;  also  in  excesse  of  divers  metis 
and  drinkis,  and  namely  of  suche  maner  of  bake  metis 
and  dische  metis  brennyng  of  wilde  fuyr,  and  peynted 
and  castelid  with  papire,  and  semblable  wast,  so  that 
it  is  abusioun  for  to  thinke.  And  eek  in  gret  pre- 
ciousnes  of  vessel,  and  in  curiousnesse  of  vessel,  and  of 
mynstralcye,  by  the  whiche  a  man  is  stired  the  more 
to  delitis  of  luxurie,  if  so  be  that  thay  sette  her  herte 
the  lasse  upon  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist,  certeyn  it  is 
a  synne ;  and  certeinly  the  delites  mighte  be  so  grete 
in  this  caas,  that  men  mighte  lightly  falle  by  hem  into 
dedly  synna  The  espices  that  sourdren  of  pride, 
sothely  whan  thay  sourdren  of  malice  y-magined  and 
avised,  aforn  cast,  or  elles  of  usage,  ben  dedly  synnes, 
it  is  no  doute.  And  whan  thay  sourden  by  frelte 
unavysed  sodeinly,  and  sodeinly  withdrawe  agayn,  al 
be  thay  grevous  synnes,  I  gesse  thay  ben  not  dedly. 
Now  mighte  men  axe,  whereof  pride  sourdeth  and 
springeth.  I  say  som  tyme  it  springith  of  the  goodes 
of  nature,  and  som  tyme  of  the  goodes  of  fortune,  and 
som  tyme  of  the  goodes  of  grace.  Certes  the  goodes 
of  nature  stonden  outher  in  goodes  of  body,  or  goodes 
of  soule.  Certis,  the*  goodes  of  the  body  ben  hele  of 
body,  strengthe,  delivernesse,*  beaute,  gentrie,  fraun- 


1  Gen.  xxx.  *7.  2  Gen.  xxxix.  5.  , 

3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  deliverance;  but  Tyrwhitt's  reading  has' been 
adopted  as  being  evidently  what  the  context  requires,  delivernesse  mean- 
ing activity.. ,         . 
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chise;  the  goodes  of  nature  of  the  soule  ben  good  wit, 
scharp  understondyng,  subtil  engyn,  vertu  naturel, 
good  memorie;  goodes  of  fortune  been  richesses,  highe 
degrees  of  lordschipes,  and  preisyng  of  the  poeple; 
goodes  of  grace  been  science,  power  to  suftre  spirituel 
travaile,  benignite,  vertuous  contemplacioun,  with- 
stondyng  of  temptacioun,  and  sembiable  thinges;  of 
whiche  forsayde  goodes,  certes  it  is  a  ful  gret  foly,  a 
man  to  pryden  him  in  any  of  hem  alle.  Now  as  for 
to  speke  of  goodes  of  nature,  God  wot  that  som  tyme 
we  have  hem  in  nature  as  moche  to  oure  damage  as  to 
oure  profit.  As  for  to  speke  of  hele  of  body,  certes  it 
passith  ful  lightly,  and  eek  it  is  ful  ofte  enchesoun  of 
the  siknesse  of  the  soule.  For  God  wot,  the  fleissch 
is  a  gret  enemy  to  the  soule ;  and  therfore  the  more 
that  oure  body  is  hool,  the  more  be  we  in  peril  to 
falle.  Eke  for  to  pride  him  in  his  strengthe  of  body, 
it  is  a  foly;  for  certes  the  fleisch  covey tith  again  the 
spirit ;  and  ay  the  more  strong  that  the  fleisch  is, 
the  sorier  may  the  soule  be;  and  over  al,  this 
strengthe  of  body  and  worldly  hardynea  causeth  ful 
ofte  many  man  peril  and  meschaunce.  Eek  for  to 
pride  him  of  his  gentrie  is  ful  gret  folye;  for  often 
tyme  the  gentrie  of  the  body  bynymeth  the  gentery  of 
the  soule;  and  we  ben  alle  of  oon  fader  and  of  oon 
moder;  and  alle  we  ben  of  oon  nature  roten  and 
corrupt,  bothe  riche  and  pore.  For  sothe  oon  maner 
gentry  is  for  to  prayse,  that  apparailleth  mannes 
corrage  with  vertues  and  moralitees,  and  makith  him 
Oristes  child;  for  trustith  wel,  over  what  man  that 
synne  hath  maistry,  he  is  a  verray  cherl  to  synne. 

Now  ben  ther  general  signes  of  gentilesse;  as 
flchewyng  of  vice  and  rybaudrie,  and  servage  of 
synne,  in  word,  in  werk  and  contenaunce,  and  usinge 
vertu,  curtesie,  and  clennes,  and  to  be  liberal,  that  is 
to  sayn,  large  by  mesure;  for  thilke  that  passith 
mesure  is  foly  and  synne.  And  another  is  to  remem- 
bre  him  of  bounte  that  he  of  other  folk  hath  resceyved. 
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Another  is  to  be  benigne  to  his  goode  subjectis; 
wherfore,  as  saith  Senek,  ther  is  nothing  more  cove- 
nable  to  a  man  of  heigh  estate,  than  debonairte  and 
pite;  and  therfore  thise  flies  that  men  clepen  bees, 
whan  thay  make  here  king,  thay  chesen  oon  that  hath 
no  pricke  wherwith  he  may  stynge.  Another  is,  a 
man  to  have  a  noble  herte  and  a  diligent,  to  atteigne 
to  hihe  vertuous  thinges.  Certis,  also  who  that 
prideth  him  in  the  goodes  of  grace,  is  eek  an  out- 
rageous fool;  for  thilke  giftes  of  grace  that  schulde 
have  i-torned  him  to  goodnes  and  medicyne,  torneth 
him  to  venym  and  to  confusioun,  as  saith  seint  Gregory. 
Certis  also,  who  that  pridith  him  in  the  goodes  of 
fortune,  he  is  a  ful  gret  fool ;  for  som  tyme  is  a  man 
a  gret  lord  by  the  morwe,  that  is  a  caytif  and  a 
wrecche  er  it  be  night?  and  some  tyme  the  riches  of  a 
man  is  cause  of  his  deth :  and  som  tyme  the  delice  of 
a  man  is  cause  of  his  grevous  maledye,  thurgh  which 
he  deieth.  Certis,  the  commendacioun  of  the  poeple 
is  som  tyme  ful  fids  and  ful  brutil  for  to  truste;  tins 
day  thay  prayse,  to  morwe  thay  blame.  God  woot, 
desir  to  have  commendacioun  of  the  poeple  hath 
causid  deth  of  many  a  busy  man. 

REMEDIUM   CONTRA   SUPERBIAM. 

Now  sith  so  is,  that  ye  han  herd  and  understonde 
what  is  pride,  and  whiche  ben  the  spices  of  it,  and 
whens  pride  sourdeth  and  springeth;  now  schul  ye 
understonde  which  is  the  remedy  agayns  pride ;  and 
that  is  humilite  or  meekenes,  that  is  a  vertu  thurgh 
which  a  man  hath  verray  knowleche  of  himself,  and 
holdith  of  himself  no  pride,  ne  pris,  ne  deynte,  as  in 
regard  of  his  desertes,  considering  evermore  his  frelte. 
Now  ben  ther  thre  maners  of  humilite;  as  humilite 
in  hert,  another  is  humilite  in  his  mouth,  the  thridde 
in  workes.  The  humilite  in  his  herte  is  in  foure 
maners;  that  oon  is,  whan  a  man  holdith  himself  not 
worth  biforn  God  in  heven;  another  is,  whan  Le 
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despiseth  no  man;  the  thrid  is,  whan  he  ne  rekkith 
nought  though  a  man  holde  him  nought  worth;  the 
ferthe  is,  whan  he  holdeth  him  nought  sory  of  his  humi- 
liacioun.  Also  the  humilite  of  mouth  is  in  foure 
thinges;  in  attempre  speche;  in  humbles  of  speche; 
and  whan  he  byknowith  with  his  owne  mouth,  that  he 
is  such  as  him  thenkith  that  he  is  in  herte;  another 
is,  whan  he  praisith  the  bounte  of  another  man  and 
nothing  thereof  amenusith.  Humilite  eek  in  werk  is 
in  foure  maneres.  The  first  is,  whan  he  puttith  other 
men  tofore  him ;  the  secounde  is,  to  chese  the  lowest 
place  over  al;  the  thrid  is,  gladly  to  assente  to  good 
counseil;  the  ferthe  is,  gladly  to  stonde  to  thaward 
of  his  sovereyns,  or  of  him  that  is  in  heigher  degre; 
eerteyn  this  is  a  gret  werk  of  humilite. 

DE  1NVIDIA. 

After  pride  now  wol  I  speke  of  the  foule  synne  of 
envye,  which  that  is,  as  by  the  word  of  the  philoso- 
phre,  sorwe  of  other  mennes  prosperite;  and  after  the 
word  of  seint  Austyn,  is  it  sorwe  of  other  mennes 
wele,  and  joye  of  other  mennes  harm.  This  foule 
synne  is  platly  agayns  the  Holy  Gost.  Al  be  it  so, 
that  every  synne  is  agayn  the  Holy  Gost,  yit.  natheles, 
for  as  moche  as  bounte  aperteyneth  proprely  to  the 
Holy  Gost,  and  envye  proprely  is  malice,  therfore  is 
it  proprely  agayns  the  bounte  of  the  Holy  Gost. 
Now  hath  malice  tuo  spices,  that  is  to  sayn,  hardnes 
of  hert  in  wickednes,  or  ellis  the  fleisch  of  man  is  so 
blynd,  that  he  considereth  not  that  he  is  in  synne,  or 
rekketh  not  that  he  is  in  synne;  which  is  the  hardnes 
of  the  devyl.  That  other  spice  of  envye  is,  whan  a 
man  warieth  trouthe,  and  wot  that  it  is  trouthe,  and 
eek  whan  he  warieth  the  grace  that  God  hath  geve  to 
his  neighebor ;  and  al  this  is  by  envye.  Certes  than 
is  envye  the  worste  synne  that  is;  for  sothely  alle 
other  synnes  ben  somtyme  oonly  agains  oon  special 
vertu;  but  certes  envye  is  agayns  alle  vertues  and 
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agayns  al  goodnes;  for  it  is  sory  of  alle  the  bountee* 
of  his  neighbor;  and  in  this  maner  it  is  divers  from 
all  the  synnes;  for  wel  unnethe  is  ther  any  synne 
that  it  ne  hath  som  delit  in  itself;  sauf  oonly  envye, 
that  ever  hath  in  itself  anguisch  and  sorwe.  The 
spices  of  eDvye  ben  these.  Ther  is  firste  *orwe  of 
other  mennes  goodnes  and  of  her  prosperite;  and 
prosperite  is  kyndely  matier  of  joye;  thanne  is  envye 
a  synne  agayns  kynde.  The  secounde  spice  of  envye 
is  joye  of  other  mennes  harm;  and  that  is  proprely 
lik  to  the  devyl,  that  ever  rejoyeth  him  of  mennes 
harm.  Of  these  tuo  spices  cometh  bakbityng;  and 
this  synne  of  bakbytyng  or  detraccioun  hath  certein 
spices,  as  thus :  som  man  praisith  his  neighbor  by  a 
wickid  entent,  for  he  makith  alway  a  wickid  knotte 
atte  last  ende;  alway  he  makith  a  but  at  the  last 
ende,  that  is  thing  of  more  blame,  than  worth  is  al 
the  praysing.  The  secounde  spice  is,  that  if  a  man 
be  good,  and  doth  or  saith  a  thing  to  good  entent,  the 
bakbiter  wol  torne  al  thilke  goodnes  up-so-doun  to  hir 
schrewed  entent.  The  thridde  is  to  amenuse  the 
bounte  of  his  neighebor.  The  ferthe  spiece  of  bak- 
bytyng is  this,  that  if  men  speke  goodnes  of  a  man, 
than  wil  the  bakbiter  seyn,  '  Parfay,  yit  such  a  man 
is  bet  than  he;'  in  dispraysynge  of  him  that  men 
praise.  The  fiffce  spice  is  this,  for  to  consente  gladly 
and  herken  gladly  to  the  harm  that  men  speke  of 
other  folk.  This  synne  is  ful  gret,  and  ay  encresith 
after  thentent  of  the  bakbiter.  After  bakbytyng 
cometh  grucching  or  murmuracioun,  and  som  tyme  it 
springith  of  impacience1  agayns  God,  and  somtyme 
agains  man.  Agayns  God  is  it  whan  a  man  grucchith 
agayn  the  pyne  of  helle,  or  agayns  poverte,  or  of  losse 
of  catel,  or  agayns  reyn  or  tempest,  or  elles  grucchith 
that  schrewes  han  prosperite,  or  ellis  that  goode  men 
han  adversite;   and  alle  these  thinges  schulde  men 
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suffre  paciently,  for  thay  come  by  rightful  juggement 
and  ordinaunce  of  God.  Som  tyme  cometh  grucching 
of  avarice,  as  Judas  grucched  agens  the  Maudeleyn, 
whan  sche  anoynted  the  hed  of  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist 
with  hir  precious  oynement. l  This  maner  murmur  is 
swich  as  whan  man  grucchith  of  goodnes  that  himself 
doth,  or  that  other  folk  doon  of  here  owne  catel.  Som 
tyme  cometh  murmur  of  pride,  as  whan  Symon  the 
Pharise  grucchid  agayn  the  Maudeleyn,  whan  sche 
approchid  to  Jhesu  Crist  and  wepte  at  his  feet  for 
hir  synnes;*  and  somtyme  it  sourdith  of  envye,  whan 
men  discoveren  a  mannes  harm  that  was  prive,  or 
bereth  him  on  hond  thing  that  is  fals.  Murmuryng 
eek  is  ofte  among  servauntz,  that  grucchen  whan  here 
soverayns  bidden  hem  to  doon  leeful  thinges ;  and  for 
as  moche  as  thay  dar  nought  openly  withstonde  the 
comaundementz  of  here  soverayns,  yit  wol  thay  sayn 
harm  and  grucche  and  murmure  prively  for  verray 
despit;  whiche  wordes  men  clepe  the  develes  Pater 
noster,  though  so  be  that  the  devel  hadde  never  Pater 
noster,  but  that  lewed  men  calle  it  so.  Som  tyme  it 
cometh  of  ire  of  prive  hate,  that  norischeth  rancour  in 
herte,  as  after-ward  I  schal  declare.  Thanne  cometh 
eek  bitternes  of  herte,  thorugh  which  bitternesse 
every  good  deede  of  his  neighebore  semeth  to  him 
bitter  and  unsavery.  But  thanne  cometh  discord 
that  unbyndeth  alle  maner  of  frendschipe.  Thanne 
cometh  scornynge  of  his  neighebor,  al  do  he  never  so 
wel.  Thanne  cometh  accusyng,  as  whan  man  seketh 
occasioun  to  annoyen  his  neighebore,  which  that  is  lik 
the  craft  of  the  devel,  that  waytith  both  night  and 
day  to  accuse  us  alle.  Thanne  cometh  malignite, 
thurgh  which  a  man  annoyeth  his  neighebor  privaly  if 
he  may,  and  if  he  may  not,  algate  his  wikkid  wille 
schal  nought  wante,  as  for  to  brenne  his  hous  prively, 


*  John  xii.  4.  Luke  Til.  39. 
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or  empoysone  him,  or  sleen  hip.  bestis  prively,  and 
semblable  thinges. 

REMEDIUM  CONTRA  INVIDIAM. 

Now  wol  I  speke  of  the  remedies  agayns  thise  foule 
things  and  this  foule  synne  of  envye.  First  is  the 
love  of  God  principal,  and  lovynge  of  his  neighebor  as 
himself;  sothely  that  oon  ne  may  nought  ben  withoute 
that  other.  And  truste  wel,  that  in  the  name  of  thy 
neighebour  thou  schalt  understonde  the  name  of  thy 
brother;  for  certes  alle  we  have  oon  fader  fleisschly, 
and  oon  mooder,  that  is  to  sain,  Adam  and  Eva;  and 
eek  oon  fader  spirituel,  and  that  is  God  of  heven. 
f  hy  neighebor  artow  holden  for  to  love,  and  wilne 
nim  al  godenesse,  and  therfore  saith  God,  Love  thy 
neighebor  as  thyself;  that  is  to  sayn,  bothe  to  sava- 
cioun  of  lif  and  of  soule.  And  moreover  thou  schalt 
love  him  in  word,  and  in  benigne  amonestyyng  and 
chastising,  and  comforte  him  in  his  annoyes,  and 
pray  for  him  with  al  thin  herte.  And  in  dede  thou 
schalt  love  him  in  such  wise  that  thou  schalt  do  to 
him  in  charite,  as  thou  woldist  it  were  doon  to  thin 
oughne  persone ;  and  therefore  thou  schalt  doon  him 
noon  harme  in  wikkid  word,  ne  damage  him  in  his 
body,  ne  in  his  catel,  ne  in  his  soule,  by  wikkid  en- 
tising  of  ensample.  Thou  schalt  nought  desiren  his 
wif,  ne  noone  of  his  thinges.  Understonde  eek  that 
in  the  name  of  neighebor  is  comprehendid  his  enemy; 
certes  man  schal  love  his  enemy  by  the  comaunde- 
ment  of  God,  and  sothly  thy  frend  schalt  thou  love  in 
God.  I  sayde  thin  enemy  schaltow  love  for  Goddes 
sake,  by  his  comaundement ;  for  if  it  were  resoun  that 
man  schulde  hate  his  enemy,  for  sothe  God  nolde 
nought  receyve  us  to  his  love  that  ben  his  enemyes. 
Agains  thre  maner  of  wronges  that  his  enemy  doth  to 
him,  he  schal  do  thre  things,  as  thus:  agayns  hate 
and  rancour  of  herte,  he  schal  love  him  in  herte; 
agayns  chydyng  and  wicked  wordes,  he  schal  pray  for 
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his  enemy e;  agains  wikked  dede  of  his  enemy,  lie  schal 
doon  him  bounte.  For  Crist  saith,1  loveth  youre 
enemyes,  and  prayeth  tor  hem  that  speke  you  harme, 
and  for  hem  that  yow  chaoen  and  purse  wen;  and 
doth  bounte  to  hem  that  yow  haten.  Lo,  thu3 
comaundeth  us  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist  to  do  to  oure 
enemyes;  for  sothely  nature  driveth  us  to  love  oure 
frendes,  and  parfay  oure  enemyes  han  more  neede  to 
love  than  oure  frendes.  For  sothely  to  hem  that 
more  neede  have,  certis  to  hem  schul  men  do  goodnes. 
And  certis  in  thilke  dede  have  we  remembraunce  of 
the  love  of  Jhesu  Crist  that  dyed  for  his  enemys.* 
And  in  als  moche  as  thilke  love  is  more  grevous  to 
parforme,  so  moche  is  the  more  gret  remedye  and 
meryt,  and  therfore  the  lovyng  of  oure  enemy  hath 
confoundid  the  venym  of  the  devel ;  for  right  as  the 
devel  is  confoundid  by  humilite,  right  so  is  he  woundid 
to  the  deth  by  love  of  oure  enemy.  Certes  thanne  is 
love  the  medicine  that  castith  out  the  venym  of 
envye  fro  mannes  hert.  The  spices  of  this  part 
schuln  be  more  largely  declared  in  here  chapitres 
folwynge. 

DE  IRA. 

After  envye  wol  I  descryven  the  synne  of  ire ;  for 
sothely  who  so  hath  envye  upon  his  neighebor,  anoon 
he  wol  comunly  fynde  him  a  matiere  of  wrathe  in 
word  or  in  dede  agayns  him  to  whom  he  hath  envie. 
And  as  wel  cometh  ire  of  pride  as  of  envye,  for  sothly 
he  that  is  proud  or  envyous  is  lightly  wroth.  This 
synne  of  ire,  after  the  descryvyng  of  seint  Austeyn,  is 
wikked  wille  to  ben  avengid  by  word  or  by  dede. 
Ire,  after  the  philosofer,  is  the  fervent  blood  of  man 
i-quiked  in  his  hert,  thurgh  which  he  wolde  harm  to 
him  that  him  hatith ;  for  certes  the  hert  of  man  by 
eschawfyng  and  moevyng  of  his  blood  waxith  so 

»  Matt.  v.  44.  *  Bom.  v.  10. 
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trouble,  that  he  is  out  of  alle  juggements  of  resoun. 
But  ye  schal  understonde  that  ire  is  in  tuo  maneres, 
that  oon  of  hem  is  good,  that  other  is  wikked.  The 
good  ire  is  by  jalousy  of  goodnesse,  thurgh  which  a 
man  is  wroth  with  wikkidnes  and  agayn  wikkednesse. 
And  therefore  saith  a  wise  man,  that  ire  is  bet  than 
play.  This  ire  is  with  deboneirte,  and  it  is  wroth 
without  bitternes;  not  wroth  with  the  man,  but 
wroth  with  the  mysdedes  of  the  man;  as  saith  the 
prophet  David,1  Irascimim,  et  nolite  peccare,  etc.  Now 
understonde  that  wikked  ire  is  in  tuo  maners,  that  is 
to  sayn,  sodeyn  ire  or  hastif  ire  withoute  avysement 
and  consenting  of  resoun ;  the  menynge  and  sentence 
of  this  is,  that  the  resoun  of  a  man  ne  consentith  not 
to  thilke  sodein  ire,  and  thanne  is  it  venial.  Another 
ire  is  ful  wicked,  that  cometh  of  felony  of  herte,  avysed 
and  cast  biforn,  with  wickid  wille  to  do  vengeaunce, 
and  therto  his  resoun  consentith;  and  sothely  this  is 
deedly  synne.  This  ire  is  so  displesaunt  to  God,  that 
it  troublith  his  hous,  and  chaceth  the  holy  Gost  out  of 
marines  soule,*  and  wastith  and  destroyeth  that  liknes 
of  God,  that  is  to  say,  the  vertu  that  is  in  mannes 
soule,  and  put  in  him  the  likenes  of  the  devel,  and 
bynymeth  the  man  fro  God  that  is  his  rightful  lord. 
This  ire  is  a  ful  greet  plesaunce  to  the  devel,  for  it  is 
the  develes  foraays  that  is  eschaund  with  the  fuyr  of 
helle.  For  certes  right  so  as  fuyr  is  more  mighty  to 
destroye  erthely  thinges,  than  eny  other  element, 
right  so  ire  is  mighty  to  destroye  alle  spirituel 
thinges.  Loke  how  that  fuyr  of  smale  gledis,  that 
ben  almost  dede  under  asshen,  wolden  quiken  agayn 
whan  thay  ben  touched  with  brimstone,  right  so  ire 
wol  evermore  quyken  agayn  whan  it  is  touched  by 
pride  that  is  covered  in  mannes  herte.  For  certes 
fuyr  may  nought  come  out  of  no  thing,  but  if  it  were 
first  in  the  same  thinge  naturelly;  as  fuyr  is  drawe 
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out  of  flintes  with  steel.  Right  so  as  pride  is  often 
tyme  mater  of  ire,  right  so  is  rancour  norice  and 
keper  of  ire.  Ther  is  a  maner  tree,  as  saith  seint 
Isidor,  that  whan  men  maken  fuyr  of  thilke  tree,  and 
cover  the  colis  with  asshen,  sothly  the  fuyr  of  it  wol 
lasten  al  a  yer  or  more;  and  right  so  fareth  it  of 
rancour,  whan  it  oones  is  conceyved  in  the  hertis  of 
som  men,  certein  it  wol  lasten  from  oon  Estren  day 
until  another  Ester  day,1  and  more.  But  certis 
thilke  man  is  ful  fer  from  the  mercy  of  God  al  thilke 
while. 

In  this  forsaide  develes  fornays  ther  forgen  thre 
schrewes;  pride,  that  ay  blowith  and  encresith  the 
fuyr  by  chidyng  and  wickid  wordis;  thanne  stont 
envye,  and  holdeth  the  hoote  iren  upon  the  hert  of 
man,  with  a  paire  of  longe  tonges  of  rancour;  and 
thanne  stont  the  sinne  of  contumelie  or  strif  and 
cheste,  and  baterith  and  forgeth  by  vileyns  reprevynges. 
Certes  this  cursed  synne  annoyeth  bothe  to  the  man 
himsilf,  and  eek  to  his  neighebor.  For  sothely  almost 
al  the  harm  that  eny  man  doth  to  his  neighebour 
oometh  thurgh  wraththe.  For  certes,  outrageous 
wraththe  doth  al  that  ever  the  devyl  him  comaundeth ; 
for  he  ne  spareth  neyther  for  our  Lord  Jhesu  Crist,  ne 
his  moodir;  and  in  his  outrageous  anger  and  ire, 
alias!  ful  many  oon  at  that  tyme  felith  in  his  herte 
ful  wikkedly,  bothe  of  Crist,  and  eek  of  alle  his  halwes. 
Is  nat  this  a  cursed  vice?  Yis,  certis.  It  bynymeth 
fro  man  his  witte  and  his  resoun,  and  al  his  deboneire 
lyf  spirituel,  that  scholde  kepen  his  soule.  Certes  it 
bynymeth  eek  Goddis  dewe  lordschipe  (and  that  is 
mannes  soule)  and  the  love  of  his  neighebor;  it 
stryveth  eek  alday  tfgayns  trouthe ;  it  reveth  him  eek 
the  quiete  of  his  hert,  and  subvertith  his  herte  and  his 
soule. 

*  Perhaps  an  allusion  to  the  custom  of  lighting  a  lamp  before  the 
altar  with  fire  struck  from  a  flint  on  Easter  Even,  and  keeping  it  burn- 
ing till  the  next  Good  Friday. 
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Of  ire  cometh  these  stynkynge  engendrures;  first, 
hate,  that  is  old  wraththe;  discord,  thurgh  which  a 
man  forsakith  his  olde  frend  that  he  hath  loved  fid 
longe;  and  thanne  cometh  werre,  and  every  maner  of 
wronge  that  man  doth  to  Ls  neighebor  in  body  or  in 
catel.  Of  this  cursed  synne  of  ire  cometh  eek  man- 
slaughter. And  understonde  wel  that  homicidie  (that 
is,  manslaughter)  is  in  divers  wise.  Som  maner  of 
homicidie  is  spirituel,  and  som  is  bodily.  Spirituel 
manslaughter  is  in  sixe  thinges.  First,  by  hate,  as 
saith  seint  Johan,1  He  that  hatith  his  brother  is  an 
homicide.  Homicide  is  eek  by  bakbytyng,  of  whiche 
bakbiters  saith  Salomon,  that  thay  have  twaye  swerdes 
with  whiche  thay  slen  here  neighebors;  for  sothely  as 
wikke  is  to  bynyme  his  good  name  as  his  lif.  Homicidy 
is  eek  in  gevyng  of  wikkid  counseil  by  fraude,  as  for 
to  geve  counseil  to  areyse  wicked  and  wrongful  cus- 
tumes  and  tallages;  of  whiche  saith  Salomon,  a  leoun 
roryng  and  here  hungry  ben  like  to  the  cruel  lord- 
schipes,  in  withholdyng  or  abrigging  of  the  schipe  or 
the  hyre  or  the  wages  of  servauntes,  or  ellis  in  usure, 
or  in  withdrawyng  of  almes  of  pore  folk.8  For  whiche 
the  wise  man  saith,  feedith  him  that  almost  dyeth  for 
hunger,  for  sothely  but  if  thou  feede  him  thou  slest 
him.  And  eek  these  ben  dedly  synnes.  Bodily  man- 
slaughter is,  whan  thou  sleest  him  with  thy  tonge  in 
other  manere,  as  whan  thou  comaundist  to  slen  a  man, 
or  elles  givest  counseil  to  slee  a  man.  Manslaughter 
in  dede  is  in  foure  maneres.  That  oon  is  by  la  we, 
right  as  a  justice  dampnith  him  that  is  coupable  to  the 
deth;  but  let  the  justice  be  war  that  he  do  it  right- 
fully, and  that  he  do  it  nought  for  delit  to  spille  blood, 
but  for  keping  of  rightwisnes.  Another  homicidy  is 
doon  for  necessite,  as  whan  a  man  sleth  another  him 
defendaunt,  and  that  he  ne  may  noon  other  wise 
eschape  fro  his  owen  deth ;  but  certeynly,  if  he  may 


1  i  John  iii.  iB.  2  Prov.  iii.  *7,  a8. 
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escape  withoute  slaughter  of  his  adversarie,  and  sleth 
him,  he  doth  synne,  and  he  schal  here  penaunce  as  for 
dedly  synne.  Eek  if  a  man  by  caas  or  adventure 
schete  an  arwe  or  cast  a  stoon  with  which  he  sleth  a 
man,  he  is  an  homicide  eke.  if  a  womman  by  ne- 
gligence overlye  hir  child  in  hir  sleping,  it  is  homi- 
cide and  deedly  synne.1  Eke  whan  man  distonrbith 
concepcioun  of  a  child,  and  makith  a  womman  outher 
bareyn  by  drinke  of  venenous  herbis,  thurgh  whiche 
she  may  nought  conceyve,  or  sleth  hir  child  by  drynkes, 
or  elles  putteth  certeyn  material  thinges  in  hir  secre 
place  to  slee  the  child,  or  elles  doth  unkyndely  synne, 
by  which  man,  or  womman,  schedith  here  nature  in 
manne  or  in  place  ther  as  the  child  may  nought  be 
conceyved;  or  ellis  if  a  womman  have  conceyved,  and 
hurt  hirselfj  and  sleth  the  child,  yit  is  it  homycidie. 
What  say  we  eek  of  wommen  that  mordren  here  chil- 
dren for  drede  of  worldly  schame?  Certes,  it  is  an 
horrible  homicidy.  Eek  if  a  man  approche  to  a  wom- 
man by  desir  of  lecchery,  thurgh  the  which  the  child  is 
perischt;  or  elles  smitith  a  womman  wytyngly,  thurgh 
which  sche  sleeth  hir  child;  alle  these  ben  homicides, 
and  horrible  dedly  synnes.  Yit  cometh  ther  of  ire 
many  mo  synnes,  as  wel  in  word,  as  in  werk  and 
thought ;  as  he  that  arettith  upon  God,  and  blamith 
God  of  thing  of  which  he  is  himself  gulty,  or  despisith 
God  and  alle  his  halwes,  as  doon  these  cursed  hasar- 
dours  in  divers  cuntrees.  This  cursed  synne  don  thay, 
whan  thay  felen  in  here  herte  ful  wiokidly  of  God  and 
his  halwes.  Also  whan  thay  treten  unreverently  the 
sacrament  of  the  auter,8  thilke  synne  is  so  gret,  that 
unnethe  may  it  be  relessed,  but  that  the  mercy  of  God 
passith  alle  his  werkes,  and  is  so  gret  and  so  benigne. 
Thanne  cometh  of  ire  attry  anger,  whan  a  man  is 
scharply  amonested  in  his  schrifte  to  forlete  synne 


'  Because  done  through  negligence.— See  ante,  p.  257,  note  2. 
»  The  Holy  Eucharist. 
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wol  he  be  angry,  and  answere  hokerly  and  angrily,  to 
defenden  or  excusen  his  synne  by  unstedefastnesse  of 
his  fleisch;  or  elles  he  dede  it  to  holde  companye  with 
his  felawes;  or  ellis  he  saith  the  fend  entised  him;  or 
elles  he  dide  it  for  his  youthe ;  or  ellis  his  complexioun 
is  so  corrageons  that  he  may  not  forbere ;  or  ellis  it  is 
desteny,  as  he  saith,  unto  a  certeyn  age ;  or  elles  he 
saith  it  cometh  him  of  gentilesce  of  his  auncetrie,  and 
semblable  thinges.  Alle  these  maner  of  folk  so  wrappen 
hem  in  here  synnes,  that  thay  wol  nought  deliver 
hemself  For  sothely,  no  wight  that  excuseth  him 
wilfully  of  his  synne,  may  nought  be  delivered  of  his 
synne,  til  that  he  mekely  biknoweth  his  synne.  After 
this  thanne  cometh  sweryng,  that  is  expres  agayns  the 
comaundementz  of  God;  and  this  bifallith  often  of 
angir  and  of  ire.  God  saith,  thou  schalt  not  take  the 
name  of  thy  Lord  God  in  vayn  or  in  ydil.1  Also, 
oure  Lord  Jhesu  Grist  saith  by  the  word  of  seint 
Mathew,*  ne  schal  ye  not  swere  in  alle  manere,  neither 
by  heven,  for  it  is  Goddes  trone,  ne  by  the  eorthe,  for 
it  is  the  benche  of  his  feet,  ne  by  Jerusalem,  for  it 
is  the  cite  of  a  gret  king,  ne  by  thin  heed,  for  thou 
may  nought  make  an  her  whit  ne  blak;  but  sayeth,by 
youre  word,  ye,  ye,  and  nay,  nay;  and  what  it  is  more, 
it  is  of  evel.  Thus  saith  Jhesu  Crist.  For  Cristea 
sake,  swereth  not  so  synfully,  in  dismembring  of  Crist, 
by  soule,  herte,  boones,  and  body;  for  certes  it  semeth, 
that  ye  thenke  that  cursed  Jewes  ne  dismembrit  nought 
y-nough  the  precious  persone  of  Crist,  but  ye  dia- 
membre  him  more.  And  if  so  be  that  the  lawe 
compelle  yow  to  swere,  thanne  reule  yow  after  the 
lawe  of  God  in  youre  swering,  as  saiith  Jeremie,* 
c°.  iiij°.  Thou  schalt  kepe  thre  condiciouns,  thou 
schalt  swere  in  trouthe,  in  doom,  and  in  rightwisnes. 
This  is  to  sayn,  thou  schalt  swere  soth;  for  every 
lesyng  is  agayns  Crist;  for  Crist  is  verray  trouthe. 


Kxod.  xx.  7.  s  Matt  v.  34-  *  Jeremiah  iy.  a. 
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And  think  wel  this,  that  every  gret  swerer,  not  com- 
pellid  lawfully  to  swere,  the  wounde  schal  not  depart 
fro  his  hous,  whil  he  useth  such  unleful  sweringe. 
Thou  schalt  eek  swere  in  doom,  whan  thou  art  con- 
streigned  by  thy  domesman  to  witnesse  the  trouthe. 
Eek  thou  schalt  not  swere  for  envye,  ne  for  favour,  ne 
for  meede,  but  oonly  for  rightwisnesse,  and  for  declar- 
ing of  it  to  the  worschip  of  God,  and  helping  of  thin 
even1  cristen.  And  therfore  every  man  that  takith 
Goddes  name  in  ydil,  or  falsly  swerith  with  his 
mouth,  or  elles  takith  on  him  the  name  of  Crist,  and 
callith  himself  a  cristen  man,  and  lyveth  agayn  Cristes 
lyvyng  and  his  teching,  alle  thay  take  Goddes  name  in 
ydeL  Loke  eek  what  saith  seint  Peter,  Act.  c°.  iiij0. 
Non  est  aliud  nomen  sub  ccdo,  etc.;  There  is  noon 
other  name,  saith  seint  Peter,  under  heven  ne  geven 
to  noon  men,  in  which  thay  mowe  be  saved,  that  is  to 
sayn,  but  in  the  name  of  Jhesu  Crist  Tak  heede  eek 
how  precious  is  the  name  of  Crist,  as  saith  seint  Poule, 
ad  Philippenses  ij°.  In  nomine  Jhesu,  etc.  that  in  the 
name  of  Jhesu  every  kne  of  hevenly  creatures,  or 
erthely,  or  of  helle,  schulde  bowe;  for  it  is  so  heigh 
and  so  worschipful,  that  the  cursed  feend  in  helle 
schulde  tremble  to  heeren  it  nempned.  Thanne 
semeth  it,  that  men  that  sweren  so  horribly  by  his 
blessed  name,  that  thay  despise  it  more  boldely3  than 
dede  the  cursed  J  ewes,  or  elles  the  devel,  that  tremblith 
whan  he  heerith  his  name. 

Now  certis,  sith  that  swering  (but  if  it  be  lawfully 
doon)  is  so  heihly  defendid,  moche  wors  is  forswering 
falsely,  and  yit  needeles. 

What  say  we  eek  of  hem  that  deliten  hem  in  swer- 
ing, and  holden  it  a  gentery  or  manly  dede  to  swere 
grete  othis?  And  what  of  hem  that  of  verray  usage 
ne  eessen  nought  to  swere  grete  othis,  al  be  the  cause 
not  worth  a  strawel     Certes  this  is  horrible  synne. 


That  is,  Thy  fellow  Christian.  *  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  bodyly. 
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Sweryng  sodeynly  without  avysement  is  eek  a  gret 
synne.  But  let  us  now  go  fco  thilke  horrible  sweryng 
of  adjuracioun  and  conjuraciouns,  as  doon  these  false 
enchauntours  or  nigromanciens  in  bacines  ful  of 
water,  or  in  a  bright  swerd,  in  a  cercle,1  or  in  a 
fuyr,  or  in  the  schulder  bon  of  a  scheep;*  I  can  not 
sayn,  but  that  thay  doon  cursedly  and  dampnably 
agains  Christ,  and  the  faith  of  holy  ohirche. 

What  say  we  of  hem  that  bilieven  on  divinailes,  as 
by  flight  or  by  nois  of  briddes  or  of  bestes,  or  by  sort, 
by  geomancie,  by  dremes,  by  chirkyng  of  dores  or 
crakking  of  howses,  by  gnawyng  of  rattis,  and  such 
maner  wrecchidnesl  Certis,  al  this  thing  is  defended 
by  God  and  holy  ohirche,*  for  whiche  thay  ben  ac- 
cursed, til  thay  come  to  amendement,  that  on  such 
filthe  bisetten  here  bileeve.  Charmes  for  woundes  or 
malady  of  men  or  of  bestes,  if  thay  take  eny  effect,  it 
may  be  peradventure  that  God  suffreth  it,  for  folk 
schulde  geve  the  more  faith  and  reverence  to  his 
name. 

Now  wol  I  speke  of  lesynge,  whiche  generally  is  fals 
trigninaunce  of  word,  in  entent  to  descyven  his  even 
cristen.  Som  lesyng  is,  of  whiche  ther  cometh  noon 
avauntage  to  noon  wight;  and  som  lesyng  torneth  to 
the  ease  or  profit  of  som  man,  and  to  damage  of 
another  man.  Another  lesyng  is,  for  to  save  his  lif 
or  his  oatel.  Another  lesyng  cometh  of  delit  for  to 
lye,  in  which  delit  thay  wol  forge  a  long  tale,  and 
paynte  it  with  alle  circumstaunces,  wher  as  the 
ground  of  the  tale  is  fals.  Som  lesyng  cometh,  for  he 
wolde  susteyne  his  word.  Som  lesyng  cometh  of 
rechelesnes  withoute  avisement,  and  semblable  thinges. 

Let  us  now  touohe  the  vice  of  flaterie,  which  cometh 
not  gladly,  but  for  drede,  or  for  coveitise.     Flaterie 

*•  The  Harl.  MS.  reads,  in  a  chvrche.  *  See  vol.  iL  p.  59,  note  4. 

8  The  casuists  class  all  observance  of  dreams,  witchcraft,  fortune- 
telling,  &c,  under  breaches  of  the  first  and  second  precepts  of  the 
Decalogue. 
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is  generally  wrongful  preysing.  Flaterers  ben  the 
develes  norices,  that  norisshen  his  children  with  mylk 
of  losingerie.  For  sothe  Salomon  saith,  that  flaterie  is 
worse  than  detraccioun;  for  som  tyme  detraccioun 
makith  an  hawteyn  man  be  the  more  humble,  for  he 
dredith  detraccioun,  but  certes  flaterie  makith  a  man 
to  enhaunsen  his  hert  and  his  countenaunce.  Flaterers 
ben  the  develes  enehauntours,  for  thay  make  man 
to  wene  of  himself  that  he  is  like  to  that  he  is  nought 
like.  Thay  ben  like  Judas,  that  bitraied  God;  and 
thise  flaterers  bitrayen  a  man  to  selle  him  to  his 
enemy,  that  is  the  deveL  Flaterers  ben  the  develes 
chapeleyns,  that  singen  ay  Placebo.1  I  rekene  flaterie 
in  the  vices  of  ire ;  for  ofbe  tyme  if  oon  man  be  wroth 
with  another,  thanne  wol  he  flatere  som  man  to 
mayntene  him  in  his  querel. 

Speke  we  now  of  such  cursyng  as  cometh  of  irous 
hert.  Malisoun  generally  may  be  said  every  maner 
power  of  harm;  such  cursyng  bireveth  man  fro  the 
regne  of  God,  as  saith  seint  Poule.a  And  ofte  tyme 
such  cursyng  wrongfully  retourneth  agayn  to  hym  that 
curseth,  as  a  bird  retourneth  agayn  to  his  owne  nest. 
And  over  alle  thinges  men  oughten  eschewe  to  cursen 
here  oughne  children,  and  give  to  the  devel  here 
engendrure,  as  ferforth  as  in  hem  is;  certis  it  is  gret 
peril  and  gret  synne. 

Let  us  thanne  speke  of  chydynge  and  reproche, 
whiche  that  ben  ful  grete  woundes  in  mannes  hert,  for 
they  unsewe  the  semes  of  frendschipe  in  mannes  herte ; 
for  certis,  unnethe  may  a  man  plainly  ben  accordid 
with  him  that  him  openly  revyled,  reproved,  and  dis- 
claundrid;  this  is  a  ful  grisly  synne,  as  Crist  saith  in 
the  GospeL  And  takith  keep  now,  that  he  that 
reproveth  his  neighebor,  outher  he  reproveth  him  by 
som  harm  of  peyne,  that  he  hath  upon  his  body,  as 
mesel,  croked  harlot ;  or  by.  som  synne  that  he  doth. 


*  See  toI.  i.  p.  378,  note  1.  *  1  Cor.  vi.  10. 
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Now  if  he  repreve  him  by  harm  of  peyne,  thanne 
toraith  the  reproef  to  Jhesu  Crist;  for  peyne  is  sent 
by  the  rightwis  sonde  of  God,  and  by  his  suffraunce, 
be  it  meselrie,  or  many  other  maladies;  and  if  he 
repreve  him  uncharitably  of  synne,  as  thou  holour, 
thou  dronkelewe  harlot,  and  so  forth,  thanne  apertey- 
neth  that  to  the  rejoysing  of  the  devel,  that  ever  hath 
joye  that  men  doon  synne.  And  certis,  chidyng  may 
nought  come  but  out  of  a  vileins  herte,  for  after  the 
abundaunce  of  the  herte  speketh  the  mouth  ful  ofte.1 
And  ye  schal  understonde,  that  loke  by  any  way,  whan 
any  man  schal  chastise  another,  that  he  be  war  fro 
chidyng  or  reprevyng;  for  trewely,  but  he  be  war,  he 
may  ful  lightly  qtuken  the  fuyr  of  anger  and  of 
wraththe,  which  that  he  schulde  quenchen;  and  per- 
aventure  sleth,  that  he  mighte  chaste  with  benignite. 
For,  as  sayth  Salomon,2  the  amiable  tonge  is  the  tree 
of  lif ;  that  is  to  sayn,  of  life  espirituel.  And  sothely, 
a  dislave  tonge  sleth  the  spirit  of  him  that  repreveth, 
and  also  of  him  which  is  repreved.  Lo,  what  saith 
seint  Augustyn,  ther  is  no  thing  so  lik  the  fendes 
child,  as  he  that  ofte  chideth.  Seint  Poule*  seith  eek, 
a  servaunt  of  God  bihoveth  nought  to  chide.  And 
though  that  chidyng  be  a  vileins  thing  bitwixe  alle 
maner  folk,  yit  is  it  certes  more  uncovenable  bitwix  a 
man  and  his  wif,  for  ther  is  never  rest.  And  therfore 
saith  Salomon,4  an  hous  that  is  uncovered  in  rayn  and 
droppyng,  and  a  chidyng  wy£  ben  like.  A  man,  that 
is  in  a  dropping  hous  in  many  partes,  though  he  eschewe 
the  dropping  in  oon  place,  it  droppith  on  him  in  an- 
other place;  so  farith  it  by  a  chydinge  wyf,  but  sche 
chide  him  in  oon  place,  sche  wol  chide  him  in  another. 
And  therfore  better  is  a  morsel  of  bred  with  joye, 
than  an  hous  fid  of  delices  with  chyding,  seith  Salo- 
mon/    Seint  Poul6  saith,  o  ye  wommen,be  ye  sugettis 


i  Matt.  xii.  34-  s  Prov.  xv.  4.  •  a  Tim.  ii.  44. 

*  Piqy.  xxvii.  iS.  *  Ptot.  xvii.  1.  •  Coloas.  iii.  18. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


THE  PERSONES   TALE. 


305 


to  youre  housbondes  as  bihovith  in  God;  and  ye  men, 
loveth  youre  wy  ves. 

After- ward  speke  we  of  scornyng,  which  is  a  wikked 
thing,  and  sinful,  and  namely  whan  be  scornitb  a  man 
for  bis  goode  workes ;  for.  certes,  sucbe  scorners  faren 
lik  tbe  foule  toode,  tbat  may  nougbt  endure  tbe  soote 
smel  of  tbe  vine  roote,  whan  it  florischith.  Tbese 
scorners  ben  partyng  felawes  with  the  devel,  for  tbay 
ban  joye  whan  the  devel  wynneth,  .and  sorwe  whan  be 
leseth.  Thay  ben  adversaries  of  Jhesu  Crist,  for  thay 
haten  tbat  be  loveth,  that  is  to  say,  savacioun  of 
soule. 

Speke  we  now  of  wikked  counseil ;  for  he  that 
wickid  counseil  giveth  he  is  a  traytpur,  for  he  decey- 
veth  him  that  trusteth  in  him,  ut  Achibofd  ad  Abaalo- 
nem.1  But  natheles,  yet  is  his  wikkid  counseil  first 
agens  himself.  For,  as  saith  the  wise  man,  every  Ms 
ly  vyng  hath  this  proprete  in  himself,  that  he  that  wil 
annoye  another  man,  he  annoyeth  first  himself  And 
men  schul  understonde,  that  man  schulde  nought  take 
bis  counseil  of  fals  folk,  ne  of  angry  folk,  or  grevous 
folk,  ne  of  folk  that  loven  specially  to  moche  her 
oughue  profyt,  ne  in  to  moche  worldly  folk,  namely,  in 
counselyng  of  mannes  soule. 

Now  cometh  the  synne  of  hem  that  sowen  and 
maken  discord  amonges  folk,  which  is  a  synne  that 
Crist  hateth  outrely;  and  no  wondir  is,  for  God  died 
for  to  make  concord.  And  more  schame  do  thay  to 
Crist,  than  dede  thay  that  him  crucifiede.  For  God 
loveth  bettre,  that  frendschipe  be  amonges  folk,  thanne 
he  dide  his  owne  body,  which  that  he  gaf  for  unite.* 
Therfore  ben  thay  likned  to  the  devel,  that  ever  ben 
aboute  to  make  discord. 

Now  comitb  the  sinne  of  double  tonge,  suche  as 
speken  faire  biforn  folk,  and  wikkedly  bihynde ;  or  elles 
thay  make  semblaunt  as  though  thay  speke  of  good 

1  a  Sam.  xvii.  3  John  xvii.  ai. 
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antencioun,  or  ellis  in  game  and  play,  and  yit  thay 
speke  in  wikked  8ntent. 

Now  cometh  the  wreying  of  counseil,  thurgh  which 
a  man  is  defamed;  certes unnethe  may  he  restore  that 
damage.  Now  cometh  manace,  that  is  an  open  foly ; 
for  he  that  ofte  manaceth,  he  threttith  more  than  he 
may  parfourme  ful  ofte  tyme.  Now  cometh  idel 
wordes,  that  is  withoute  profyt  of  him  that  spekith  the 
wordes,  and  eek  of  him  that  herkeneth  tho  wordes ;  or 
elles  ydel  wordes  ben  tho  that  ben  needeles,  or  with- 
outen  entent  of  naturel  profyt.  And  al  be  it  that 
ydil  wordes  ben  som  tyme  venial  synne,  yit  schulde 
men  doute  hem  for  we  schnln  give  rekenynge  of  hem 
bifore  God.  Now  comith  jangeling,  that  may  nought 
be  withoute  synne ;  and,  as  saith  Salomon1  it  is  a  signe 
of  apert  folie.  And  therfore  a  philosophre  said,  whan 
men  askid  him  how  men  schulde  plese  the  people,  and 
he  answerde,  do  many  goode  werkes,  and  spek  fewe 
jangeles.  After  this  cometh  the  synne  of  japers,  that 
ben  the  develes  apes,  for  thay  maken  folk  to  laughen 
at  here  japes  or  japerie,  as  folk  doon  at  the  gaudes  of 
an  ape;  suche  japes  defendith  seint  Poule.*  Loke  how 
that  vertuous  and  holy  wordes  conforten  hem  that 
travailen  in  the  service  of  Crist,  right  so  conforten  the 
vileins*  wordes  and  knakkis  and  japeries  hem  that 
travayle  in  the  service  of  the  devyl.  These  ben  the 
synnes  that  cometh  of  ire,  and  of  other  synnes  many 
mo. 

EEHEDIUM  CONTRA   IRAM. 

Remedye  agayns  ire,  is  a  vertue  that  men  clepe 
mansuetude,  that  is  deboneirte;  and  eek  another 
vertue  that  men  clepe  pacience  or  sufferaunce.  Debo- 
nairete  withdrawith  and  restreigneth  the  stiringes  and 
the  moevynges  of  mannys  corrage  in  his  herte,  in  such 
manere,  that  thai  ne  skip  not  out  by  anger  ne  by  ire. 
Suflraunce  sunrith  swetely  al  the  annoyaunce  and  the 

»  Eeeles.  v.  3.  *  Ephes.  v.  4.  >  The  Hart.  MS.  read*  violent. 
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wronges  that  men  dooii  to  man  out-ward.  Seint 
Jerom  saith  thus  of  debonairte,  that  it  doon  non  harm 
to  no  wight,  ne  saith;  ne  for  noon  harm  that  men 
doon  ne  sayn,  he  ne  eschaufith  nought  agayns  resoun. 
This  vertu  comith  som  tyme  of  nature ;  for,  as  saith 
the  philosopher,  man  is  a  quik  thing,  by  nature  debo- 
naire,  and  tretable  togoodnesse;  but  whan  debonairete 
is  enformed  of  grace,  than  is  it  the  more  worth. 

Pacience  that  is  another  remedie  agains  ire,  is  a 
vertu  that  suffreth  swetely  every  mannes  goodnes,  and 
is  not  wroth  for  noon  harm  that  is  doon  to  him.  The 
philosopher  saith,  that  pacience  is  thilke  vertue  that 
sufferith  deboneirly  alle  the  outrages  of  adversite  and 
every  wickid  word.  This  vertue  makith  a  man  lik  to 
God,  and  makith  him  Goddes  oughne  dere  child,  as 
saith  Crist.1  This  vertu  destroyeth  thin  enemy.  And 
therfore  saith  the  wise  man,  if  thou  wolt  venquisch 
thin  enemy  lerne  to  suflre.  And  thou  schalt  under- 
stonde,  that  man  suflrith  foure  maners  of  grevaunces- 
in  out- ward  thinges,  agains  whiche  he  moot  have  four 
maners  of  pacience.  The  firste  grevaunce  is  of  wicked 
wordes.  Thilke  suffred  Jhesu  Crist,  withoute  grucching, 
ful  paciently,  whan  the  Jewes  despised  him  and  re- 
proved him  ful  ofte.  Suffre  thou  therfore  paciently, 
for  the  wise  man  saith,  if  thou  strive  with  a  fool, 
though  the  fool  be  wroth,  or  though  he  laughhe, 
algate  thou  schalt  have  no  rest.  That  other  grevaunce 
out-ward  is  to  have  damage  of  thi  catel.  Theragayn 
sufired  Crist  ful  paciently,  whan  he  was  despoylid  of 
al  that  he  had  in  his  lif,  and  that  nas  but  his  clothis." 
The  thridde  grevaunce  is  a  man  to  have  harm  in  his 
body.  That  sunred  Crist  ful  paciently  in  al  his 
passioun.  The  ferthe  grevaunce  is  in  outrageous 
labour  in  werkis;  wherfore  I  say,  that  folk  that  maken 
here  servauntz  to  travaile  to  grevously,  or  out  of  tyme, 
as  on  haly  dayes,  sothely  thay  doon  greet  synna 

i  Matt.  y.  9.  2  John  six.  a* 
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Hereagajnst  suffred  Crist  ful  paciently,  and  taughte  us 
pacience,  whan  be  bar  upon  bis  blisful  scbulder  the 
croys1  upon  which  he  schulde  suffre  despitous  detb; 
Here  may  men  lerne  to  be  pacient ;  for  certes,  nought 
oonly  cristen  men  ben  pacient  for  the  love  of  Jhesu 
Crist,  and  for  guerdoun  of  the  blisful  life  that  is  par- 
durable,  but  the  olde  paynymes,  that  never  were 
cristen,  comaundedin  and  useden  the  vertu  of  pacience. 
A  philosopher  upon  a  tyme,  that  wolde  have  bete  his 
disciple  for  his  grete  trespas,  for  which  he  was  gretly 
amoeved,  and  brought  a  yerde  to  scourge  the  child, 
and  whan  the  child  saugh  the  yerde,  he  sayde  to  his 
maister,  'what  thenke  ye  to  do?'  'I  wolde  bete  the,' 
quod  the  maister,  'for  thi  correccioun.'  'Forsothe,' 
quod  the  child,  '  ye  oughte  first  correcte  youresilf,  that 
han  lost  al  youre  pacience  for  the  gilt  of  a  child.' 
Torsothe/  quod  the  maister  al  wepyng,  'thou  saist 
soth;  have  thou  the  yerde,  my  deere  sone,  and  cor- 
recte me  for  myn  impacience.'  Of  pacience  cometh 
obedience,  thurgh  which  a  man  is  obedient  to  Crist, 
and  to  alle  hem  to  which  him  oughte  to  be  obedient  in 
Crist.  And  understonde  wel,  that  obedience  is  parfyt, 
whan  a4  man  doth  gladly  and  hastily  with  good  herte 
outrely  al  that  he  scholde  do.  Obedience  is  generally 
to  parforme  the  doctrine  of  God,  and  of  his  sove- 
raignes,  to  whiche  him  oughte' to  ben  obeissant  in  alle 
rightwisnes. 

DE   ACCIDIA. 

After  the  synne  of  envye  and  ire,  now  wol  I  speke  of 
accidie ;  for  envye  blendith  the  hert  of  a  man,  and  ire 
troublith  a  man,  and  accidie  makith  him  hevy,  thought- 
ful, and  wrawe.  Envye  and  ire  maken  bitternes  in  herte, 
which  bitternesse  is  mooder  of  accidie,  and  bynimith  the 
love  of  alle  goodnes ;  thanne  is  accidie  the  anguische  of 
a  trouble  hert.  And  seint  Augustyn  saith,  it  is  annoye  of 
goodness  and  annoye  of  harme.     Certes  this  is  a  damp- 

John  xix.  17. 
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liable  synne,  for  it  doth  wrong  to  Jhesu  Crista  in  as 
mocht  as  it  bynynieth  the  service  that  we  ought  to  do 
to  Crist  with  alle  diligence,  as  saith  Salomon;1  but 
accidie  doth  noon  such  diligence.  He  doth  alle  thing 
with  anoy,  and  with  wraweness,8  slaknes,  and  excusa- 
cioun,  and  with  ydelnes  and  unlust;  for  which  the 
book  saith,  accursed  be  he  that  doth  the  service  of 
God  necligently.  Than  is  accidie  enemy  to  every 
astaat  of  man.  For  certes  thestat  of  man  is  in  thre 
maners;  either  it  is  thestat  of  innocence,  as  was 
thastate  of  Adam,  biforn  that  he  fel  into  synne,  in 
which  estate  he  is  holden  to  worche,  as  in  herying 
and  honouryng  of  God.  Another  astat  is  thestate  of 
sinful  man;  in  which  estate  men  ben  holden  to  labore 
in  praying  to  God  for  amendement  of  her  synnes,  and 
that  he  wolde  graunte  hem  to  rise  out  of  here  synnes. 
Another  estaat  is  thestate  of  grace,  in  which  he  is 
holde  to  werkis  of  penitence ;  and  certes,  to  alle  these 
thinges  is  accidie  enemye  and  contrarie,  for  it  lovetfc 
no  busynes  at  al.  Now  certis,  this  foule  synne  accidie 
is  eek  a  ful  gret  enemy  to  the  liflode  of  the  body ;  for 
it  hath  no  purveaunce  agens  temporal  necessity  for  it 
forslowthith,and  forsluggith,  and  destroyeth  alle  goodes 
temporels  by  rechelesnes. 

The  ferthe  thing  is  that  accidie  is  like  hem  that  ben 
in  the  peyne  of  helle,  bycause  of  her  slouthe  and  of  her 
hevynes;  for  thay  that  ben  dampned,  ben  so  bounde, 
that  fchay  may  nought  wel  do  ne  wel  thenke.  Of 
accidie  coraeth  first,  that  a  man  is  annoyed  and 
encombrid  for  to  do  eny  goodnes  and  makith  that  God 
hath  abhominacioun  of  such  accidie,  as  saith  seint 
Johan.8 

Now  cometh  slouthe,  that  wol  suffre  noon  hardnes 
ne  no  penaunce;  for  sothely,  slouthe  is  so  tendre  and 
so  delicat,  as  saith  Salomon,4  that  he  wol  suffre  noon 


1  Eocles.  ix.  i a,  3  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  draweness. 

»  Eev.  Hi.  iff.  4  Pro*,  xxi.  »5. 
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hardnes  ne  penaunce,  and  therfore  he  schendeth  al  that 
he  doth.  Agayns  this  roten  hertid  synne  of  accidie 
and  of  slouthe  schulden  men  exercise  hemself  to  do 
goode  werkes,  and  manly  and  vertuously  cacchin  cor- 
rage  wel  to  doo,  thinking  that  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Grist 
quiteth  every  good  dede,  be  it  never  so  lyte.  Usage 
of  labour  is  a  ful  greet  thing;  for  it  makith,  as  saith 
seint  Bernard,  the  laborer  to  have  stronge  armes  and 
harde  synewes;  and  slouthe  maketh  hem  feble  and 
tendre.  Thanne  cometh  drede  to  bygyone  to  werke 
eny  goode  deedes;  for  certes,  who  that  is  enclined  i» 
don  synne,  him  thinkith  it  is  so  gret  emprise  for  to 
undertake  to  doon  werkes  of  goodnes,  and  castith  in 
his  herte  that  the  circumstaunces  of  goodnes  ben  so 
grevous  and  so  chargeaunt  for  to  suffre,  that  he  dare 
not  undertake  to  doon  werkes  of  goodnes,1  as  saith 
seint  Gregory. 

Now  cometh  wanhope,  that  is,  despair  of  the  mercy 
of  God,  that  cometh  som  tyme  of  to  moche  outrageous 
sorwe,  and  som  tyme  of  to  moche  drede,  ymagynynge 
that  he  hath  do  so  moche  synne  that  it  will  not  availe 
him,  though  he  wolde  repent  him,  and  forsake  synne ; 
thurgh  which  despeir  or  drede,  he  abandounith  al  his 
herte  to  alle  maner  synne,  as  saith  seint  Augustin. 
Whiche  dampnable  synne,  if  ther  it  continue  unto  his 
lyves  ende,  it  is  clepped  the  synnyng  of  the  holy  gost. 
This  horrible  synne  is  so  perilous,  that  he  that  is  de- 
spaired, ther  is  no  felonye,  ne  no  synne,  that  he  doutith 
for  to  do,  as  schewed  wel  by  Judas.  Gertes,  above  alle 
synnes  than  is  this  synne  most  displesant  to  Grist,  and 
most  adversarie.  Sothely,  he  that  despeirith  him,  is 
like  the  coward  campioun  recreaunt,  that  seith  recre- 
aunt1  withoute  neede.  Alias!  alias!  needeles  is  he 
recreaunt,  and  needeles  despaired.     Gertes,  the  mercy 

1  FronPthe  words  and  casteth  to  tcorkes  of  goodness  are  supplied  from 
Tyrwhitt,  not  being  found  in  the  Harl.  MS. 

*  The  words  by  which  the  knight  in  the  trial  by  battle  acknowledged 
himself  defeated. 
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of  God  is  ever  redy  to  the  penitent,  and  is  above  alio 
his  werkes.  Alias!  can  not  a  man  bythenk  him  on 
the  Gospel  of  seint  Luk,  wheras  Crist1  saith,  that  as 
wel  schal  ther  be  joye  in  hey  en  upon  a  synful  man 
that  doth  penitence,  as  upon  nynety  and  nyne  that 
ben  rightful  men  that  needen  no  penitence?  Loke 
forther  in  the  same  Gospel,'  the  joye  and  the  fest  of 
the  goode  man  that  had  lost  his  sone,  whan  the  sone 
with  repentaunce  was  torned  to  his  fader.  Can  not 
thay  remembre  eek  that  as  saith  seint  Luk,  xxiij°,  how 
that  the  thef  that  was  hangid  biside  Jhesu  Criate, 
sayde,  Lord,  remembre  of  me,  whan  thou  comest  into 
thy  regnef  For  sothe  saith  Crist,  to-day  thou  schalt 
be  with  me  in  paradis.  Certis,  ther  is  noon  so  horrible 
synne  of  man,  that  it  ne  may  in  his  lif  be  destroyed 
with  penitence,  thorugh  vertue  of  the  passioun  of  the 
deth  of  Crist.  Alias!  what  needith  it  man  thanne  to 
be  despaired,  sith  that  his  mercy  is  so  redy  and  large? 
Aske  and  have.*  Thanne  cometh  sompnolence,  that 
is,  sluggy  slumbring,  which  makith  a  man  ben  hevy 
and  dul  in  body  and  in  soule,  and  this  synne  cometh 
of  slouthe ;  and  certes,  the  tyme  that  by  way  of  resoun 
man  schulde  nought  slepe,  that  is  by  the  morwe,  but 
if  ther  were  cause  resonable.  For  sothely  the  morwe 
tyde  is  most  covenable  to  a  man  to  say  his  prayers, 
and  for  to  thenk  upon  his  God,  and  to  honoure  God, 
and  to  geve  almes  to  the  pore  that  first  cometh  in  the 
name  of  Crist.  Lo  what  saith  Salomon;4  who  so  wol 
by  the  morwe  arise  and  seeke  me,  schal  fynde  me. 
Than  cometh  negligence  that  rekkith  of  nothing.  And 
how  that  ignoraunce  be  moder  of  alle  harm,  certis, 
necgligence  is  the  norice.  Necligence  doth  no  force, 
whan  he  schal  doon  a  thing,  whethir  he  doo  it  wel  or 
baddely. 

Of  the  remedy  of  these  tuo  synnes,  as  saith  the  wise 


1  Luke  xv.  7.  2  Luke  xy.  a 

»  John  xvi.  44.  *  Prov.  viii.  17. 
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man,  that  he  that  dredith  God,  he  sparith  nought  to 
do  that  him  ought  to  don;  and  he  that  lovith  God, 
wol  do  diligence  to  plese  God  by  his  werkis  and  abounde 
himself,  with  alle  his  might,  wel  for  to  doon.  Thanne 
comith  ydelnes,  that  is  the  gate  of  alle  harmes.  An 
ydil  man  is  like  an  hous  that  hath  noone  walles;  the 
develes  may  entre  on  every  syde  or  schete  at  him  at 
discovert  by  temptaciouns  on  every  syde.  This  ydelnes 
is  the  thurrok  of  alle  wickid  vileyns  thoughtes,  and  of 
alle  jangles,  tryfles,  and  of  alle  ordure.  Certes  the 
heven  is  geven  to  hem  that  wol  laboure  and  nought  to 
ydil  folk.  Eke  David  saith,1  that  thay  ne  ben  not  in 
the  labour  of  men,  ne  thay  schul  not  be  wiped  with 
men,  that  is  to  sain,  in  pufgatorie.  Certis  thanne 
semeth  it  that  thay  schal  be  tormentid  with  the  devel 
in  helle,  but  if  thay  don  penitence. 

Thanne  comith  the  synne  that  men  clepe  twrditas, 
as  whan  a  man  is  so  latrede  or  tarying  er  he  wil  torne 
to  God ;  and  certis,  that  is  a  gret  foly.  He  is  like  him 
that  fallith  into  the  diche,  and  wol  not  arise.  And 
this  vice  cometh  of  a  fals  hope,  that  he  thinkith  he 
schal  lyve  longe;  but  that  hope  fayleth  full  ofte. 

Thanne  comith  laches,  that  is,  he  that  when  he 
bigynneth  any  good  werk,  anoon  he  wol  forlete  it  and 
stynte,  as  doon  thay  that  han  eny  wight  to  goverae, 
and  ne  take  of  hem  no  more  keep  anoon  as  thay  fynde 
eny  contrarie  or  eny  anoy.  These  ben  the  newe 
schepherdes,  that  leten  her  schep  wityngely  go  renne 
to  the  wolf,  that  is  in  the  breres,  or  don  no  force  of. 
her  oughne  governaunce.  Of  this  cometh  povert  and 
destruccioun,  bothe  of  spirituel  and  of  temporel  thinges. 
Thanne  cometh  a  maner  coldenesse,  that  freseth  al  the 
hert  of  man.  Thanne  cometh  undevocioun  thurgh 
which  a  man  is  so  blunt,  and  as  saith  seint  Bernard, 
he  hath  such  a  langour  in  soule,  that  he  may  neyther 
rede  ne  synge  in  holy  chirche,  ne  heere  ne  thinke  on 


)  Psalm  xlix.  7,  8. 
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.  devocioun  in  holy  chirche,  ne  travayle  with  bis  hondes 
in  no  good  werk,  that  nys  to  him  unsavory  and  al 
apalled.  Thanne  waxith  he  slowe  and  slombry,  and 
soone  wol  he  be  wroth,  and  soone  is  enclined  to  hate 
and  to  envye.  Thanne  cometh  the  synne  of  worldly 
sorwe  such  as  is  clepid  tristitia,  that  sleth  man,  as 
saith  seint  Poule.1  For  oertis  such  sorwe  werkith  to 
the  deth  of  the  soule  and  of  the  body  also,  for  therof 
cometh,  that  a  man  is  anoyed  of  his  oughne  lif,  which 
sorwe  schorteth  ful  ofte  the  lif  of  a  man,  or  that  his 
tyme  is  come  by  way  of  kynde. 

REMEDIUM  CONTRA  ACCJDTAM. 

Agains  this  horrible  synne  of  accidie,  and  the 
braunches  of  the  same,  ther  is  a  vertu  that  is  cleped 
fortitude*  or  strengths,  that  is,  an  afteccioun  thurgh 
which  a  man  despiseth  alle  noyousthinges.  This  vertu 
is  so  mighty  and  so  vigurous,  that  it  dar  withstonde 
mightily  the  devel,  and  wisely  kepe  himself  from  perils 
that  ben  wiched,  and  wrastil  agains  the  assautes  of  the 
devel;  for  it  enhaunsith  and  enforceth  the  soule,  right 
as  accidie  abateth  it  and  makith  it  feble ;  for  this  for* 
titudo  may  endure  with  long  sufferaunce  the  travailes 
that  ben  covenables.  This  vertu  hath  many  spices; 
the  first  is  cleped  magnanimite,  that  is  to  sayn  gret 
corrage.  For  certis  ther  bihoveth  gret  corrage  agains 
accidie,  lest  that  it  ne  swolwe  not  the  soule  by  the 
synne  of  sorwe,  or  destroy e  it  by  wanhope.  This 
vertu  makith  folk  undertake  harde  and  grevous  thinges 
by  her  owne  wille,  willfuly  and  resonably.  And  for 
als  moche  as  the  devel  fighteth  agaynst  a  man  more  by 
queyntise  and  by  sleight  than  by  strengthe,  therfore 
many  a  man  schal  ageinstonde  him  by  witte,  and  by 
resoun,  and  by  discreoioun.  Thanne  is  ther  the  vertu 
of  faith,  and  hope  in  God  and  in  his  seintes,  to  acheven* 

1  a  Cor.vii.  10. 
2  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  eschew,  which  does  not  agree  with  the  con- 
text 
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and  to  accomplice  the  goode  werkes,  in  the  whiche  he 
purpoaith  fermely  to  continue.  Thanne  cometh  aenrte 
or  sikernes,  and  that  is  whan  a  man  doutith  no  tra- 
vaile  in  tyme  comyng  of  good  werk  that  a  man  hath 
bygonne.  Thanne  cometh  magnificence,  that  is  to  say, 
whan  a  man  doth  and  performith  grete  werkes  of 
goodnesse  that  he  hath  bygonne,  and  that  is  thend 
why  that  men  schulden  do  goode  werkes.  For  in  the 
accomplising  of  grete  goode  werkes  lith  the  grete 
guerdoun.  Thanne  is  ther  constaunce,  that  is  stablenes 
of  corrage,  and  this  schulde  ben  in  herte  by  stedefast 
faith,  and  in  monthe  and  in  berying,  and  in  cheer,  and 
in  deede.  Eek  ther  ben  mo  special  remedies  agayns 
accidie,  in  dyvers  werkis,  and  in  consideracioun  of  the 
peyne  of  helle  and  of  the  joye  of  heven,  and  in  the 
trust  of  the  hyhe  grace  of  the  holy  gost,  that  wil  geve 
him  might  to  parforme  his  good  entent. 

DE  AVARTTIA. 

After  accidie  I  wil  speke  of  avarice,  and  of  eovey- 
tise;  of  whiche  synne  saith  seint  Poule,1  that  the  roote 
of  alle  eveles  and  harmes  is  coveytise.  For  sothely 
whan  the  hert  of  man  is  confoundid  in  itself  and 
troublid,  and  that  the  soule  hath  lost  the  comfort  of 
God,  thanne  seekith  he  an  ydel  solas  of  worldly  thinges. 
Avarice,  after  the  descripcioun  of  seint  Austyn,  is  a 
likerousnes  in  hert  to  have  erthely  thinges.  Some 
other  folk  sayn,  that  avarice  is  for  to  purchase  many 
erthely  thinges,  and  no  thing  geve  to  hem  that  han 
neede.  And  understonde,  that  avarice  ne  stont  not 
oonly  in  load  ne  in  catel,  but  som  tyme  in  science  and 
in  glorie,  and  eny  maner  outrageous  thinges  is  avarice. 
And  the  difference  bytwixe  avarice  and  coveytise  is 
this :  coveitise  is  for  to  coveyte  suche  thinges  as  thou 
hast  not;  and  avarice  is  to  withholde  and  kepe  suche 
thinges  as  thou  hast,  withoute  rightful  neede.    Sothely, 

*  i  Tim.  tL  io. 
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this  avarice  is  a  synne  that  is  ful  dampnable.  for  al 
holy  writ  curseth  it,  and  spekith  agayn  that  vice,  for 
it  doth  wrong  to  Jhesu  Grist ;  for  it  bireveth  him  the 
love  that  men  to  him  owen,  and  turnith  it  bakward 
agayns  al  resoun,  and  makith  that  the  avarous  man 
hath  more  hope  in  his  catel  than  in  Jhesu  Crist,  and 
doth  more  observaunce  in  keping  of  his  tresour,  than 
he  doth  in  the  service  of  Jhesu  Crist.  And  therfore 
saith  seint  Poule,1  ad  Ephes.  that  an  averous  man  is  in 
the  thraldom  of  ydolatrie. 

What  difference  is  ther  bitwen  an  ydolaster  and  an 
avarous  man,  but  that  an  ydolaster  perad venture  hadde 
but  a  mawment  or  tuo,  and  the  avarous  man  hath 
manye?  for  certes,  every  floreine  in  his  cofire  is  hip 
'  mawmet.  And  certes,  the  synne  of  mawmetrie  is  the 
firste  thing  that  God  defendith  in  the  ten  oomaunde- 
mentz,  as  berith  witnes  in  Exod.  cap.  xx,  Thou  schalt 
have  noone  false  goddes  biforn  me,  ne  thou  schalt  make 
'  to  the  no  grave  thing.  Thus  is  he  an  averous  man, 
that  loveth  his  tresor  toforn  God,  and  an  idolaster. 
Thurgh  his  cursed  synne  of  avarice  and  coveytise 
comen  these  harde  lordschipes,  thurgh  whiche  men 
ben  destreyned  by  talliages,*  custumes,  and  cariages, 
more  than  here  duete  of  resoun  is;  and  elles  take  thay 
of  here  bondemen  amercimentes,  whiche  mighte  more 
resonably  ben  callid  extorciouns  than  mercymentia. 
Of  whiche  mersyments  and  raunsonyng  of  bondemen, 
some  lordes  stywardes  seyn,  that  it  is  rightful,  for  as 
moche  as  a  cherl  hath  no  temporel  thing  that  it  nys 
his  lordes,  as  thay  sayn,  But  certes,  thise  lordeshipes 
doon  wrong,  that  bireven  here  bondemen  thinges  that 
thay  never  gave  hem.  Augustinv*  de  Givitate  Dei, 
slibro  ix.  Soth  is  the  condicioun  of  thraldom,  and  the 
firste  cause  of  thraldom  is  sin.     Genes*  v. 


i  Ephes.  v.  5.     . 
*  These  are  the  names  of  the  different  taxes,  which  the  feudal  barons 
exacted  from  their  tenants  and  bondsmen. 
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Thus  may  ye  seen,  that  the  gilt  deserved  thraldom, 
but  not  nature.  Wherfore  these  lordes  schulden 
nought  to  moche  glorifie  in  here  lordschipes,  sith  that 
by  naturel  condicioun  thay  ben  nought  lordes  of  here 
thralles,  but  for  thraldom  com  first  by  the  desert  of 
synne.  And  fortherover,  ther  as  the  lawe  sayth,  that 
temporal  goodes  of  bondefolk  been  the  goodes  of  her 
lordes;  ye,  that  is  to  understonde,  the  goodes  of  the 
emperour,  to  defende  hem  in  here  right,  but  not  to 
robbe  hem  ne  to  reve  hem.  And  therfore  seith 
Seneca,  thi  prudence  schulde  live  benignely  with  thi 
thrallis.  Thilke  that  thay  clepe  thralles,  ben  Goddes 
poeple;  for  humble  folk  ben  Cristes  frendes;  thay  ben 
contubernially  with  the  Lord.  Thenk  eek  as  of  such 
seed  as  cherles  springen  of  such  seed  springe  lordes; 
as  wel  may  the  cherl  be  saved  as  the  lord.  The  same 
deth  that  takith  the  cherl,  such  deth  takith  the  lord 
Wherfore  I  rede,  do  right  so  with  thi  cherl  as  thou 
woldist  thi  lord  dide  with  the,  if  thou  were  in  his  plyt. 
Every  sinful  man  is  a  cherl  as  to  synne.  I  rede  the 
certes,  thou  lord,  that  thou  werke  in  such  a  wise  with 
thy  cherles  that  thay  rather  love  the  than  drede  the. 
I  wot  wel,  ther  is  degre  above  degre,  as  resoun  is  and 
skil,  that  men  don  her  devoir  ther  as  it  is  dewe;  but 
certes,  extorciouns,  and  despit  of  oure  undirlinges,  is 
dampnable. 

And  forthermore  understonde  wel,  that  conquerours 
or  tyrauntes  maken  ful  ofbe  thralles  of  hem  that  born 
ben  of  als  royal  blood  as  ben  thay  that  hem  conqueren. 
This  name  of  cherldom  was  never  erst  couth  til  Noe 
sayde  that  his  sone  Chanaan  schulde  be  thral  of  his 
bretheren  for  his  synne.1  What  say  we  thanne  of  hem 
that  pylen  and  doon  extorciouns  to  holy  chirchef 
Certis,  the  swerdes  that  men  geven  first  to  a  knight 
whan  he  is  newe  dubbyd,  signifieth  faith,  and  that  he 


1  The  referenee  here  ought  apparently  to  be  to  Gen.  ix.  z6,  and  not 
lo  Gen.  t. 
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schulde  defende  holy  chirche,  and  not  robbe  it  ne  pyle 
it;  and  who  so  doth  is  traitour  to  Crist.  And  as 
seith  seint  Austin,  thay  ben  the  develes  wolves,  that 
stranglen  the  scheep  of  Jhesu  Crist,  and  doon  wors 
than  wolves ;  for  sothely,  whan  the  wulf  hath  ful  his 
wombe,  he  stintith  to  strangle  scheep;  but  sothly,  the 
pilours  and  the  destroyers  of  the  goodes  of  holy  chirche 
ne  doon  nought  so,  for  thai  stinte  never  to  pile.  Now 
as  I  have  sayd,  sith  so  is,  that  synne  was  first  cause  of 
thraldom,  thanne  is  it  thus,  that  ilke  tyme  that  all  this 
world  was  in  synne,  thanne  was  al  this  world  in  thral- 
dom, and  in  subjeccioun;  but  certis,  sith  the  tyme  of 
grace  com,  God  ordeyned  that  somme  folk  schulde  be 
more  heigh  in  estaate  and  in  degre,  and  somme  folkes 
more  lowe,  and  that  everich  schulde  be  served  in  here 
estate  and  in  degree.  And  therfore  in  somme  contrees 
there  thay  ben  thralles,  whan  thay  han  turned  hem  to 
the  faith,  thay  make  here  thralles  free  out  of  thraldom.1 
And  therfor  certis  the  lord  oweth  to  his  man,  that  the 
man  owith  to  the  lord.  The  pope  callith  himself 
servaunt  of  servaunts  of  God.  But  for  as  moche  as 
thestaat  of  holy  chirche  ne  might  not  have  ben,  ne  the 
commune  profit  might  nought  have  ben  kepte,  ne  pees 
ne  reste  in  erthe,  but  if  God  had  ordeyned  som  man  of 
heiher  degre,  and  some  men  of  lower,  therfore  was 
soveraignte  ordeyned  to  kepe,  and  to  mayntene,  and 
defende  her  underlynges  or  her  subjectis  in  resoun,  as 
ferforth  as  it  lith  in  her  power,  and  not  to  destroye 
ne  confounde  hem.  Wherfore  I  say,  that  thilke  lordes 
that  be  like  wolves,  that  devouren  the  possessioun  or 
the  catel  of  pore  folk  wrongfully  withoute  mercy  or 
mesure,  thay  schul  recey  ve  by  the  same  mesure  that 
thay  han  mesured  to  pover  folk  the  mercy  of  Jhesu 
Crist,  but  if  it  be  amendid.  Now  cometh  deceipt 
bitwise  marchaunt  and  marchaunt.     And  thou  schalt 


*  All  this  bears  oat  Ld.  Macaalay's  assertion,  before  alluded  to— vol.  L 
p.  J84,  note  1— that  the  teaching  of  the  Church  gradually  extinguished 
slavery  in  Europe.— See  Bist.  qf  Engl.,  vol.  i.  c.  1/ 
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tmderstonde  that  marchaundise  is  in  tuo1  maneres, 
that  oon  is  bodily,  and  that  other  is  gostly ;  that  oon 
is  honest  and  leful,  and  that  other  is  dishonest  and 
unlefuL  Of  thilke  bodily  marchaundise  that  is  honest 
and  leful  is  this,  that  ther  as  God  hath  ordeyned  that 
a  regne  of  a  cuntre  is  suffisaunt  to  himself,  thanne  is 
it  honest  and  leful  that  of  the  abundaunea  of  this 
contre  men  helpe  another  cuntre  that  is  more  needy; 
and  therfore  ther  moote  be  marchauntz  to  bringe  fro 
that  oon  cuntre  to  that  other  her  merchaundise.  That 
other  marchaundise,  that  men  hauntyn  with  fraude, 
and  trecoherie,  and  deceipt,  with  lesynges  and  fals 
othis,  is  cursed  and  dampnable.  Espirituel  marchaun*- 
dize  is  proprely  symonie,  that  is  ententyf  desire  to 
beye  thing  espirituel,  that  is,  thing  that  apperteyneth 
to  the  seintuarie  of  God,  and  to  the  cure  of  the  soule. 
This  desire,  if  so  be  that  a  man  do  his  diligence  to  par- 
forme  it,  al  be  it  that  his  desir  take  noon  effect,  yit  is 
it  to  him  a  dedly  synne;  and  if  he  be  ordrid,  he  is 
irreguler.  Certis,  symonye  is  clepid  of  Symon  Magus,4 
that  wolde  han  bought  fortemporelcatel  the  giftethat 
God  had  given  by  the  holy  gost  to  seint  Petir  and  to 
thapostlis;  and  therfor  understonde,  that  bothe  he  that 
sellith  and  he  that  bieth  thinges  espiritueles  ben  cleped 
symonials,  be  it  by  catel,  be  it  by  procurement,  or  by 
fleisshly  prayere  of  his  frendes,  either  fleisshly  frendes 
or  spirituel  frendes,  fleisschly  in  tup  maneres,  as  by 
kynrede  or  other  frendes.  Sothely,  if  thay  pray  for 
him  that  is  not  worthy  and  able,  if  he  take  the  bene- 
fice it  is  symonie;  and  if  he  be  worthy  and  able,  it  is 
non.  That  other  maner  is,  whan  man,  or  woman, 
prayen  for  folk  to  avaunce  hem  oonly  for  wikkid 
fleisshly  affeccioun  that  thay  have  unto  the  persone, 
and  that  is  ful  symonye.  But  certis,  in  service,  for 
whiche  men  given  thinges  espirituels  unto  her  ser- 
vauntes,  it  moste  ben  understonde,  that  the  service 


The  Hurl.  MS.  reads  in  many  maneres.  *  Aots  yiii.  18. 
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moste  be  honest,  and  ellis  not,  and  eek  that  it  be 
withoute  bargaynynge,  and  that  the  persone  be  able. 
For.  as  saith  seint  Damase,1  alle  the  Bynnes  of  this 
world,  at  the  reward  of  this  synne,  is  a  thing  of  nought, 
for  it  is  the  gretteste  synne  that  may  be  after  the 
synne  of  Lucifer  and  of  Antecrist;  for  by  this  synne 
God  forlesith  the  chirche  and  the  soule,  that  he  bought 
with  his  precious  blood,  by  hem  that  geven  chirches 
to  hem  that  ben  not  digne,  for  thay  putten  in  theves, 
that  stelen  the  soules  of  Jhesu  Crist,  and  destroyen 
his  patrimoigne.  By  suche  undigne  prestis  and  curates 
ban  lewed  men  lasse  reverence  of  the  sacrament  of 
holy  chirche;  and  suche  geveres  of  chirches  putten  out 
the  children  of  Crist,  and  putten  into  the  chirche  the 
develes  oughne  sone;  thay  sellen  soules  that  lambes 
schulde  kepe  to  the  wolf  that  stranglith  hem ;  and 
therfore  schal  thay  never  have  part  of  the  pasture  of 
lambes,  that  is,  the  blisse  of  heven. 

Now  cometh  hazardrie  with  his  appertenaunce,  as 
tables  and  rafles,  of  whiche  cometh  deceipt,  fals  othis, 
chidynges,  and  alle  raveynes,  blasphemyng,  and  reney- 
ing  of  God  and  hate  of  his  neighebors,  wast  of  goodes, 
mispending  of  tyme,  and  som  tyme  manslaughter. 
Certes,  hazardours  ne  mowe  not  be  withoute  gret 
synne,  whil  thay  haunte  that  craft.  Of  avarice  cometh 
eek  lesynges,  theffce,  and  fals  witnesse  and  fals  othes. 
And  ye  schul  undirstonde  that  these  ben  grete  synnes, 
and  expresce  agains  the  comaundementz  of  God,  as  I 
have  sayd.  Fals  witnesse  is  in  word  and  eek  in  dede; 
as  for  to  bireve  thin  neighebor  his  good  name  by  thy 
fals  witnessinge,  or  bireve  him  his  catel  or  his  heritage 
by  thy  fals  witnesse,  whan  thou  for  ire,  or  for  meede, 

1  Pope  Damasus  was  a  Spaniard  by  birth.  He  distinguished  him- 
§elf  as  an  opponent  to  the  Eunomian  and  Macedonian  heresies,  con- 
demned in  the  Council  of  Constantinople,  and  died  in  the  reign  of 
Theodosius  the  Elder.  It  was  he  who  first  decreed  that  the  custon^ 
observed  in  various  places  already,  of  singing  the  Psalms  antiphonally, 
and  finishing  each  with  the  hymn  Gloria  Pcdri,  should  be  universally 
adopted  throughout  the  Western  Church,  as  it  is  to  this  day. 
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or  for  envie,  berest  fals  witnes,  or  acousist  him,  of 
excusist  him  by  thy  fals  witnes,  or  ellis  excusist  thi- 
«elf  falsly.  Ware  yow,  questemongers  and  notaries. 
Certis,  for  fals  witnessynge  was  Susanna1  in  ful  gret 
sorwe  and  peyne,  and  many  another  mo.  The  synne 
of  thefbe  is  eek  expresse  agayns  Goddes  hestis,  and 
that  in  tuo  manors,  corporel  and  spirituel ;  corporel, 
as  for  to  take  thy  neighebours  catel  agayns  his  wille, 
be  it  by  force  or  by  sleight;  be  it  by  mette  or  by 
mesure ;  by  stelynge  eek  of  fals  enditements  upon  him ; 
and  in  borwyng  of  thin  neighebores  catelle  in  entent 
never  to  pay,  and  in  semblable  thinges.  Espirituel 
thefbe  is  sacrilege,  that  is  to  sayn,  hurtynge  of  holy 
thinges,  or  of  thing  sacred  to  Crist.  Sacrilege  is  in  tuo 
maneres;  that  oon  is  by  reasoun  of  holy  place,  as  chir- 
ches  or  chirchehawes;  for  whiche  every  vileins  synne 
that  men  doon  in  suche  places  may  be  clepid  sacrilege, 
or  every  violence  in  semblable  place;  that  other  maner 
is  as  tho  that  withdrawen  falsly  the  rentes  and  rightes 
that  longen  to  holy  chirche ;  and  generally,  sacrilege  is 
to  reve  holy  thing  fro  holy  place,  or  unholy  thing  out 
of  holy  place,  or  holy  thing  out  of  unholy  place. 

REMEDIUM   CONTRA  AVARICIAM. 

Now  schul  ye  understonde  that  the  relevynge  of 
avarice  is  misericorde  and  pite  largely  taken.  And 
men  might  axen,  why  that  misericord  and  pite  is  re- 
Hevyng  of  avarice ;  certes,  the  avaricious  man  schewith 
no  pite  ne  misericorde  to  the  needeful  man.  For  he 
delitith  him  in  tne  kepyng  of  his  tresor,  and  nought  in 
the  reseowing  ne  relievyng  of  his  even  cristen.  And 
therfore  speke  I  first  of  misericord.  Thanne  is  miseri- 
cord, as  saith  the  philosopher,  a  vertu,  by  which  the 
corrage  of  a  man  is  stired  by  the  myseise  of  him  that 
is  myseysed.  Upon  which  misericorde  folwith  pite,  in 
parfoi  myng  of  chariteable  werkis  of  mercie,  helping 

»  Daniel  xiii.  in  the  Vulgate. 
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and  comforting  him  that  is  misesecL  And  certes, 
these  moeven  men  to  the  misericord  of  Jhesu  Grisly 
that  gaf  himself  for  oure  gult,  and  suffred  deth  foz 
misericord,  and  forgaf  us  oure  original  synne,  and 
therby  relessid  us  fro  peyne  of  helle,  and  amenusid  the 
peynes  of  purgatorie  by  penitence,  and  geveth  grace 
wel  to  do,  and  at  the  laste  the  joye  of  heven.  The 
spices  of  misericorde  ben  for  to  love,  and  for  to  give, 
and  eek  for  to  forgive  and  for  to  release,  and  for  to 
have  pite  in  herte,  and  compassioun  of  the  meschief  of 
his  even  cristen,  and  eek  chastize  ther  as  neede  is. 
Another  maner  of  remedye  agayns  avarice,  is  resonable 
largesse;  but  sothely  here  bihovith  the  consideracioun 
of  the  grace  of  Jhesu  Crist,  and  of  the  temporel  goodes, 
and  eek  of  the  goodes  perdurable  that  Crist  gaf  us,  and 
eek  to  have  remembraunce  of  the  deth  that  he  schal 
resceyve,  he  noot  not  whanne;  and  eke  he^chal  forgon 
al  that  he  hath,  save  oonly  that  he  hath  dispendid  in 
goode  werkes. 

But  for  als  moche  as  some  folk  ben  unresonable, 
men  oughte  to  eschiewe  foly-largesse,  the  whiche  men 
clepen  wast  Certes,  he  that  is  fool-large,  he  'giveth 
nought  his  catel,  but  he  leseth  his  catel.  Sothely, 
what  thing  that  he  giveth  for  vaynglorie,  as  to  myn- 
strals,  and  to  folk  for  to  bore  his  renoun  in  the  world, 
he  hath  synne  therof,  and  noon  almes;  certes,  he  lesith 
foule  his  goodes,  that  sekith  with  the  gift  of  his  good 
no  thing  but  synne.  He  is  like  to  an  hors  that  sekith 
rather  to  drynke  drovy  watir,  and  trouble,  than  for  to 
drinke  watir  of  the  welle  that  is  cleer.  And  for  as 
moche  as  thay  give  ther  as  thay  schuld  not  give,  to 
hem  appendith  thilke  malisoun  that  Crist  schal  give  at 
the  day  of  doom  to  hem  that  schal  be  dampned. 

DE  GULA. 

After  avarice  cometh  glotenye,  which  is  expresse 
eke  agayns  the  comaundement  of  God.  Glotenye  is 
unresonable  and  desordeyned  coveytise  to  ete  and  to 
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diynke.  This  synne  corruptid  al  this  world,  as  is  wel 
schewed  in  the  synne  of  Adam  and  of  Eva.  Loke  eek 
what  saith  seint  Poul1  of  glotouns;  many,  saith  he, 
gon,  of  whiche  I  have  ofte  said  to  yow,  and  now  I  say 
it  wepyng,  that  thay  ben  thenemyes  of  the  cros  of 
Crist,  of  whiche  thende  is  deth,  and  of  whiche  here 
wombe  is  here  God  and  here  glorie;  in  confusion  of 
hem  that  so  saveren  erthely  thinges.  He  that  is 
usaunt  to  this  synne  of  glotonie,  he  ne  may  no  synne 
withstonde,  he  moste  be  in  servage  of  alle  vices,  for  it 
is  the  develes  horde,  ther  he  hideth  him  inne  and 
resteth.  This  synne  hath  many  spices.  The  firste  is 
dronkenes,  that  is  thorrible  sepulture  of  mannes  resoun; 
and  therefore  whan  man  is  dronken,  he  hath  lost  his 
resoun;  and  this  is  dedly  synne.  But  schortly,  whan 
that  a  man  is  not  wont  to  strong  drinke,  and  peraven- 
ture  ne  knowith  not  the  strengthe  of  the  drynk,  or 
hath  feblesse  in  his  heed,  or  hath  travayled,  thurgh 
which  he  drynkith  the  more,  and  be  sodeynly  caught 
with  drynke,  it  is  no  dedly  synne,  but  venial.  The 
secounde  spice  of  glotenie  is,  whan  the  spirit  of  a  man 
wexith  al  trouble  for  drunkenesse,  and  bireveth  hiTn 
his  witte  and  his  discressioun.  The  thridde  spice  of 
glotouns  is,  when  a  man  devoureth  his  mete,  and  hath 
no  rightful  maner  of  etyng.  The  ferthe  is,  whan 
thurgh  the  grete  abundaunce  of  his  mete,  the  humours 
in  his  body  been  distemprid.  The  fifte  is,  forgetfulnes 
by  to  moche  drinking,  for  which  a  man  somtyme  for- 
getith  by  the  morwe  what  he  dide  at  eve,  or  on  the 
night  bifore. 

In  other  maner  ben  distinct  the  spices  of  glotonye, 
after  seint  Gregory.  The  firste  is,  for  to  ete  or  drynke 
byfore  tyme  to  ete.  The  secound  is,  whan  man  giveth 
him  to  delicate  mete  or  drinke.  The  thridde  is, 
whanne  man  takith  to  moche  therof  over  mesure. 
The  ferthe  is,  curiosite,  with  gret  entent  to  make  and 
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apparayle  his  mete.     The  fifbe  is,  for  to  ete  to  gredely.  4 
These  ben  the  fyve  fyngres  of  the  develes  hand,  by 
whiche  he  drawith  folk  to  synne. 

REMEDIUM  CONTRA  OULAM. 

Agayns  glotonye  the  remedie  is  abstinence,  as  saith 
(Mien;  but  that  hold  I  nought  meritorie,  if  he  do  it 
oonly  for  the  hele  of  his  body.  Seint  Austyn  wol  that 
abstinence  be  don  for  vertu,  and  with  pacience.  Ab- 
stinence, he  saith,  is  Util  worth,  but  if  a  man  have 
good  wille  therto,  and  but  it  be  enforced  by  pacience 
and  by  charite,  and  that  men  doon  it-  for  Goddes  sake, 
and  in  hope  to  have  the  blisse  of  heven.  The  felawes 
of  abstinence  ben  attemperaunce,  that  holdith  the 
mene  in  alle  thinges;  eek  schame,  that  eschiewith  al 
dishoneste;  suffisaunce,  that  seeketh  noone  riche  metes 
ne  drynkes,  ne  doth  no  force  of  to  outrageous  appa- 
raillyng  of  mete;  mesure  also  restreyneth  by  reson 
the  dislave  appetit  of  etyng;  sobernes  also,  that  re- 
streyneth the  outrage  of  drinke;  spaiing  also,  that 
restreyneth  the  delicat  ese  to  sitte  longe  at  mete, 
wheriore  som  folk  stonden  of  here  owne  wille  to  ete, 
because  they  wol  ete  at  lasse  leysir. 

DE  LUXURIA. 

After  glotonye  thanne  cometh  leccherie,  for  these 
two  synnes  ben  so  neih  cosyns,  that  ofbe  tyme  thay 
wol  not  departe.  Und0  Pavlus1  ad  JSphes.,  nolite 
inebriari  vino  in  quo  est  luxfwria^  etc,  God  wot  this 
synne  is  ful  displesaunt  thing  to  God,  for  he  sayde 
himself,  Do  no  leccherie.  And  therfore  he  putte  gret 
peyne  agayn  this  synne.  For  in  the  olde  law,*  if  a 
womman  thral  were  take  in  this  synne,  sehe  scholde 
be  beten  with  staves  to  the  deth ;  and  if  sche  were  a 
gentil womman,  sche  schulde  be  slayn  with  s toons;  and 
if  sche  were  a  bisschoppis  doughter,  sche  schulde  be 


1  Ephes.  y.  18  *  Levit.  xzi.  9. 
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k  brent  by  Goddis  comaundement.  Fortherover,  for  the 
synne  of  leccherie  God  dreinte  al  the  world  at  the 
diluvie,  and  after  that  he  brent  fyve  citees  with  thonder 
layt,  and  sonk  hem  into  helle. 

Now  let  us  thanne  speke  of  thilke  stynkyng  synne 
of  leccherie,  that  men  clepen  advoutry,  that  is  of  weddid 
folk,  that  is  to  sayn,  if  that  oon  of  hem  be  weddid,  or 
elles  bothe.  Seint  Johan1  saith,  that  advouterers 
schuln  be  in  helle  in  watir  brennyng  of  fuyr  and  of 
brimston;  in  fuyr  for  the  leccherie,  in  brimston  for 
the  stynk  of  her  ordure.  Certis  the  brekyng  of  this 
sacrament'  is  an  horrible  thing;  it  was  makid  of  God 
himself  in  Paradis,  and  confermed  of  Jhesu  Crist,  as 
witnesseth  seint  Mathew  ;8  a  man  schall  lete  fader  and 
mooder,  and  take  him  to  his  wif,  and  thay  schul  ben 
two  in  oon  fleisch.  This  sacrament  bitokeneth  the 
knyttyng  togider  of  Crist  and  of  holy  ohirche.*  And 
nat  oonly  that  God  forbad  advotrie  in  dede,  but  eek 
he  comaunded,  that  thou  scholdest  not  coveyte*  thy 
neyhebors  wif.  In  this  heste,  seith  seint  Austyn,  is 
forboden  al  maner  coveytise  to  do  leccherie.  Lo  what 
seith  seint  Mathew*  in  the  Gospel,  that  who  so  seth  a 
womman,  to  coveytise  of  his  lust,  he  hath  doon  lecchery 
with  hir  in  his  herte.  Here  may  ye  se,  that  nought 
oonly  the  dede  of  this  synne  is  forboden,  but  eek  the 
desir  to  do  that  synne.  This  cursed  synne  annoyeth 
grevously  hem  that  it  haunten :  and  first  to  here  soule, 
for  he  obligith  it  to  synne  and  to  pyne  of  the  deth  that 
is  perdurable;  unto  the  body  annoyeth  it  grevously 
also,  for  it  dreyeth  him  and  wastith  him,  and  schent 
him,  and  of  his  blood  he  makith  sacrifice  to  the  devel 
of  helle;  it  wastith  eek  his  catel  and  his  substaunce. 
And  certes,  if  that  it  be  a  foul  thing  a  man  to  waste 
his  catel  on  wommen,  yit  is  it  a  fouler  thing,  whan 
that  for  such  ordure  wommen  dispende  upon  men  here 


*  Rey.  xxi.  8.  s  See  vol.  ii.  p.  164,  note  3.        8  Matt.  xix.  5. 

4  Ephes.  v.  a5.         *  Exod.  xx.  17.  «  Matt.  y.  a8. 
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catel  and  Here  substaunce.  This  synne,  as  saith  the 
prophete,  byreveth  man  and  womman  her  good  fame 
and  al  here  honour,  and  it  is  ful  pleasaunt  to  the 
devel;  for  therby  wynneth  he  the  moste  pray  of  this 
world.  And  right  as  a  marchaunt  deliteth  him  most 
in  chaffare  that  he  hath  most  avauntage  of,  right  so 
delitith  the  feend  in  this  ordure. 

This  is  the  other  hond  of  the  devel,  with  fyve  fyn- 
gres,  to  cacche  the  poeple  to  his  vilonye.  The  firste 
fynger  is  the  foule  lokyng  of  the  foule  womman  and  of 
the  foule  man,  that  sleth  right  as  a  basiliskoc  sleth  folk 
by  the  venym  of  his  sight ;  for  the  coveytise  of  eyen 
folwith  the  coveytise  of  the  herte.  The  secounde  fynger 
is  the  vileynes  touchinge  in  wikkid  manere.  And 
therfore  saith  Salomon,1  that  who  so  touchith  and 
handelith  a  womman,  he  farith  lik  him  that  handelith 
the  scorpioun,  that  styngith  and  sodeinly  sleeth  thurgh 
his  envenemynge ;  or  as  who  so  touchith  warm  picche, 
it  schent  his  fyngres.  The  thridde  is  foule  wordes, 
that  farith  lik  fuyr,  that  right  anoon  brenneth  the 
herte.  The  ferthe  is  the  kissyng;  and  trewely  he  were 
a  greet  fool  that  wolde  kisse  the  mouth  of  a  brennyng 
oven  or  of  a  forneys ;  and  more  fooles  ben  thay  that 
kyssen  in  vilonye,  for  that  mouth  is  the  mouth  of  helle ; 
and  namely  thise  olde  dotard  fooles  holours,  yit  wol 
thay  kisse,  and  flikkere,  and  besien  hemself,  though 
thay  may  nought  do.8  Certis  thay  ben  like  to  houndes ; 
for  an  hound  whan  he  cometh  to  a  roser,  or  by  other 
bussches,  though  he  may  nought  pisse,  yet  wil  he  heve 
up  his  leg  and  make  a  countenaunce  to  pisse.  And 
for  that  many  man  weneth  he  may  not  synne  for  no 
licorousnes  that  he  doth  with  his  wi£  certis  that  op- 
pinioun  is  fals;  God  wot  a  man  may  sle  himself  with 
his  owne  knyf,  and  make  himself  dronk  of  his  oughne 

1  Prov.  vi.  *7 ;  Ecclus.  xii.  i3 ;  xiii.  i. 
2  The  Harl.  MS.,  supported  by  the  Lansd.  MS.,  reads  Hue,  though 
thay  may  nought  do  and  mater  hem.    The  reading  in  the  text,  which  if 
that  of  Tyrwhitt,  seems  to  me  better. — W. 
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tonne.  Certis,  be  it  wif,  or  child,  or  eny  worldly 
thing,  that  he  lovyth  biforn  God,  it  is  his  maumet, 
and  he  is  an  ydolastre.  Man  schulde  love  his  wyf  by 
discrescioun,  paciently  and  attemperelly,  and  thann* 
is  sche,  as  it  were,  his  suster.  The  fyfte  fynger  of  the 
develes  hond,  is  the  stynkynge  dede  of  leccherie. 
Certes  the  fyve  fyngres  of  glotonye  the  devel  put  in 
the  wombe  of  a  man;  and  his  fyve  fyngres  of  lecchery 
bygripeth  him  by  the  reynes,  for  to  throwe  him  into 
the  foumeys  of  helle,  there  as  they  schuln  have  the 
fuyr  and  the  wormes  that  ever  schal  lasten,  and  wepyng 
and  wayling,  and  scharp  hunger  and  thurst,  and  gris- 
lines  of  develes,  that  schul  al  to-tere  hem  withoute 
respit  and  withouten  ende.  Of  leccherie,  as  I  sayde, 
sourdren  divers  spices :  as  fornicacioun,  that  is  bitwen 
man  and  womman  that  ben  nought  maried,  and  this  is 
dedly  synne,  and  against  nature.  Al  that  is  enemy 
and  destruccioun  to  nature,  is  agayns  nature.  Par  fay 
the  resoun  of  a  man  tellith  him  wel  that  it  is  dedly 
synne,  for  als  moche  as  God  forbad  leccherie.  And 
seint  Poule1  gevith  hem  that  regne  that  is  due  to  no 
wight  but  hem  that  doon  synne  dedly.  Another  synne 
of  lecchery  is,  for  to  bireve  a  may  den  of  hir  mayden- 
hode;  for  he  that  so  doth,  certes  he  casteth  a  mayden 
out  of  the  heighest  degre  thut  is  in  the  present  li£  and 
birevith  hir  thilke  precious  fruyt  that  the  book  clepith 
the  hundrid  fruyt, — I  can  geve  it  noon  other  name  in 
Englisch,  but  in  Latyn  it  is  i-clepid  centesimus  fructua 
(secundum  Hieronymum  contra  Jovmiwnwm).  Certes 
he  that  so  doth,  is  cause  of  many  harmes  and  vilenyes, 
mo  than  eny  man  can  rekene;  right  as  he  som  tyme 
is  cause  of  alle  the  damages  that  bestis  doon  in  the 
feeld,  that  brekith  the  hegge  of  the  closure,  thurgh 
which  he  destroyeth  that  may  not  be  restored;  for 
certes  no  more  may  maydenhode  be  restored,  than  an 
arm,  that  is  smyten  fro  the  body,  retourne  agayn  to 

1  Gal.  v.  19,20,21. 
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waxe;  sche  may  liave  mercy,  this  wot  I  wel,  if  sche 
have  wille  to  do  penitence,  but  never  schal  it  be  but 
that  sche  nas  corrupt.  And  al  be  it  so  that  I  have 
spoke  somwhat  of  advoutre,  yit  is  it  good  to  speke  of 
mo  perils  that  longen  to  advoutre,  for  to  eschiewe  that 
foule  synne.  Advoutrie,  in  Latyn,  is  for  to  sayn,  ap- 
proaching of  other  mannes  bed,  thorugh  the  which 
tho  that  whilom  were  oon  fleisch,  abandone  here  bodyes 
to  other  persones.  Of  this  synne,  as  saith  the  wise 
man,  many  harmes  cometh  thereof;  first,  brekyng  of 
faith;  and  certes  faith  is  the  keye  of  cristendoni,1  and 
whan  that  faith  is  broke  and  lorn,  sothely  cristendom 
is  lorn,  and  stont  veyn  and  withouten  fruyt.  This 
synne  is  eek  a  theef,  for  theffce  is  generally  to  speke  to 
reve  a  wight  his  thing  agayns  his  wille.  Certis,  this  is 
the  foulest  theffce  that  may  be,  whan  a  womman  stelith 
hir  body  from  hire  housbonde,  and  giveth  it  to  hire 
holour  to  defoule  hire,  and  stelith  hir  soule  fro  Crist, 
and  gevith  it  to  the  devel.  This  is  a  fouler  theffce 
than  for  to  breke  a  chirche  and  stele  chalises,  for  these 
advouterers  breke  the  temple  of  God  spirituelly,  and 
stelen  the  vessel  of  grace,  that  is  the  body  and  the 
soule;  for  which  Jhesu  Crist  schal  destroyen  hem,  as 
saith  seint  Poule.*  Sothely  of  this  theffce  doubtyd  gretly 
Joseph,*  whan  that  his  lordes  wyf  prayde  him  of 
vilonye,  whan  he  saide,  '  Lo,  my  lady,  how  my  lord 
hath  take  to  me  under  my  warde  al  that  he  hath  in 
this  world,  ne  no  thing  of  his  power  is  oute  of  my 
power,  but  oonly  ye  that  ben  his  wyf;  and  how  schuld 
I  do  thanne  this  wikkidnes,  and  synne  so  horribly 
agayns  God,  and  my  Lord?  God  it  forbede !'  Alas !  al 
to  litel  is  such  trouthe  now  i-founde.  The  thridde 
harm  is  the  filfche,  thurgh  which  thay  breken  the 
comaundement  of  God,  and  defoule  the  auctour  of  here 


i  That  which  unlocks  the  Christian  Church  to  the  believer,  being  the 
first  requisite  for  receiving  baptism  and  partaking  of  the  privileges  of 
the  Christian  religion. 

8  l  Cor.  iii.  17.  *  Gen.  xxxix.  8. 
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matrimonye,  that  is  Crist.  For  certis,  in  so  moche  as 
the  sacrament  of  manage  is  so  noble  and  so  digne,  so 
moche  is  it  the  gretter  synne  for  to  breke  it;  for  God 
Biakid  mariage  in  Paradis  in  thestat  of  innocence,  to 
multiplie  mankynde  to  the  service  of  God,  and  therfore 
is  the  brekyng  therof  the  more  grevous,  of  which 
broking  Cometh  fals  heires  ofte  tymes,  that  wrongfully 
occupien  mennes  heritage;  and  therfore  wolde  Crist 
putte  hem  out  of  the  regne  of  heven,  that  is  heritage 
to  goode  folk.  Of  this  broking  cometh  eek  ofte  tyme 
that  folk  unwar  wedden  or  synnen  with  her  kynrede; 
and  namely  these  harlottis,  that  haunten  bordels  of 
these  foule  wommen,  that  mowe  be  likened  to  a 
comune  gonge,  whereas  men  purgen  her  entrayles  of 
her  ordure.  What  say  we  eke  of  putours,  that  lyven 
by  the  orrible  synne  of  putrie,  and  constreyne 
wymmen,  ye,  som  tyme  his  oughne  wyf  or  his  child,  as 
don  these  baudes,  to  yelde  hem  a  certeyn  rente  of 
here  bodily  putrie?  certes,  these  ben  cursede  synnes. 
Understonde  eek  that  avoutrie  is  set  gladly  in  the 
ten  comaundements  bitwixe  manslaughter  and  thefte, 
for  it  is  the  grettest  thefte  that  may  be,  for  it  is 
thefte  of  body  and  soule,  and  it  is  lik  to  homicidie,  for 
it  kerveth  a-tuo  hem  that  first  were  makid  oon 
fleisch.  And  therfore  by  the  olde  lawe  of  God  thay 
scholde  be  slayn,  but  natheles,  by  the  lawe  of  Jhesu 
Crist,  that  is  the  lawe  of  pite,  whan  he  sayde  to  the 
womman  that  was  founde  in  advoutrie,  and  schulde 
have  ben  slayn  with  stoones  aftir  the  wille  of  the 
Jewes,  as  was  her  law,  '  Go/  quod  Jhesu  Crist,1 '  and 
wilne  no  more  to  do  synne ;'  sothely,  the  vengeance 
of  avouterye  is  awardid  to  the  peyne  of  helle,  but  if 
he  be  destourbed  by  penitence.  Yit  ben  ther  mo 
spices  of  this  cursed  synne,  as  whan  that  oon  of  hem 
is  religious,*  or  ellis  bothe,  or  for  folk  that  ben  entred 

*  John  Till.  3. 
2  That  is,  bound  by  a  religions  vow  of  chastity.    This  is  not  at  all 
Bke  Wiqkliffe's  doctrine. 
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into  ordre,  as  sub-dekin,  or  dekin,  or  prest,  or  hospi- 
talers; and  ever  the  higher  that  he  be  in  ordre,  the 
gretter  is  the  synne.  The  thinges  that  gretfy 
aggreggith  her  synne,  is  the  brekyng  of  here  avow  of 
chastite,  whan  thay  resceyved  the  ordre;  and  forther- 
over  is  soth,  that  holy  ordre  is  chefe  of  alle  the  tresor 
of  God,  and  is  a  special  signe  and  mark  of  chastite,  to 
schewe  that  thay  ben  joyned  to  chastite,  which  that 
is  the  moste  precious  lif  that  is.  And  eek  these 
ordred  folk  ben  specially  tytled  to  God,  and  of  the 
special  meyne  of  God ;  of  whiche  whan  thay  don  dedly 
synne,  thay  ben  the  special  traytours  of  God  and  of 
his  poeple,  for  thay  lyven  of  the  poeple  to  praye  for 
the  poeple,  and  whil  thay  ben  suche  traytours  here 
prayer  avayleth  not  to  the  poeple.  Frestis  ben 
aungels,  as  by  the  dignite  of  here  misterie;  but  for 
soth  seint  Foul1  saith,  that  Sathanas  transformeth 
him  in  an  aungel  of  light  Sothely,  the  prest  that 
hauntith  dedly  synne,  he  may  be  likened  to  the 
aungel  of  derknes,  transformed  into  the  aungel  of 
light ;  and  he  semeth  aungel  of  light,  but  for  sothe  he 
is  aungil  of  darknes.  Suche  prestes  ben  the  sones  of 
Helle,  as  schewith  in  the  book  of  Kinges,'  that  thay 
were  the  sones  of  Belial,  that  is,  the  devel.  Belial  is 
to  say,  withoute  juge,  and  so  faren  thay;  thay  thynke 
hem  fre,  and  han  no  juge,  no  more  than  hath  a  fre 
bole,  that  takith  which  cow  that  him  liketh  in  the 
toun.  So  faren  thay  by  wommen;  for  right  as  a  fre 
bole  is  y-nough  for  al  a  toun,  right  so  is  a  wikked 
prest  corrupcioun  y-nough  for  al  a  parisch,  or  for  al  a 
contray.  These  prestes,  as  saith  the  book,  ne  conne 
not  ministere  the  mistery  of  presthode  to  the  poeple, 
ne  God  ne  knowe  thay  not ;  thay  holde  hem  nought 
apayed,  as  saith  the  book,  of  soden  fleissch  that  was 
to  hem  oftred,  but  thay  tooke  by  force  the  fleissch 

1  a-  Cor.  xi.  14. 
»  1  Sam.  ii.  1a.     This  book  is  called  in  the  Vulgate,  from  which 
Chaucci  quotes,  the  flrtt  book  qf  Kings. 
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that  is  raw.  Certes,  so  these  schrewes  holde  hem  not 
appayed  with  roasted  fleissh  and  sode  fleissh,  with 
whiche  the  poeple  feeden  hem  in  gret  reverence,  but 
thay  wil  have  raw  fleisch  of  folkes  wyves  and  here 
dough  tres.  And  certes,  these  wommen  that  consenten 
to  here  harlotrie,  don  gret  wrong  to  Crist  and  to  holy 
chirche,  and  to  alle  halwes,  and  to  alle  soules,  for 
thay  bireven  alle  these  hem  that  schulde  worschipe 
Crist  and  holy  chirche  and  pray  for  cristen  soules. 
And  therfore  han  suche  prestis,  and  here  lemmans 
eeke  that  consenten  to  here  leccherie,  the  malisoun  of 
al  the  court  cristian,  til  thay  come  to  amendement. 
The  thridde  spice  of  advoutry  is  som  tyme  bitwixe  a 
man  and  his  wif,  and  that  is,  whan  thay  take  noon 
regard1  in  her  assembling  but  oonly  to  the  fleischly 
delit,  as  saith  seint  Jerom,  and  ne  rekke  of  no  thing 
but  that  thay  be  assemblid  bycause  that  thay  ben 
maried ;  al  is  good  y-nough  as  thinkith  hem.  But  in 
suche  folk  hath  the  devel  power,  as  saith  the  aungel 
Raphael  to  Thoby,a  for  in  here  assemblyng,  thay 
putten  Jhesu  Crist  out  of  her  herte,  and  given  hemself 
to  alle  ordure.  The  ferthe  spice  is  the  assemble  of 
hem  that  ben  of  here  kynrede,  or  of  hem  that  ben  of 
oon  affinite,  or  elles  with  hem  with  whiche  here  fadres 
or  here  kynrede  han  deled  in  the  synne  of  leccherie; 
this  synne  makith  hem  like  houndes,  that  taken  noon 
heede  of  kynrede.  And  certes,  parenteal  is  in  tuo 
maneres,  eyther  gostly  or  fleisshly.  Gostly,  as  for 
to  dele  with  her  gossib;  for  right  so  as  he  that  engen- 
drith  a  child,  is  his  fleisshly  fader,  right  so  is  his  god- 
father his  fader  espirituel;  for  which  a  womman  may 
in  no  lasse  synne  assemble  with  hir  gossib,  than  with 
hire  oughne  fleischly  fader  or  brother.  The  fifte 
spice  is  thilke  abhominable  synne,  of  which  that  no 
man  unnethe  oughte  to  speke  ne  write,  natheles  it  i* 


>  The  Harl.  MS.  reads  reward,  which  does  not  make  sense. 
*  Tobit  vi.  17. 
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openly  rehersed  in  holy  wryt.  But  though  that  holy 
writ  speke  of  horrible  synne,  certes  holy  writ  may  not 
be  defouled,  no  more  than  the  sonne  that  schyneth  on 
a  dongehul.  Another  synne  apperteneth  to  lecchery, 
that  cometh  in  sleping,  and  this  synne  cometh  ofte  to 
hem  that  ben  maydenes,  and  eek  to  hem  that  ben 
corrupte ;  and  this  synne  men  clepen  pollucioun,  that 
cometh  in  foure  maners ;  som  tynie  it  cometh  of  Ian- 
guisschynge  of  the  body,  for  the  humours  ben  to 
ranke  and  to  abundaunt  in  the  body  of  man;  som 
tyme  of  infirmite,  for  feblenesse  of  the  vertu  retentyf, 
as  phisik  makith  mencioun;  and  som  tyme  for  surfete 
of  mete  and  drynke ;  som  tyme  of  vileins  thoughtes 
that  ben  enclosed  in  marines  mynde  whan  he  gothe  to 
slepe,  which  may  not  be  withouten  synne ;  for  which 
man  must  kepe  him  wisely,  or  elles  may  men  synne 
grevously. 

REMEDIUM  CONTRA  LUXURIAM. 

Now  cometh  the  remedye  agens  lecchery,  and  that 
is  generally  chastite  of  wikkedhede  and  continence 
that  restreyneth  alle  the  disordeigne  moevynges  that 
comen  of  fleischly  talentes;  and  ever  the  gretter  meryt 
schal  he  han  that  most  restreyneth  eschaufynges  of 
ordure  of  this  synne;  and  this  is  in  tuo  maneres;  that 
is  to  sayn,  chastite  of  mariage,  and  chastite  of  widew- 
hede.  Now  schalt  thou  understonde,  that  matrimoigne 
is  leful  assemblynge  of  man  and  womman,  that  re- 
sceyven  by  virtu  of  this  sacrement  the  bond  thurgh 
which  thay  may  not  be  departid  in  al  here  lif,  that  is 
to  say,  while  thay  lyven  bothe.  This,  as  saith  the 
boke,1  is  a  ful  gret  sacrement :  God  makid  it  (as  I 
have  said)  in  Paradis,  and  wolde  himself  be  born  in 
mariage;  and  for  to  halwen  mariage  he  was  at  the 
weddyng*  wheras  he  turnede  watir  into  wyn,  which 
was  the  firste  miracle  that  he  wrought  in  erthe  biforn 


i  Epbe*  v.  3*.  a  John  ii. 
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his  disciples.  The  trewe  effect  of  manage  clensith 
fornicacioun,  and  replenischith  holy  chirche  of  good 
lynage,  for  that  is  the  ende  of  mariage,  and  it  chaungith 
dedly  synne  into  venyal  synne1  bituixe  hem  that  ben 
weddid.  and  maketh  the  hertes  al  one,  as  wel  as  the 
bodyes.  This  is  verray  mariage  that  was  first  blessed 
by  God,  er  that  the  synne  bigan,  whan  naturel  lawe 
was  in  his  right  poynt  in  Paradis ;  and  it  was  ordeyned, 
that  oon  man  schulde  have  but  oon  womman,  and  oon 
womman  but  oon  man,  as  saith  seint  Augustyn,  by 
many  resouns.  First,  for  mariage  is  figured  bitwixe 
Crist  and  holy  chirche  ;a  another  is,  for  a  man  is  heed 
of  a  womman*  (algate  by  ordinaunce  it  schulde  be  so) ; 
for  if  a  womman  had  mo  men  than  oon,  than  schulde 
sche  have  mo  hedes  than  oon,  and  that  were  an  horrible 
thing  biforn  God;  and  eek  a  womman  myghte  nought 
please  many  folk  al  at  oones;  and  also  ther  ne  schulde 
never  be  pees  and  rest  among  hem,  for  everich  wolde 
aske  his  oughne  thing.  And  fortherover,  no  man 
schulde  knowe  his  oughne  engendrure,  ne  who  schulde 
have  his  heritage,  and  the  womman  scholde  be  the 
lasse  loved  fro  the  tyme  that  sche  were  joyned  to 
many  men. 

Now  oometh  how  that  a  man  schulde  bere  him 
with  his  wif,  and  namely  in  tuo  thinges,  that  is  to 
sayn,  in  sufferaunce  and  in  reverence,  and  that 
schewed  Crist  when  he  made  first  womman.  For  he 
ne  made  hire  not  of  the  heed  of  Adam,  for  sche 
schulde  not  to  gret  lordschipe  have;  for  ther  as  the 
womman  hath  the  maistry,  sche  makith  to  moche 
disaray;  ther  needith  noon  ensample  of  this,  the 
experience  that  we  have  day  by  day  oughte  suffice. 
Also  certes,  God  ne  made  nought  womman  of  the  foot 
of  Adam,  for  sche  ne  scholde  nought  be  holden  to 
lowe,  for  sche  can  not  paciently  suffre.  But  God 
made  womman  of  the  ribbe  of  Adam,  for  womman 


1  8€«  toI.  i.  p.  307,  note  3.         2  Ephes.  v.  »5-         8  i  Cor.  xi.  3. 
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schulde  be  felawe  unto  man.  Man  schulde  bere  him 
to  his  wif  in  faith,  in  trouthe,  and  in  love;  as  saith 
seint  Poule,1  that  a  man  schulde  love  his  wi£  as 
Crist  loved  holy  chirche,  that  loved  it  so  wel  that  he 
deyed  for  it;  so  schulde  a  man  for  his  wyf,  if  it  were 
neede. 

Now  how  that  a  womman  schulde  be  subject  to  hir 
housbonde,  that  tellith  seint  Peter,  iij°  c°;  first  in 
-obedience.  And  eek,  as  saith  the  decre,  a  womman 
that  is  a  wif,  as  longe  as  sche  is  a  wif,  sche  hath  noon 
auctoiite  to  swere  ne  to  bere  witnesse,  without  leve  of 
hir  housbonde,  that  is  hir  lord;  algate  he  schulde  be 
so  by  resoun.  Sche  schulde  eek  serve  him  in  al 
honeste,  and  ben  attempre  of  hir  array.  T  wot  wel 
that  thay  schulde  sette  here  entent  to  please  her 
housbondes,  but  nought  by  here  queyntise  of  array. 
Seint  Jerom  saith,  that  wyves  that  ben  arrayed  in 
silk  and  in  purpre,  ne  mowe  nought  clothe  hem  ir. 
Jhesu  Crist.  Loke  what  saith  saint  Johan  eek  in  the 
same  matier.  Seint  Gregori  saith  eek,  that  no  wight 
sekith  precious  clothing  ne  array,  but  oonly  for  veyn- 
glorie  to  ben  honoured  the  more  biforn  the  poeple. 
It  is  a  gret  folly,  a  womman  to  have  fair  array  out- 
ward, and  hirsilf  to  ben  foul  in-ward.  A  wyf  schulde 
eek  be  mesurable  in  lokyng,  and  in  beryng,  and  in 
laugheing,  and  discrete  in  alle  hir  wordes  and  hir 
dedes,  and  above  alle  worldly  thinges  sche  schulde 
love  hir  housebonde  with  al  hire  herte,  and  to  him  to 
be  trewe  of  hir  body;  so  scholde  an  housebonde  eeke 
ben  trewe  to  his  wif;  for  sith  that  al  the  body  is  the 
housebondes,  so  schulde  here  herte  ben,  or  elles  ther 
is  bitwixe  hem  tuo,  as  in  that,  no  parfyt  mariage. 
Thanne  schal  men  understonde,  that  for  thre  thinges 
a  man  and  his  wyf  mowe  fleischly  assemble.  The 
firste  is,  in  entent  of  engendrure  of  children,  to  the 
service  of  God,  for  certis  that  is  the  cause  fynal  of 

1  Ephes.  r.  as.  *  He  appears  to  allude  to  1  £eter  ill.  I. 
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matrimoyne.  The  secounde  cause  is,  to  yelden 
everych  of  hem  his  dette  unto  other  of  his  body;  for 
neyther  of  hem  hath  power  of  his  oughne  body.1 
The  thridde  is,  for  to  eschiewe  leccherie  and  vilenye. 
The  ferthe  for  sothe  is  dedly  synne.  As  to  the 
firste,  it  is  meritory;  the  secounde  also,  for,  as  saith 
the  decre,  that  sche  hath  merite  of  chastite,  that 
yeldith  to  hir  housebonde  the  dette  of  hir  body,  ye 
though  it  be  agayn  hir  likyng  and  the  lust  of  hir 
hert  The  thridde  maner  is  venial  synne ;  and  trewly, 
scarsly  may  eny  of  these  be  withoute  venial  synne,  for 
the  corrupcioun  and  for  the  delit.  The  ferthe  maner 
is  for  to  understonde,  as  if  thay  assemble  oonly  for 
amorous  love,  and  for  noon  of  the  forsayde  causes,  but 
for  to  accomplise  thilke  brennynge  delyt,  thay  rekke 
never  how  ofte,  sothely  it  is  dedly  synne;  and  yit, 
with  sorwe,  some  folk  wole  more  peyn  hem  for  to 
doon,  than  to  her  appetit  suffiseth. 

The  secounde  maner  of  chastite  is  to  ben  a  clene 
widewe.  and  to  eschiewe  the  embrasynges  of  men,  and 
desiren  the  embrasynges  of  Jhesu  Crist.  These  ben 
tho  that  han  ben  wyves,  and  han  forgon  here  house- 
bondes,  and  eek  wommen  that  han  doon  leccherie,  and 
be  relieved  by  penitence.  And  certis,  if  that  a  wyf 
couthe  kepe  hir  al  chast,  by  licence  of  hir  housebonde, 
so  that  sche  geve  non  occasioun  that  he  agilt,  it  were 
to  hir  a  gret  merit.  Thise  maner  wymmen,  that 
observen  chastite,  moste  be  clene  in  herte  as  wel  as  in 
body,  a^d  in  thought,  and  mesurable  in  clothing  and 
in  countenaunce,  abstinent  in  etyng  and  drynkyng,  in 
speche  and  in  dede,  and  thanne  is  sche  the  vessel  or 
the  boyst  of  the  blessed  Magdaleyne,  that  fulfillith 
holy  chirche  ful  of  good  odour.  The  thridde  maner 
of  chastite  is  virginite,  and  it  bihoveth  that  sche  be 
holy  in  herte,  and  clene  of  body,  and  thanne  is  sche 
spouse  of  Jhesu  Crist,  and  sche  is  the  lif  of  aungels; 

*  i  Cor.  Til.  3,4- 
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sche  is  the  preysyng  of  this  world,  and  she  is  as  these 
martires  in  egalite ;  sche  hath  in  hir  that  tongue  may 
nought  telle.  Virginite  bar  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist, 
and  virgine  was  himselve. 

Another  remedy  agayns  leccherie  is  specially  to 
withdrawe  such  thinges  as  given  occasioun  to  thilke 
vilonye;  as  ?  ease,  and  etyng,  and  drynkyng;  for 
certes,  whan  the  pot  boylith  strongely,  the  beste 
remedy e  is  to  withdrawe  the  fuyr.  Sleping  eek 
longe  in  greet  quiete  is  also  a  greet  norice  unto 
leccherie. 

Another  remedye  agayns  leccherie  is,  that  a  man 
or  a  womman  eschiewe  the  companye  of  hem  by 
whiche  he  doutith  to  be  tempted;  for  al  be  it  so  that 
the  dede  be  withstonde,  yit  is  ther  gret  temptacioun. 
Sothely  a  whit  wal,  although  it  brenne  not  fully  by 
stikyng  of  a  candel,  yet  is  the  wal  blak  of  the  leyte. 
Ful  ofte  tyme  I  rede,  that  no  man  truste  in  his  oughne 
perfeccioun,  but  he  be  strenger  than  Sampson,  or 
holiere  than  Davyd,  or  wiser  than  Salomon. 

Now  after  that  I  have  declared  yow  the  seven 
dedly  synnes  as  I  can,  and  some  of  here  braunches, 
and  here  remedyes,  sothely,  if  I  couthe,  I  wolde  telle 
yow  the  ten  comaundements,1  but  so  heigh  a  doctrine 
I  leve  to  divines.  But  natheles,  I  hope  to  God  thay 
ben  touchid  in  this  litel  tretys  everich  of  hem  alle. 

Now  for  as  moche  as  the  secounde  part  of  penitence 
stant  in  confessioun  of  mouth,  as  I  bigan  in  the  firste 
chapitre,  I  say,  seint  Austyn  saith,  synne  is  every 
word  and  every  dede,  and  al  that  men  coveyten  agayn 
the  lawe  of  Jhesu  Crist;  and  this  is  for  to  synne,  in 
herte,  in  mouthe,  and  in  dede,  by  thy  fyve  wittis,  that 
ben  sight,  heeryng,  smellyng,  tastyng,  or  savoryng,  or 
felyng.  Now  it  is  good  to  understonden  the  circum- 
staunces  that  aggreggen  moche  to  every  synne.     Thou 

1  The  application  to  Christian  morals  of  the  commandment*  of  the 
Decalogue,  which  were  originally  intended  only  for  the  Jews,  is  by  no 
i  a  simple  matter  to  those  who  are  best  acquainted  with  theology. 
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8oha.lt  considre  what  thou  art  that  dost  the  synne* 
whethir  that  thou  be  mal  or  femal,  old  other  yong. 
gentil  or  thral,  fre  or  servaunt,  hool  or  seek,  weddid 
or  sengle,  ordrid  or  unordred,  wys  or  fool,  clerk  or 
seculer;  if  sche  be  of  thy  kyn,  bodily  or  gostly,  or 
noon;  if  eny  of  thy  kynrede  have  synned  with  hire  or 
noon,  and  many  mo  thinges. 

That  other  circumstaunce  is,  whether  it  be  don  in 
fornicacioun  or  in  advoutry,  or  incest  or  noon,  or 
mayden  or  noon,  in  maner  of  homicide  or  noon, 
horrible  grete  synne  or  smale,  and  how  long  thou  hast 
continued  in  synne.  The  thridde  circumstaunce  is 
the  place  wher  thou  hast  don  synne,  whether  in  other 
mennes  houses,  or  in  thin  owne,  in  feld,  or  in  chirche, 
or  in  chirchehawe,  in  chirche  dedicate,  or  noon.  For 
if  the  chirche  were  halowed,  and  man  or  womman 
spillid  his  kynde  within  that  place,  by  way  of  synne 
or  by  wykked  temptacioun,  it  is  enterdited  til  it  be 
reconsiled  by  the  bischop;  and  the  prest  scholde  be 
enterdyted  that  dede  such  a  vilonye  to  terme  of  al  his 
lyf,  and  scholde  no  more  synge  no  masse;  and  if  he 
dede,  he  schulde  do  dedly  synne,  at  every  tyme  that 
he  song  masse.  The  ferthe  circumstaunce  is,  by 
which  mediatours,  as  by  messagers,  or  for  entysement, 
or  for  consentement,  to  bere  companye  with  felaw- 
ship ;  for  many  a  wrecche,  for  to  bere  companye,  wol 
go  to  the  devel  of  helle.  For  thay  that  eggyn  or 
consentyn  to  the  synne,  ben  parteneres  of  the  synne, 
and  of  the  dampnacioun  of  the  synnere.  The  fyfle 
circumstaunce  is,  how  many  tymes  that  he  hath 
synned,  if  it  be  in  his  mynde,  and  how  ofte  he  hath 
falle.  For  he  that  ofte  fallith  in  synne,  despiseth  the 
mercy  of  God,  and  encresceth  his  synne,  and  is  un- 
kynde  to  Crist,  and  he  waxith  the  more  feble  to  with- 
stonde  synne,  and  gynneth  the  more  lightly,  and  the 
latter  arrisith,  and  is  the  more  esohiewe1  to  schrive 

1  Perhaps  eschiewe  may  be  here  an  adjective,  meaning  disinclined 
Tyrwhitt  reads  $lawf  the  meaning  of  which  Is  more  obvious. 
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him,  and  namely  to  him  that  hath  ben  his  confessour. 
For  whiche  that  folk,  whan  thay  falle  agayn  to  here 
olde  folies,  eyther  thay  forletin  her  confessours  al 
utterly,  or  ellis  thay  departen  here  schrifte  in  divers 
places;  but  sothely  such  departed  schrifbe  hath  no 
mercy  of  God  of  his  synnes.  The  sixte  circumstaunce 
is,  why  that  a  man  synneth,  as  by  which  temptacioun ; 
and  if  himself  procure  thilke  temptacioun,  or  by 
excityng  of  other  folk;  or  if  he  synne  with  a  womman 
by  force  or  by  hir  owne  assent ;  or  if  the  womman 
maugre  hir  heed  hath  ben  enforced  or  noon,  this  schal 
ache  telle,  and  whether  it  were  for  coveytise  or  for 
poverte,  and  if  it  was  hire  procuryng  or  noon,  and 
alle  such  maner  harneys.  The  seventhe  circum- 
staunce is,  in  what  maner  he  hath  don  his  synne,  or 
how  that  sche  hath  suflred  that  folk  han  doon  to  hire. 
The  same  schal  the  man  telle  pleynly,  with  alle  the 
oircumstaunces,  and  whether  he  have  synned  with 
commune  bordeal  womman  or  noon,  or  doon  his  synne 
in  holy  tyme  or  noon,  in  fastyng  tyme  or  noon,  or 
biforn  his  schrifbe,  or  after  his  latter  schrifbe,  and  hath 
peradventure  broken  therby  his  penaunce  enjoyned 
therfor,  by  whos  help  or  by  whos  counsel!,  by  sorcery 
or  by  other  crafte,  al  moste  be  told.  Alle  these 
thinges,  after  thay  be  grete  or  smale,  engreggen  the 
consciens  of  a  man.  And  eek  the  prest  that  is  the 
jugge,  may  the  better  ben  avysed  of  his  jugement  in 
givyng  of  thy  penaunce,  and  that  is  after  thy  contri- 
cioun.  For  understonde  wel,  that  after  the  tyme  that 
a  man  hath  defouled  his  baptisme  by  synne,  if  he  wol 
come  to  savacioun,  ther  is  noon  other  wey  but  peni- 
tence,1 and  schrifbe  of  mouthe,  and  by  satisfaccioun;  and 
namely  by  the  tuo,  if  ther  be  a  confessour  to  which 
he  may  schyrve  him,  and  the  thridde  if  ye  have  lif  to 
parforme  it.       

1  The  way  of  penitence  is  compared  by  the  Fathers  to  a  plank,  on 
which  the  shipwrecked  mariner  may  save  himself  from  drowning 
though  oast  out  of  the  ship. 
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Thaune  schal  men  loke  it  and  considre,  that  if  he 
wol  make  a  trewe  and  a  profitable  confessioun,  ther 
moste  be  foure  condiciouns.  First,  it  moste  ben  in 
sorweful  bitterncsse  of  herte,  as  sayde  the  king  Eze- 
chiel1  to  God,  I  wol  remembre  me  afle  the  yeres  of  my 
lif  in  bitternes  of  myn  hert.  This  condicioun  of 
bitternes  have  fyve  signes;  the  first  is,  that  confessioun 
moste  be  schamefast,  not  for  to  covere  ne  hyde  his 
synne,  but  for  he  hath  agultid  his  God  and  defoulid 
his  soule.  And  herof  saith  seint  Augustyn,  the  herte 
tremblith  for  schame  of  his  synne,  and  for  he  hath 
gret  schamefastnes  he  is  digne  to  have  gret  mercy  of 
God.  Such  was  the  confessioun  of  the  publican,*  that 
wolde  nought  heve  up  his  eyghen  to  beven,  for  he  had 
offendid  God  of  heven;  for  which  schamefastnes  he 
had  anon  the  mercy  of  God.  And  therfore  seith  seint 
Augustyn,  that  such  schamefast  folk  ben  next  forgeve- 
nes  of  remissioun.  The  secounde  signe  is  humilite  of 
confessioun ;  of  which  saith  seint  Petre,*  humblith  yow 
under  the  might  of  God ;  the  hond  of  God  is  myghty 
in  confessioun,  for  therby  God  forgiveth  the  thy 
synnes,  for  he  alone  hath  the  power.  And  this 
humilite  schal  ben  in  herte,  and  in  signe  outward ;  for 
right  as  he  hath  humilite  to  God  in  his  herte,  right  so 
schulde  he  humble  his  body  out-ward  to  the  prest, 
that  sittith  in  Goddes  place.  For  which  in  no  maaere, 
sith  that  Crist  is  soverayn,  and  the  prest  is  his  mene 
and  mediatour  betwix  Crist  and  the  synnere,  and  the 
synner  is  the  lasse  as  by  way  of  resoun,  thanne  schulde 
nought  the  confessour  sitte  as  lowe  as  the  synnere, 
but  the  synnere  schulde  knele  biforn  him  or  at  his 
feet,  but  if  malady e  distourbid  it;  for  he  schal  take  no 
keep  who  sittith  there,  but  in  whos  place  that  he 
gitteth.  A  man  that  hath  trespassed  to  a  lord,  and 
cometh  for  to  axe  him  of  mercy  and  to  maken  his 


i  The  true  reading  is  Ezeohias,  or  HezeHah.    The  quotation  is  from 
Isaiah  zxZTiii.  i5. 

*  Lake  xriii.  to  *  i  Peter  r.  6*. 
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accord,  and  settith  him  doun  anoon  by  the  lord,  men 
wolde  holde  him  outrageous,  and  not  worthy  so  soone 
for  to  have  mercy  ne  remissioun.  The  thridde  signe 
is,  that  thy  schrifte  schulde  be  ful  of  teeris,  if  men 
may  wepe;  and  if  he  may  not  wepe  with  his  bodily 
eyen,  let  him  wepe  with  his  herte.  Such  was  the  con- 
fessiounof  seint  Peter;1  for  after  that  he  hadde  forsake 
Jhesu  Crist,  he  wente  out  and  wept  ful  bitterly.  The 
ferthe  signe  is,  that  he  lette  nought  for  schame  to 
schryve  him  and  to  schewen  his  confessioun.  Such 
was  the  confessioun  of  Magdaleyn,3  that  spared  for  no 
schame  of  hem  that  were  at  the  feste  to  go  to  oure 
Lord  Jhesu  Crist  and  byknowe  to  him  hire  synne. 
The  fifte  signe  is,  that  a  man  or  a  womman  be  obeisaunt 
to  resceyve  the  penaunce  that  him  is  eojoyned.  For 
certis  Jhesu  Crist  for  the  gultes  of  oon  man  was  obe- 
dient to  his  deth. 

The  other  condicioun  of  verray  confessioun  is,  that 
it  hastily  be  doon;  for  certes,  if  a  man  had  a  dedly 
wounde,  ever  the  lenger  that  he  taried  to  warisch  him- 
self, the  more  wolde  it  corrupte  and  haste  him  to  his 
deth,  and  eek  the  wounde  wolde  be  the  worse  to  hele. 
And  right  so  fareth  synne,  that  long  time  is  in  a  man 
unschewed.  Certes  a  man  oughte  soone  schewe  his 
synne  for  many  causes;  as  for  drede  of  deth,  that 
cometh  sodeinly,  and  not  certeyn  what  tyme  it  schal 
come,  or  ben  in  what  place ;  and  eek  the  drecchyng  of 
oon  synne  draweth  another;  and  eek  the  lenger  he 
tarieth,  the  ferther  is  he  from  Crist.  And  if  he  abyde 
unto  his  laste  day,  skarsly  may  he  schrive  him  or 
remembre  him  of  his  synnes,  or  repente  for  the  grevous 
malady  of  his  deth.  And  for  as  moche  as  he  hath  not 
in  his  lif  herkened  Jhesu  Crist,  whan  he  hath  spoken, 
he  schal  crien  to  Jhesu  Crist  at  his  laste  day,  and 
gcarsly  wol  he  herken  him.  And  understonde  that 
this  condicioun  moste  have  foure  thinges.  First  that 
thy  schrifte  moste  ben  purveyed  byforn,  and  avysed, 

1  Mattxxvi  75.  *  Luke  vii.  37- 
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for  wikked  haste  doth  no  profyt;  and  that  a  man  can 
schryve  him  of  his  synnes,  be  it  of  pride  or  of  envye, 
and  so  forth  alle  the  spices  and  the  circumstaunces  J 
and  that  he  have  comprehendid  in  his  mynde  the 
nombre  and  the  gretnes  of  his  synne,  and  how  longe  he 
hath  lyen  in  synne ;  and  eek  that  he  be  contrit  of  his 
sinnes,  and  in  stedefast  purpos  (by  the  grace  of  God) 
never  eft  to  falle  in  synne;  and  eek  that  he  drede  and 
countrewayte  himself,  and  that  he  flee  the  occasiouns 
of  synne,  to  whiche  he  is  enclynecL  Also  that  thou 
schalt  schrive  the  of  alle  thin  synnes  to  oon  man,  and 
nat  a  parcel  to  oon  man,  and  a  parcel  to  another  man; 
that  is,  understonde,  in  entent  to  parte  thy  confessioun 
as  for  schame  or  drede,  for  it  nys  but  strangelyng  of 
thy  soule.  For  certes,  Jhesu  Crist  is  enterely  al 
good,  in  him  is  noon  imperfeccioun,  and  therfore 
outher  he  forgiveth  al  parfitely,  or  elles  never  a  deL 
I  say  nought,  if  thou  be  assigned  to  tby  penitencere 
for  certein  synne,  that  thou  art  bounde  to  schewe  him 
al  the  remenaunt  of  thy  synnes,  of  whiche  thou  hast 
beu  schryven  of  thy  curate,1  but  if  it  like  the  of  thin 
humilite;  this  is  no  departyng  of  schrifte.  Ne  I  ne 
say  not,  ther  as  I  speke  of  divisoun  of  confessioun, 
that  if  thou  have  licence  to  schryve  the  to  a  discret 
and  to  an  honest  prest,  wher  the  likith,8  and  eek  by 
the  licence  of  thy  curate,  that  thou  ne  maist  wel 
schrive  the  to  him  of  alle  thyn  synnes;  but  let  no 
synne  be  byhinde  untold  as  fer  as  thou  hast  remem- 
braunce.  And  whan  thou  schalt  be  schrive  of  thi 
curate,  telle  him  eeke  al  thy  synne  that  thou  hast 
doon  sith  thou  were  last  i-schry  vne.  This  is  no  wikkid 
entent  of  divisioun  of  schrifte. 


i  See  vol.  i.  p.  379,  note  4. 
*  No  man  was  bound  to  take  his  own  parish  priest  as  his  spiritual 
director,  bat  might  choose  any  one  in  whom  he  had  confidence.  The 
compilers  of  the  office  for  the  Holy  Communion  in  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer,  &c.,  appear  to  have  intended  to  maintain  this  liberty. — Seethe 
first  Exhortation  in  Communion  Service. 
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Also  thy  verrey  schrifte  askith  certeyn  condiciouns. 
First,  that  thou  schrive  the  by  thy  fre  wille,  nought 
ronstreyned,  ne  for  schame  of  folk,  ne  for  maladye,  or 
such  thing;  for  it  is  resoun,  that  he  that  trespassith 
with  his  fre  wille,  that  by  his  fre  wille  he  confesse  his 
trespas;  and  that  noon  other  man  schal  telle  his 
synne  but  himself;  ne  he  schal  not  nayte  or  denye  his 
synne,  ne  wraththe  him  with  the  prest  for  his  amo- 
nestynge  to  lete  synne.  The  secounde  condicioun  is, 
that  thy  schrifte  be  laweful,  that  is  to  sayn,  that  thou 
that  schrivest  the,  and  eek  the  prest  that  herith  thy 
confessioun,  ben  verrayly  in  the  feith  of  holy  chirche, 
and  that  a  man  be  nought  despaired  of  the  mercy  of 
Jhesu  Crist,  as  Caym  or  Judas.  And  eek  a  man  moot 
accuse  himself  of  his  owne  trespas  and  not  another; 
but  he  schal  blame  and  wite  himself  of  his  oughne 
malice  of  his  synne,  and  noon  other.  But  natheless, 
if  that  another  man  be  occasioun  or  ellis  enticer  of  his 
synne,  or  that  the  estate  of  a  persone  be  such  thurgh 
which  his  synne  aggreggith,  or  elles  that  he  may  not 
playnly  schryve  hym  but  he  telle  the  person  with 
which  he  hath  synned,  thanne  may  he  telle  it,  so  that 
his  entent  be  nought  to  bakbyte  the  persone,  but 
oonly  to  declare  his  confessioun. 

Thow  schalt  nought  eke  make  no  lesyng  in  thy  con- 
fessioun for  humilite,  peraventure  to  sayn  that  thou 
hast  don  synnes  of  whiche  thou  were  never  gulty ;  as 
seint  Augustyn  saith,  if  thou  bycause  of  humilite 
makest  lesynges  on  thisel£  though  thou  were  not  in 
synne  biforn,  yit  art  thou  thanne  in  synne  thurgh  thy 
lesynges.  Thou  most  also  schewe  thy  synno  by  thyn 
oughne  proper  mouth,  but  thou  woxe  dombe,  and  not 
by  no  lettre;  for  thou  that  hast  don  the  synne,  thou 
schalt  have  the  schame  of  the  confessioun.  Thou 
schalt  noughte  peynte  thy  confessioun,  by  faire  subtil 
wordes,  to  cover  the  more  thy  synne;  for  thanne 
bigilist  thou  thisel£  and  not  the  prest;  thou  most 
telle  it  platly,  be  it  never  so  foul  ne  so  horrible.  Thou 
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schalt  eek  schrive  the  to  a  prest  that  is  discrete  to 
counsaile  the;  and  thou  schalt  nought  schryve  the  for 
veineglorie,  ne  for  ypocrisie,  ne  for  no  cause  but  oonly 
for  the  doute  of  Jhesu  Crist  and  the  hele  of  thy  soul 
Thou  schalt  not  eek  renne  to  the  prest  sodeinly,  to 
telle  him  lightly  thy  synne,  as  who  tellith  a  tale  or  a 
jape,  but  avysily  and  with  gret  devocioun;  and  gene- 
rally schrive  the  ofte;  if  thou  ofte  falle,  ofte  thou 
arise  by  confessioun.  And  though  thou  schryve  the 
ofter  than  oones  of  synne  of  which  thou  hast  ben 
schriven,  it  is  the  more  merite;  and,  as  saith  seint 
Augustyn,  thou  schalt  have  the  more  lightly  relessyng 
and  grace  of  God,  bothe  of  synne  and  of  payne.  And 
certes  oones  a  yer  atte  lest  way  it  is  laweful  to  be 
houselyd,1  for  sothely  oones  a  yer  alle  thinges  in  the 
erthe  renovelen. 

DK  TERTIA  PARTE  PENITENTLY. 

Now  have  I  told  of  verray  confessioun,  that  is  the 
secounde  partye  of  penitence.  The  thridde  partye  of 
penitence  is  satisfaccioun,  and  that  stondith  generally 
in  almesdede  and  bodily  peyne.  Now  ben  ther  thre 
maner  of  almesdede;  contricioun  of  herte,  wher  a  man 
offereth  himself  to  God;  the  secounde  is,  to  have  pite 
of  the  defaute  of  his  neighebor;  the  thridde  is,  in 
geving  of  good  counseil  and  comfort,  gostly  and  bodily, 
where  men  han  neede,  and  namely  in  sustenaunce  of 
mennes  foode.  And  take  keep  that  a  man  hath  neede 
of  these  thinges  generally,  he  hath  neede  of  foode,  of 
clothing,  and  of  herberwe,  he  hath  neede  of  charitable 
counseil  and  visityng  in  prison  and  malady,  and  sepul- 
ture of  his  dede  body.  And  if  thou  may  not  visite 
the  needeful  with  thy  persone,  visite  by  thy  message 
and  by  thy  giftes.     These  ben  general  almesses  or 

1  To  communicate  once  a  year  at  Easter  was  one  of  the  precepts  of 
the  mediaeval  Church.  In  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer  every  one  is 
required  to  communicate  three  times  at  least.  See  Rubric  at  the  end  of 
Communion  Service. 
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werkes  of  charite,  of  hem  that  han  temporal  riches  or 
discrecioun  in  counselynge.  Of  these  werkes  schalt 
thou  hieren  at  the  day  of  doom. 

This  almes  schalt  thou  doon  of  thin  oughne  propui 
thinges,  and  hastily,  and  prively  if  thou  maist;  but 
natheles,  if  thou  maist  not  do  it  prively,  thou  schalt 
nought  forbere  to  do  almes,  though  men  se  it,  so  that 
it  be  nought  don  for  thank  of  the  world,  but  oonly  for 
thonk  of  Jhesu  Crist.  For,  as  witnessith  seint  Mat- 
hewe,  c°  vto,  a  cite  may  not  ben  hid  that  is  set  on  a 
mountayn,  ne  men  light  not  a  lanterne  and  put  it 
under  a  buisschel,  but  men  sette  it  on  a  candel-stikke, 
to  lighte  the  men  in  the  hous;  right  so  schal  youre 
light  lighten  biforn  men,  that  they  may  se  youre 
goode  werkes,  and  glorifien  youre  Fader  that  is  in 
heven. 

Now  as  to  speke  of  bodily  peyne,  it  is  in  prayere,  in 
wakinges,  in  fastynges,  in  vertuous  techmges.  Of 
orisouns  ye  schul  understonde,  that  orisounsor  prayeres, 
is  for  to  seyn,  a  pitous  wil  of  herte,  that  redressith  it 
in  God,  and  expressith  it  by  word  out-ward,  to  remeve 
harmes,  and  to  have  thinges  espirituel  and  durable, 
and  som  tyme  temporel  thinges.  Of  whiche  orisouns, 
certes  in  the  orisoun  of  the  Pater-noster  hath  oure 
Lord  Jhesu  Crist  enclosed  most  thinges.  Certis  it  is 
privileged  of  thre  thinges  in  his  dignite,  for  whiche  it 
is  more  digne  than  any  other  prayer;  for  Jhesu  Crist 
himself  maked  it  ;l  and  it  is  schort,  for  it  schulde  be 
coud*  the  more  lightly,  and  for  to  withholde  it  the 
more  esily  in  herte,  and  helpe  himselfe  the  ofbere  with 
this  orisoun,  and  for  a  man  schulde  be  the  lasse  wery 
to  say  it,  and  for  a  man  may  not  excuse  him  to  lerne 
it,  it  is  so  schort  and  so  easy;  and  for  it  comprehen- 
dith  in  itself  alle  goode  prayeres.  The  exposicioun  of 
this  holy  praier,  that  is  so  excellent  and  so  digne,  I 


1  Matt  Ti.  9. 
*  That  is,  That  it  might  be  learned  by  heart  the  more  easily. 
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bitake  to  these  maystres  of  theology,  save  thus  nioche 
wol  I  sayn,  whan  thou  prayest  that  God  schulde  for- 
give the  thy  gultes  as  thou  forgivest  hem  that  they 
gulten  to  the,  be  ful  wel  ware  that  thou  be  not  out  of 
charite.  This  holy  orisoun  amenisith  eek  venial  synne,1 
and  therfore  it  appendith  specially  to  penitence. 

This  praier  moste  be  trewely  sayd,  and  in  verray 
faith,  and  that  men  pray  to  God  ordinatly,  discretly,  and 
devoutly;  and  alway  a  man  schulde  putte  his  wille  to 
be  subject  to  the  wille  of  God.  This  orisoun  moste 
eek  be  sayd  with  greet  humblesse  and  ful  pure,  and 
honestly,  and  nought  to  the  annoyaunce  of  eny  man  or 
womman.  It  most  eek  be  continued  with  the  werkis 
of  charite.  It  avaylith  agayns  the  vices  of  the  soule; 
for,  as  seith  seint  Jerom,  by  fastyng  ben  saved  the 
vices  of  fleissch,  and  by  prayere  the  vices  of  the  soule. 

After  this  thou  schalt  understonde,  that  bodily 
peyne  stant  in  wakyng.  For  Jhesu  Crist  saith,* 
wakith  and  prayeth,  that  ye  ne  entre  not  into  tempta- 
cioun.  Ye  schul  understonde  also,  that  fastynge  stont 
in  thre  thinges,  in  forbering  of  bodily  mete  and  drink, 
and  in  forberyng  of  worldly  jolite,  and  in  forbering  of 
worldly  synne;  this  is  to  sayn,  that  a  man  schal  kepe 
him  fro  dedly  synne  in  al  that  he  may. 

And  thou  schalt  understonde  eek,  that  God  ordeyned 
fastyng,  and  to  fastyng  appurteynen  foure  thinges; 
largesce  to  pover  folk,  gladnes  of  hert  espirituel: 
not  to  ben  angry  ne  annoyed  negrucche  for  he  fastith; 
and  also  resonable  hour  for  to  ete  by  mesure,  that  is  to 
sayn,  a  man  schulde  not  ete  in  untyme,  ne  sitte  the 
lenger  at  his  mele,  for  he  fastith. 

Thanne  schal  thou  understonde,  that  bodily  peyne 
stant  in  discipline,  or  teching,  by  word,  or  by  writyng, 
or  by  ensample.  Also  in  weryng  of  heires  or  of 
stamyn  or  of  haberjeons  on  her  naked  fleisch  for  Cristes 

>  That  is,  Saying  this  prayer,  with  the  proper  disposition,  is  a  means 
•r  obtaining  pardon  for  venial  sin,  and  diminishing  its  bad  effects  upon 
the  mind.  s  Matt.  xxvi.  41. 
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sake,  and  suche  maner  penaunce ;  but  ware  the  wel 
that  such  maner  penaunce  of  thyn  fl  eissch  make  nought 
thin  herte  bitter  or  angry,  or  anoyed  of  thiself ;  for 
better  is  to  cast  away  thin  hayre  than  for  to  caste 
away  the  swetnes  of  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist.  And 
therfore  seith  seint  Poule,1  clothe  yow,  as  thay  that 
ben  chosen  of  God  in  herte,  of  misericorde,  debonairete, 
sufferaunce,  and  such  maner  of  clothing,  of  the  which 
Jhesu  Crist  is  more  appayed  than  of  haires  or  of 
bauberkis. 

Than  is  discipline  eek  in  knokking  on  the  brest,  in 
scourgyng  with  yerdes,9  in  knelynges,  in  tribulaciouns, 
in  suffring  paciently  wronges  that  ben  doon  to  him 
and  eek  in  pacient  sufferaunce  of  maledies,  or  lesyng 
of  worldly  catel,  or  of  wif,  or  of  child,  or  of  othir 
frendes. 

Thanne  schalt  thou  understonde  whiche  thinges 
destourben  penaunce,  and  this  is  in  foure  thinges;  that 
is  drede,  schame,  hope,  and  wanhope,  that  is,  despera- 
cioun.  And  for  to  speke  first  of  drede,  for  which  he 
weneth  that  he  may  suffre  no  penaunce,  ther  agayns  is 
remedye  for  to  thinke  that  bodily  penaunce  is  but 
schort  and  litel  at  the  regard  of  the  peyne  of  helle, 
that  is  so  cruel  and  so  long,  that  it  lastith  withouten 
ende. 

Now  agains  the  schame  that  a  man  hath  to  schryve 
him,  and  namely  these  ypocrites,  that  wolde  be  holde 
so  parfyt  that  thay  have  no  neede  to  schryve  hem; 
agayns  that  schame  schulde  a  man  thinke,  that  by  way 
of  resoun  he  that  hath  not  ben  aschamed  to  do  foule 
thinges,  certis  him  oughte  not  be  aschamed  to  doon 
faire  thinges  and  goode  thinges,  and  that  is  confessioun. 

i  Col.  iii.  i*. 
2  This  injudicious  mode  of  discipline  was  carried  to  a  great  excess  by 
Peter  Damian  and  other  men  of  eminent  abilities  and  sanctity  in  the 
middle  ages,  and  arose  from  the  idea  of  being  *  conformed  to  the 
sufferings  of  Christ ;'  but  these  men  forgot  that  His  sufferings  were,  if 
not  involuntary,  at  least  not  self-inflicted.  The  practice  is  highly 
disapproved  of  by  the  learned  Ab be*  Fleury  in  his  Ecclesiastical  History, 
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A  man  scholde  eek  thinke,  that  God  seeth  and  know- 
eth  alle  thy  thoughtes,  and  thy  werkes;  to  him  may 
no  thing  be  hyd  ne  covered.  Men  schulde  eek  re- 
membre  hem  of  the  schame  that  is  to  come  at  the  day 
of  doom,  to  hem  that  ben  nought  penitent  and  schriven 
in  this  present  lif;  for  alle  the  creatures  in  heven  and 
in  erthe,  and  in  helle,  schuln  seen  apertly  al  that  he 
hydith  in  this  world. 

Now  for  to  speke  of  hem  that  ben  so  negligent  and 
slowe  to  schryve  hem;  that  stant  in  tuo  maneres. 
That  oon  is,  that  he  hopith  for  to  lyve  longe,  and  for 
to  purchace  moche  riches  for  his  delyt,  and  thanne  he 
wol  schrive  him;  and,  as  he  saith,  he  may,  as  him 
jemith,  tymely  y-nough  come  to  schrifte;  another  is, 
the  surquidrie  that  he  hath  in  Cristes  mercy.  Agains 
the  firste  vice,  he  schal  thinke  that  oure  lif  is  in  no 
sikernesse,  and  eek  that  al  the  riches  in  this  world 
ben  in  adventure,  and  passen  as  a  schadowe  on  the 
wal;  and,  as  saith  seint  Gregory,  that  it  apperteyneth 
to  the  grete  rightwisnes  of  God,  that  never  schal  the 
peyne  stynte  of  hem,  that  never  wolde  withdrawe  hem 
fro  synne  her  thankes,  but  ay  continue  in  synne;  for 
thilke  perpetuel  wille  to  doon  synne  schul  thay  have 
perpetuel  peyne. 

Wanhope  is  in  tuo  maneres.  The  firste  wanhope 
is,  in  the  mercy  of  Crist;  that  other  is,  that  thay 
thinke  thay  mighte  nought  longe  persever  in  good- 
nesse.  The  firste  wanhope  cometh  of  that  he  demyth 
that  he  synned  so  highly  and  so  ofte,  and  so  longe 
layn  in  synne,  that  he  schal  not  be  saved.  Certis 
agens  that  cursed  wanhope  schulde  he  thenke,  that  the 
passioun  of  Jhesu  Crist  is  more  strong  for  to  unbynde, 
than  synne  is  strong  for  to  bynde.  Agains  the 
secounde  wanhope  he  schal  thinke,  that  als  ofte  as  he 
fallith,  he  may  arise  agayn  by  penitence;  and  though 
he  never  so  longe  have  leyn  in  synne,  the  mercy  of 
Crist  is  alway  redy  to  resceyve  him  to  mercy.  Agains 
the  wanhope  that  he  thinkith  he  schulde  not  longe 
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persevere  in  goodnesse,  he  schal  thinke  that  the  febles 
of  the  devel  may  no  thing  doon,  but  men  wol  stiffre 
him;  and  eek  he  schal  have  strengthe  of  the  help  of 
God,  and  of  al  holy  chirche,  and  of  the  proteccioun  of 
aungela,  if  him  list. 

Thanne  schal  men  understonde,  what  is  the  fruyt  of 
penaunce;  and  after  the  word  of  Jhesu  Crist,  it  is  the 
endeles  blisse  of  heven,  ther  joye  hath  no  contrariete 
of  wo  ne  of  penaunce  ne  grevance;  ther  alle  harmes 
ben  passed  of  this  present  lif ;  ther  as  is  the  sikernesse 
fro  the  peyne  of  helle ;  ther  as  is  the  blisful  compagnye 
that  rejoycen  hem  evermo  everich  of  otheres  joye; 
ther  as  the  body  of  man,  that  whilom  was  foule  and 
derke,  is  more  clere  than  the  sonne ;  ther  as  the  body 
of  man  that  whilom  was  seek  and  frel,  feble  and  mortal, 
is  immortal,  and  so  strong  and  so  hool,  that  ther  may 
no  thing  empeire  it;  ther  nys  neyther  honger,  ne 
thurst,  ne  colde,  but  every  soule  replenisched  with  the 
sight  of  the  parfyt  knowyng  of  God.1  This  blisful 
regne  may  men  purchace  by  poverte  espirituel,9  and 
the  glorie  by  lowenes,8  the  plente  of  joye  by  hunger  and 
thurst,4  and  reste  by  travaile,  and  the  lif  by  deth  and 
mortificacioun  of  synne;5  to  which  life  he  us  bringe, 
that  bought  us  with  his  precious  blood.     Amen. 

PBECES  BE  CHAUCERES.* 

Now  pray  I  to  yow  alle  that  heren  this  litel  tretis 
or  reden  it,  that  if  ther  be  any  thing  in  it  that  likes 

1  See  note  2,  p.  264.  *  Matt.  v.  3.  *  Ibid.  4. 

«  Ibid.  5.  *  Rom.  vi.  5. 

*  This  Prayer,  or  Retractation,  has  been  the  subject  of  much  dis- 
cussion. Some  of  Chaucer's  commentators  have  not  hesitated  to  pro- 
nounce it  a  fabrication.  Hearne  declares  his  belief  that  the  *  revocation,' 
"by  which  he  means  the  whole  passage,  *  is  not  genuine,  bat  that  it 
was  made  by  the  monks ;'  and  Tyrwhitt,  who  cannot  go  quite  as  far, 
thinks  that  a  certain  portion  of  it  is  an-  interpolation.  The  genuine- 
ness of  the  passage,  however,  (whatever  speculations  may  be  raised 
upon  the  manner  of  its  introduction,)  is  placed  beyond  doubt  by  the 
fact  that  it  is  found,  with  some  variations  in  the  title,  in  all  complete 
MSS.  and  editions.  In  one  MS.  it  is  prefaced  by  these  words, 
Here  takcth  the  maker  Mi  leve ;  and  is  concluded  by  Here  endeth  tlu 
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hem,  that  therof  thay  thanke  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist* 
of  whom  procedith  alle  witte  and  al  goodnes;  and  if 
ther  be  eny  thing  that  displesith  hem,  I  pray  hem  that 

Personnya  Tale.  In  another  is  a  Latin  introduction,  Hie  capit  auctor 
licentiam;  and  at  the  termination,  Explicit  narratio  Pectoris,  et  ultima 
inter  narration**  hujus  Ubri  de  quibus  composuit  Chaucer,  cujus  aiwne 
propicietur  Deus.  Amen.  In  Caxton's  second  edition  it  is  headed 
simply  •  The  Prayer;*  and  in  some  MS8.  it  follows  the  Tale, without 
any  heading  or  introduction.  These  variations  only  serve  to  show 
that  the  copyists  took  the  liberty  of  prefixing  titles,  or  omitting  them, 
as  they  thought  fit,  to  a  form  of  concluding  a  book  which  was  common 
in  their  time,  and  with  which  they  were  well  acquainted ;  but  as  the 
Whole  passage  appears  in  all  the  copies,  either  with  or  without  a  title 
or  prefix,  no  reasonable  ground  exists  for  doubting  the  authenticity  of 
the  authorship. 

The  difficulty  that  has  been  felt  in  admitting  the  genuineness  of  the 
passage  arises  from  the  internal  confusion  it  betrays  between  the  poet 
in  his  own  person,  and  the  Hector  he  personates.  Tyrwhitt  proposes 
to  solve  this  difficulty  by  the  following  hypothesis.  He  supposes  that 
the  beginning  of  the  passage  (except  the  words  *  or  reden  it')  and  the 
end  make  together  the  proper  and  legitimate  conclusion  of  The 
Persona  Tale;  and  that  the  middle  part,  from  *  and  namely'  to  *  alle 
the  seintes  in  heven,'  is  an  interpolation.  He  adds,  *  It  must  be 
allowed,  I  think  that  the  appellation  *  litel  treatise*  suits  better  with 
The  Persones  Tale  taken  singly,  than  with  the  whole  work.  The  doubt 
expressed,  'If  ther  be  eny  thing  that  displesith,'  &o.  is  very  agreeable 
to  the  manner  in  which  the  Persone  speaks  in  his  Prologue.  The 
mention  of  *  verray  repentaunce,  penitence,  confessioun  and  satisfac- 
cioun'  seems  to  refer  pointedly  to  the  subject  of  the  speaker's  preceding 
discourse ;  and  the  title  given  to  Christ,  •  Prest  of  alle  Prestis,'  seems 
peculiarly  proper  in  the  mouth  of  a  priest.' 

With  respect  to  the  middle,  which  he  supposes  to  be  an  interpola- 
tion, he  says,  *'  I  think  it  not  improbable  that  Chaucer  might  be  per- 
suaded by  the  religious  who  attended  him  in  his  last  illness,  to  revoke 
or  retract  certain  of  his  works ;  or  at  least  that  they  might  give  out 
that  he  had  made  such  retractions  as  they  thought  proper.  In  either 
case  it  is  possible  that  the  same  zeal  might  think  it  expedient  to  join 
the  substance  of  these  retractions  to  The  Canterbury  Tales,  the  antidote 
to  the  poison ;  and  might  accordingly  procure  the  present  interpola- 
tion to  be  made  in  the  Epilogue  to  The  Persones  Tale,  taking  care,  at 
the  same  time,  by  the  insertion  of  the  words  *  or  reden  it*  to  convert 
that  Epilogue  from  an  address  of  the  Persone  to  his  hearers  into  ah 
address  of  Chaucer  to  his  readers.* 

Tyrwhitt's  learning  and  good  sense  always  entitle  his  opinions  to 
respect ;  but  the  elaborate  details  and  ingenuity  of  this  hypothesis  are 
fatal  to  its  reception.  It  may  be  fairly  assumed  that  there  are  a 
thousand  chances  to  one  against  the  probability  of  a  supposed  event 
which  requires  the  concurrence  of  so  many  minute  circumstances  in 
its  support.  The  assumption  that  Chaucer  might  have  been  persuaded 
in  his  last  illness  by  the  religious  who  attended  him  to  make  a  retrac- 
tation of  certain  of  his  works,  clearly  rests  on  the  supposition  that 
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thay  arette  it  to  the  defaute  of  myn  unoonnyng,  and 
not  to  my  wille,  that  wolde  fayn  have  sayd  better  if  I 
hadde  connyng;  for  the  book  saith,  al  that  is  writen 
for  oure  doctrine  is  writen.1  Wherfore  I  biseke  yow 
mekely  for  the  mercy  of  God  that  ye  pray  for  me,  that, 


Chancer  did  not  make  the  retractation  voluntarily,  or  of  his  own 
accord ;  because,  if  he  desired  to  revoke- his  writings,  or  to  express  his 
regret  for  them,  there  would  have  been  no  necessity  for  his  spiritual 
adviser  to  persuade  him  to  do  so.  Now  we  have  in  this  very  recantation 
itself,  the  most  conclusive  evidence  that  Chaucer  did  desire  to  recal 
certain  portions  of  his  writings,  and  that  he  had  already  actually  done 
so  in  the  most  formal  and  deliberate  shape ;  for  he  distinctly  alludes 
to  several  of  his  poems  which  he  had  previously  revoked  in  what  he 
calls  his  Retracctotma,  a  book,  or  treatise,  which  he  appears  to  have 
written  for  the  express  purpose,  but  which  is  now  lost.  This  retrac- 
tation, therefore,  with  which  he  concludes  The  Persona  Tale,  is,  iu 
fact,  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  summary  or  repetition  at  the  end  of 
his  great  labour,  of  that  sentiment  of  regret  which  he  had  already  more 
fully  and  carefully  expressed.  Nor  are  we  at  liberty  to  question  the 
authenticity  of  this  retractation,  on  the  grounds  that  Chaucer  might 
have  exhibited  his  repentance  still  more  effectually  by  suppressing  his 
objectionable  poems,  since  it  is  certain  that,  although  The  Canterbury 
Tales  were  not  yet  concluded,  many  of  the  detached  parts  and  intro- 
ductory dialogues  had  passed  into  extensive  circulation,  and  could  not 
be  recalled.  Besides,  even  if  the  MSS.  could  be  recovered,  and  com- 
mitted to  the  fire,  the  wish  to  remove  the  impression  they  had  made 
would  still  animate  the  poet  under  the  influence  of  the  feelings  so 
strongly  and  touchingly  displayed  in  this  remarkable  passage. 

Upon  the  whole  of  the  evidence— the  authority  of  the  MSS.,  and  the 
tenderness  and  pathos  of  the  composition,  in  itself  highly  characteristic 
of  Chaucer's  manner — the  authenticity  of  the  retractation  may  be 
regarded  as  being  fairly  established;  and  the  following  considerations 
will  clear  up  the  only  remaining  apparent  inconsistency. 

It  was  usual  for  theologians,  from  St.  Augustin  down,  to  wind  up  a 
treatise  by  submitting  their  opinions  to  the  judgment  of  the  Church, 
and  retracting  any  which  might  be  found  repugnant  to  its  doctrines. 
The  probability  is  obvious  enough  that  some  such  formulary  was  ap- 
pended to  the  tract  from  which  Chaucer  derived  The  Persones  Tale; 
and  it  would  be  quite  in  accordance  with  his  general  spirit,  and  his 
practice  on  more  than  one  occasion,  partly  to  reassume  his  own  cha- 
racter, and  to  take  leave  of  his  readers  by  the  mouth  of  the  Persone, 
thus  availing  himself  of  the  custom  of  theologians  to  close  his  last 
great  literary  work  with  a  graceful  and  pathetic  peroration.  This 
hypothesis  explains  the  confusion  between  the  author  and  the  cha- 
racter he  assumes.  The  passage,  as  Tyrwhitt  remarks,  contains  some 
expressions  peculiarly  applicable  to  the  reciter  of  the  tale.  These 
we  are  enabled,  by  this  hypothesis,  to  refer  to  the  original  from  which 
Chancer  translates ;  while  those  that  refer  to  the  writings  revoked  by 
the  poet  constitute  Chaucer's  adaptation  of  the  original  to  his  own  case. 
1  Bom,  xv.  4. 
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God  have  mercy  on  me  and  forgeve  me  my  giltes,  and 
nameliche  my  translaciouns  and  of  endityng  in  worldly 
vanitees,  whiche  I  revoke  in  my  retracciouns,  as  is  the 
book  of  Troyles,1  the  book  also  of  Fame,  the  book  of 
twenty-five  Ladies,  the  book  of  the  Duchesses,  the  book 
of  seint  Valentines  day  and  of  the  Parlement  of 
briddes,  the  Tales  of  Caunturbury,  alle  thilke  that 
sounen  into  synne,  the  book  of  the  Leo,  and  many  other 
bokes,  if  thay  were  in  my  mynde  or  remembraunce, 
and  many  a  song  and  many  a  leccheroiis  lay,  of  the 
whiche  Crist  for  his  grete  mercy  forgive  me  the 
synnes.  But  of  the  translacioun  of  Boce  de  consol- 
acioun,  and  other  bokes  of  consolacioun  and  of  legend 
of  lyves  of  seints,  and  Omelies,  and  moralitees,  and" 
devocioun,  that  thanke  I  oure  Lord  Jhesu  Crist,  and 
his  moder,  and  alle  the  seintes  in  heven,  bisekyng  hem 
that  thay  fro  hennysforth  unto  my  lyves  ende  sende 
me  grace  to  biwayle  my  gultes,  and  to  studien  to  the 
savacioun  of  my  soule,  and  graunte  me  grace  and  space 
of  verray  repentaunce,  penitence,  confessioun,  and 
satisfaccioun,  to  don  in  this  present  lif,  thurgh  the 
benigne  grace  of  him,  that  is  king  of  kynges  and  prest 
of  alle  prestis,  that  bought  us  with  his  precious  blood 
of  his  hert,  so  that  I  moote  be  obn  of  hem  at  the  day 
of  doom  that  schal  be  saved;  qui  cwm  Patre  et  Spiritu 
Scmcto  vivis  et  regnas  Deusper  omnia  secida.     A  men. 

1  Of  the  works  here  enumerated,  all  are  extant  except  that  called 
The  Book  of  the  Leo.  It  is  ascribed  to  Chaucer  by  Lydgate  in  his  Pro- 
logue to  Boccaccio.  Tyrwhitt  conjectures  that  it  *  may  possibly  have 
been  a  translation  of  Le  dit  du  Lion,  a  poem  of  Guillaume  de  Machault, 
written  in  the  year  1 34*-'  The  Book  of  Twenty-five  Ladies  is  probably 
The  Leg  ende  of  G  ode  Women;  but  this  consists  of  the  lives  of  nineteen 
ladies  only  [or  rather  was  intended  to  have  nineteen,  but  is  unfinished.] 
Tyrwhitt  supposes  that  xxv.  was  written  by  mistake  for  xix.  For  The 
Book qf  the  Duchesses  Tyrwhitt  reads  Duchess.  By  the  'legend  of  lyves  of 
«eints'  may  possibly  be  meant  the  stories  related  by  the  Prioresse  and 
Second  Nonne  in  The  Canterbury  Tales.  The  allusions  in  The  Legend  of 
Gode  Women  to  some  of  these  pieces  as  distinct  works,  confirms  the  tact 
that  the  tales  and  poems  had  got  into  circulation  from  time  to  time  as  they 
were  written. 
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The  order  in  which  Chaucer  intended  that  TJie  Canterbury 
Tales  should  be  placed  is  a  question  of  some  difficulty.  Mr. 
Furnivall  has  endeavoured,  in  his  *'  Temporary  Pre  lace  "  to 
the  six-text  edition  of  The  Canterbury  Tales  published  by  the 
Chaucer  Society,  to  solve  it,  and  a  summary  of  his  results  is, 
with  his  permission,  here  reproduced.  The  internal  evidence 
on  which  this  is  based  is  mostly  collected  from  the  prologues, 
and  the  few  indications  of  time  which  occur  in  them  or  the 
Tales  are  plainly  opposed  to  the  theory  that  they  were  meant 
to  occupy  one  day  only.  Some  editors  have,  therefore,  sug- 
gested either  that  the  journey  took  two  days,  or  that  some 
of  the  tales  belong  to  a  return  journey  (see  antef  p.  24,  note  1). 
To  dispose  of  the  latter  theory  first,  we  may  say  that  there  is 
no  other  indication  of  a  return  journey,  and  that  other  writers 
contemporary  with,  or  little  later  than,  Chaucer,  altogether 
ignored  the  notion.  This  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  two 
spurious  continuations  inserted  in  Urry's  edition  both  start 
at  Canterbury.1 

Assuming,  then,  that  the  tales  were  all  told  on  the  down 
journey,  which  occupied  more  than  one  day,  we  find  it  pro- 
bable that  at  least  three,  and  more  likely  four  days  were  so 
occupied.  For,  lstly.  If  we  suppose  that  only  two  days  were 
taken  up  in  the  56  miles  between  London  and  Canterbury, 
the  first  day's  journey  must,  from  the  allusions,  have  been  46 
miles,  whilst  nearly  another  whole  day  was  devoted  to  the  re- 
maining 10  miles,  a  difference  of  rate  which  is  unreasonable. 

2ndly.  When  it  is  remembered  what  a  miscellaneous  com- 
pany the  pilgrims  were,  how  some  were  badly  mounted,  and 
moreover  got  drunk  on  the  way,  how  they  started  "  at  litel 


i  One  of  these  is  the  Tab  of  Beryn,  the  prologue  of  which  gives  the  noc- 
turnal adventures  of  the  Pardoner  in  the  inn  at  Canterbury ;  it  is  perhaps 
by  the  writer  of  The  Cook's  Tale  of  Gamelyn.  The  other  is  the  Siege  of 
Thebes,  which  is  known  to  be  by  Lydgate,  and  purports  to  be  the  first 
tale  on  the  return  journey. 
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more  than  peas"  (vol.  i.  p.  110),  and  that, at  the  same  time, 
they  were  telling  or  listening  to  a  continuous  string  of  tales, 
it  will  seem  impossible  that  they  can  have  accomplished 
more  than  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  in  a  day  at  the  most. 

Scheme  of  the  Obdeb  of  the  Canterbury  Tales. 

Allusions  aad  References. 


V 


Groups.  Order  of  Tales. 

'  G  enseal  Prologue 

^Knight's  Tale   ^    .    y 

L    -  iMiixer's  Prol.  land  Tale4^ 

uBeeve's  Prol.  and  Talei^ 

,  Cook's  Prol.  and  Tale  tr. 


They  pass  Deptford  and 
Greenwich;  time,  half- 
way prime,1  v.  i.,  p.  218, 
note  2. 

Incomplete.' 

[?  End  of  First  Day's  Journey  at  Dartford,  15  miles.] 

*4[an  of  Law's  Prol.  and  /Host  concludes  that  it  is 
Tale#f"  .     .     .     .     ^i     10  o'clock,  vol.  L,  p.  267. 

<  /Shipman's  Prol.  and  Talef£ 

y  Prioress's  Prol.  and  Tale 
Prol.  and  Stories  of  Sir     - 
Thopas  and  Melibouus  r 

Monk's  Prol.  and  Tale    .  {^^■m**0*"** 

Nun's  Priest's  Prol.  and 
Tale    *^ 

[?  End  of  Second  Day9 8  Journey  at  Rochester,  30  miles.'] 

Doctor's  Tale 

1  Pardoner  requires  first  to 
drink  and  'by ten  on  a 
cake/  vol.  ii.,  p.  68.* 


n.  o 


in. 


1  The  reading '  past  prime'  of  the  Harl.  MS.  is  probably  wrong 

*  Here  it  might  have  been  intended  to  insert  other  tales,  either  of  the 
Ploughman  or  of  some  of  the  five  city  livery-men  (see  vol.  i,  p.  93),  to 
whom  none  are  assigned  in  any  MS. 

*  The  connecting  link  between  The  Man  of  Law's  Tale  and  the  Ship- 
man's  will  be  found  in  the  first  few  lines  of  the  Prologue  to  the  latter 
(vol.  ii.,  p.  90),  where  the  expression  u  learned  men  of  lore"  evidently 
points  to  the  Lawyer  who  had  just  spoken,  and  to  the  Parson,  who  was 
asked  to  give  a  tale  next  They  are  also  connected  by  a  repetition  of 
phrase  which  does  not  occur  in  the  Harl.  MS.  See  Mr.  Furnivall's 
•Temporary  Preface.' 

*  Mr.  Furnivall  considers  that  this  reference  indicates  an  early  hour  of 
the  day,  before  dinner.  This  group  might  be  referred  to  any  other  morning, 
bat  it  fits  in  here  best. 
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3rdly.  ICr.  Furoivall  etftea  the  details  of  two  real  journeys 
between  London  and  Canterbury,  is.  which  the  travellers. 
atopped  for  three  nighta  on  the  road,  viz.,,  at  Hartford, 
Rochester,  and  Ospringe,  doing  15,  15^16,  and  10  miles  on 


Group*  Order  of  Tales.  Allusions  and  Beftranees, 

and  1^7. .  a*    makinS.   for 


IV.k 


^ira  of  Bath's  Pr^u,    g^^^    iaL 
•     *     *     •     •     •   f    p..  333. 


'i 


i-t 


F&iab's  ProL  and  Tkle 


t/  ^umpnoub'b     PioL 


^  (They  are  almost  at  town, 
ma  s     toL  L,  p.  385  (viz.,  Sit 
tingbourne,  40  miles). 


TaTei>  YoLL,p.385<™.,Sit. 


i/ 


Clbrk  of  Oxford's  ProL 

and  Tale,  Envoy  .  . 
Mbkghant's^    ProL    and 

Tale  •:  .... 
Part  of  Squike's  Prologue* 

[?  End  of  Third  Day's  Journey,  say  at  Ospringe,  46  mtiesJ] 


"Both  tales  make  allusion 
to  the  Wife  ef  Bath's, 
and  must  therefore  be 
placed  later. 


VI. 


VII. 


SQiriBF.'sProI.  and  Tale  .  {^"P1*1"*''  VoL  L>  * 
Franklin's  Prol.  and  Tale 
Second  Nun's  Tale.  lr 

r^lfHM*i    YWMMSlf  n    ftol.j 


and  Tale. 


IThey  are  at  Boughton- 
under-Blee,  5  miles  from 
Canterbury,  v.  it,  p.  24w 


VIII. 


ySlThey  pass  "Bob-up-and- 
MA»ciPLB*8,FiDLau€l,nde  <     doun*  under  the  Ble," 
vol.  ii.,  p.  236. 
Four  o'oloek,*  v.  ii.,  p.  249. 
[?  End  of  Fourth  Lay's  Journey,  at  Canterbury t  56  miles.} 


Parson's  ProL  and  TalfiT  " 


i  It  is  absolutely  necessary  to  divide.  The  Squire? 's  Prologue  (the  lint  22 
tines  of  which  refer  only  to  the  preceding'  tale);  because  The  Squire's  Tate 
was  narrated  early  in  the  morning  (at  prfuve),  whilst,  the  Merchant's  must 
have  been  tolerably  late  in  the  preceding  day. 

*  This  locality  is  doubtful :  it  may  be  Harbledown,  or  Chartham  Hatch. 
Sat.  Scsiem**.  March  lath,  1814. 

»  As  The  CanorCs  Yeoman" t  Tale  is  told  in  the  morning,  it  isdJOoult  to 
account  for  its  being  4  p.m.  when  The  Manciple**  Tale  ends,  unless  we  sap- 
pose  that  they  had  a  long  halt  before  he  began.  Perhaps  the  difficulty  with 
the  Cook  induced  them  to  delay,  which  they  might  well  be  supposed  to  do  at 
so  short  a  distance  from  the  end  of  their  journey.    See  note  1,  p.  249,  above. 

VOL.  II.  2   A 
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the  respective  days.    These  last-named  stages  may  therefore 
be  assumed  for  the  Canterbury  Pilgrims. 

The  important  point,  however,  is  not  the  time  occupied, 
but  the  arrangement  of  the  tales,  and  with  regard  to  this,  it 
is  found  that  they  are  divided  into  eight  groups,  in  each  of 
which  the  tales  are  inseparably  linked  together  in  a  certain 
order,  by  means  of  allusions  in  the  prologues  which  are 
interspersed.  The  inquiry,  therefore,  is  reduced  to  the 
sequence  of  these  groups ;  and  the  references  in  the  precedin 
scheme  will  give  the  reasons  for  placing  them  in  the  par- 
ticular order  adopted. 

The  main  difficulty  in  the  foregoing  arrangement  is,  that 
the  tales  of  the  last  day  are  disproportionate  to  both  the 
distance  and  the  time  travelled ;  for  instance,  the  Squire's, 
Franklin's,  and  Second  Nun's  Tales  are  supposed  to  occupy 
the  five  miles  from  Ospringe  to  Boughton-under-Blean ;  the 
Manciple's  is  begun  whilst  it  is  still  morning,  and  yet  it  is 
four  o'clock  before  the  next,  and  concluding  one,  the  Parson's, 
is  commenced.  However,  the  last  two  groups  are  indis- 
putably connected  by  topographical  allusions,  and  the  in- 
consistencies, if  there  are  any,  are  Chaucer's.  It  must  be 
remembered  too,  that  the  whole  series,  though  clearly  written 
with  a  very  definite  plan  in  view,  is  manifestly  incomplete. 
The  Cook's  Tale  and  the  Squire's  were  probably  never 
finished  by  the  author,  and  of  the  34  pilgrims  (including 
Chaucer,  the  host,  the  canon  and  his  yeoman)  who  arrive  at 
Canterbury,  only  23  contribute  tales,  leaving  the  knight's 
yeoman,  the  ploughman,  the  five  city  tradesmen,  two  of  the 
nun's  priests,  and  the  Canon  undelivered  of  any  authentic 
tales,  to  say  nothing  of  the  host,  who  was  perhaps  reserved 
for  the  part  of  chorus.  The  Second  Nun's  and  The  Shipman's 
Tales  have  also  inconsistencies  shewing  want  of  revision  by 
the  author.  For  a  minute  and  very  interesting  discussion  of 
these  and  sundry  minor  points,  the  reader  must  be  referred  to 
Mr.  Furnivairs  work  for  the  Chaucer  Society.] 
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THE  ASSEMBLY  OF  FOULES. 

£Of  this  poem  tbe  Chaucer  Society  has  printed  no  less  than 
nine  MSS.,  besides  fragments  of  two  more.  Those  known  to 
the  preceding  editor  were  only  two,  namely,  Fairfax  16  in 
the  Bodleian  Library,  Oxford,  and  Ff.  I.  6  in  the  Cambridge 
University  Libraiy.  The  poem  was  printed  by  Urry  and 
Speght. 

The  system  adopted  by  Urry  of  forcing  every  line  to  consist 
of  ten  syllables,  by  arbitrarily  adding  expletives  or  eliding 
letters,  fails  to  produce  even  that  metrical  smoothness  which 
it  was  his  object  to  obtain ;  while  it  renders  the  language 
much  more  obscure  than  if  it  had  been  left  in  its  ancient  form, 
and  produces  a  heterogeneous  text  which  is  utterly  useless  to 
the  grammarian  and  philologist.  Chaucer,  of  all  poets,  can 
least  bear  to  be  stretched  and  lopped  by  such  experiments. 

The  text  of  Speght,  on  the  other  hand,  although  more  or 
less  assimilated  in  its  orthography  to  the  language  of  the 
Elizabethan  era,  has  not  been  subjected  to  any  excruciating 
emendations  of  this  description.  His  edition  has,  therefore, 
been  selected  as  the  basis  of  the  present  text ;  but,  wherever 
it  seemed  expedient,  the  reading  of  the  Cambridge  MS.  Ff.  1. 6 
has  been  adopted.  The  Editor  is  indebted  to  the  kindness  of 
his  friend,  James  Orchard  Halliwell,  Esq.,  for  the  improve- 
ments derived  from  this  source.  That  gentleman,  whose 
labours  in  the  department  of  philology  have  laid  the  students 
of  our  early  literature  under  important  obligations,  collated 
the  Cambridge  MS.  with  Urry's  text ;  and  the  results  of  his 
collations,  submitted  to  a  second  comparison  with  Speght, 
have  enabled  the  Editor  to  place  before  the  readers  of  this 
edition  a  text  which,  if  not  so  perfect  in  a  philological  point 
of  view  as  that  of  The  Canterbury  Tales,  is  considerably 
purer  than  that  of  previous  editions,  which  are  in  fact  mere 
reprints  of  Speght,  with  all  his  absurd  errors  of  punctuation 
moat  conscientiously  reproduced. 

2  a  2 
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In  some  instances  where  Speght's  orthography  represents 
neither  the  ancient  nor  the  modern  grammatical  forms,  it  has 
been  brought  to  a  uniformity  with  that  of  The  Canterbury 
2'dle8. 

The  structure  of  The  Assembly  of  Foule*  is  exceedingly 
inartificial.  1^  opens  with  an  introduction^!},  which  the  poet 
professes  himself  insensible  to  love,  of  whose  influence  he 
has"  never  had  any  practical  experience.  Employing  his 
thoughts  till  bed-time  with  a  book,  by  Cicero,  called  the 
Somnium  Scipionw,  or  Dream  of  Scipio,  he  falls  asleep,  and 
is  visited  by  a  dream  similar  to  that  about  which  he  has  been 
reading.  As  in  the  Somniitm  ScipionU  Scipio  Africanus 
appears  in  a  dream  to  his  grandson,  PubUus,  so  Chaucer 
imagines  that  he  appears  to  him  also,  and  leads  him  into  a 
garden  where,  among  many  allegorical  personages,  he  sees 
enthroned  on  a  hill  of  flowers,  the  Goddess  Nature,  before 
whom,  it  being  St.  Valentine's  day,  the  various  birds  are 
assembled  to  choose  their  mates  for  the  year,  A  dispute  takes 
place  between  three  eagles  for  the  possession  of  a  formel 
(female)  eagle  that  sits  upon  Nature's  wrist;  and  at  last, 
after  some  wrangling,  when  there  appears  no  other  prospect 
of  bringing  the  matter  to  a  termination,  the  claims  of  the 
eagles  are  remitted  to  the  conclave  of  birds.  Tho  con*  . 
flicting  opinions  delivered  by  the  jury,  which  are  extremely 
humourous  and  characteristic,  resolve  themselves  into  a  shape 
almost  identical  with  that  of  the  discussions  carried  on  in  the 
Courts  of  Love.  Nature  finally  gives  her  judgment,  and  the 
poem  closes  with  a  song  sung  by  an  appointed  band  of  cbo* 
risters  in  her  honour. 

The  similarity  between  this  poem  and  ouo  of  the  French 
Fabliaux  et  Contes l  of  I^egrand  d'Aussy  is  sufficiently  strik- 
ing to  warrant  the  supposition  that  Chaucer  was  in  part  in- 
debted to  that  source  for  the  principal  feature  in  his  design— 
the  assembly  or  parliament  of  birds.  There  are  three  versions 
of  the  fabliau,  severally  entitled  Euiline  et  Eglantine,  L$ 
Jugement  &  Amour,  and  Florence  et  Blancheflor,  These 
i  JMitfldby  Bemmard,  Paris,  i&*s 
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versions  vary  in  details ;  but  they  all  turn  on  the  same  point 
—-two  young  ladies  who,  one  loving  a  knight  and  the  other  a 
clerk,  quarrel  about  the  merits  of  their  lovers,  and  ultimately 
agree  to  refer  the  matter  to  the  adjudication  of  the  Court  of 
Love.  Arrived  at  the  precincts  of  the  palace,  they  reach  a 
fruit-garden,  guarded  by  a  nightingale,  who  is  called  the 
Messenger  of  the  God  of  Love,  probably  as  the  harbinger  of 
spring  and  the  season  of  pleasure*  He  offers  to  conduct  them, 
but  warns  them  that  they  will  be  required  to  pay  tribute 
upon  entrance.  They  inquire  what  is  the  tribute,  and  are 
informed  that  it  is  a  kiss ;  to  which  they  reply  with  a  smile, 
and  enter.  The  Court  is  presided  over  by  the  God  of  Love 
in  person,  who  is  discovered  reposing  on  a  bed  of  roses,  in  a 
saloon  hung  with  bows  and  arrows.  Upon  learning  the 
matter  in  difference,  he  calls  upon  the  barons  of  his  Court, 
who,  strange  to  say,  are  all  birds,  and  proposes  to  them  to 
resolve  the  question  of  respective  merits.  The  falcon,  the 
hawk,  the  jay,  the  magpie,  and  all  the  most  quarrelsome  birds, 
even  to  the  cuckoo,  declare  for  the  knight  as  the  more  courteous 
and  worthy  lover;  while  the  wren,  the  pigeon,  the  skylark, 
and  the  goldfinch,  pronounce  for  the  clerk.  The  dispute 
grows  high,  and  the  god  is  obliged  to  interpose  in  vindication 
of  the  respect  due  to  the  Court,  The  nightingale  now  ad- 
vances, throws  down  his  glove,  and  offers  to  sustain  with 
arms  against  all  comers  the  cause  of  the  clerk.  The  challenge 
is  accepted  by  the  parrot,  and  the  lists  are  prepared.  Each 
lady  arms  her  own  champion.  A  rose-leaf  forms  the  helmet, 
a  leaf  of  marigold  the  coat  or  gown,  and  a  blade  of  sharp  grass 
the  sword.  The  wren  is  appointed  to  keep  silence.  At  the 
first  charge  the  nightingale  cuts  through  the  helmet  of  his 
adversary,  who,  being  disabled,  surrenders  his  sword.  The 
lady  who  loves  the  knight  dies  of  despair.  The  birds  assemble 
about  her,  erect  a  tomb  of  flowers,  and  engrave  upon  it  these 
lines,  which,  assuredly,  says  the  fabliau,  were  not  made  by 
the  God  of  Love:— 

Id  est  Florence  enfbfa 
Qui  au  chevalier  fa  amie.] 
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'THE  lyfe  so  short,  the  craft  so  long  to  lernft, 
-L   Thassay  so  hard,  so  sharpe  the  conquering 
The  dreadful  joy,  alway  that  flit l  so  yerne ; 
Al  t^is  mene  I  by  Love,  that  my  feeling 
Astonieth  with  his  wonderful  werkyng 
So  sore  ywis,  that  whan  I  on  him  thinke, 
Naught  wete  I  wel  whether  I  flete  or  sinke. 

For  al  be  that  I  knowe  not  Love  in  dede, 
Ne  wot  how  that  he  quiteth  folk  hir  hire,* 
Yet  happeth  me  ful  oft  in  bokes  rede  / 

Of  his  myracles,  and  of  his  cruel  ire; 
There  rede  I  well,  he  wol  be  lorde  and  sire: ; 
I  dare  not  saye  his  strokes  be  sore; 
But  God  save  suche  a  lorde!  I  can  no  more. 

Of  usage,  what  for  lust  and  what  for  lore, 
On  bookes  rede  I  oft,  as  I  you  tolde.*  , 

But  wherfore  speke  I  al  this?     Naught  yore 
Agon,  it  happed  me  to  beholde 
Upon  a  boke  was  ywriten  with  letters  olde ; 
And  thereupon,  a  certain  thing  to  lerne, 
The  longe  day  ful  fast  I  radde  and  yerne. 

For  out  of  the  old  fieldes,  as  men  saith,  / 

Cometh  al  this  newe  corne  fro  yere  to  yere; 
And  out  of  olde  bokes,  in  good  faith, 


i  The  Cambridge  Ma  reads  slydeth.    [The  correct  reading  is  dit,  the 
»ntracted  form  of  tlidtth.— W.  W.  S.] 

*  Chaucer  appears  to  be  fond  of  declaring  himself  insensible  to  the 
fascinations  of  love.    Thus,  in  Troika  and  Cremda,  book  i. : — 

*  Ne  dare  to  love  for  myn  unliklynesse.' 

*  He  alludes  in  The  House  of  Fame,  also,  to  his  studious  habits  :— 

'  For  whan  thy  labour  al  don  is. 
And  hast  made  alle  thy  reckennings, 
Instead  of  rest  and  newe  things, 
Thou  gost  home  to  thyn  house  anon, 
And  also,  dombe  as  a  ston, 
Thou  syttest  at  another  boke 
Til  fully  dased  is  thy  loke.* 
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Cometh  al  this  newe  science  that  men  lere. 
But  now  to  purpose,  as  of  this  matere : — 
To  rede  forth  it  gan  me  so  delite, 
That  all  that  day  me  thought  it  but  a  lite. 

This  boke,  of  which  I  make  mention, 
Entitled  was  right  thus,  as  I  shal  telle : —    . 
'  Tullius,  of  the  dreame  of  Scipion  :,x 
Chapiters  seven  it  had,  of  Hevene  and  Helle, 
And  earth,  and  soules  that  thereinne  dwelle, 
Of  which,  as  shortly  as  I  can  it  trete 
Of  his  sentence  I  wol  you  saine  the  grete.1 

First  telleth  it,  whan  Scipion  was  come 
In  Affricke,  how  he  meteth  Massinisse,   ^— 
That  him  for  joye  in  armes  hath  ynome.         . 
Than  telleth  he  hir  speche  and  al  the  blisse,  [ 
That  was  betwixt  hem  til  the  day  gan  misse  Ji 
And  how  his  auncester,  Affrikan  so  dere, 
Gan  in  his  slepe  that  night  til  him  appere. 

Than  telleth  it,*  that,  from  a  sterrie  place, 
How  Affrikan  hath  him  Cartage  shewed, 
And  warned  him  before  of  al  his  grace, 
And  said  him,  what  man,  lered  eyther  lewde, 
That  loveth  common  profite,  well  ithewde, 
He  should  into  a  blisful  place  wende, 
There  as  the  joy  is  without  any  ende. 

1  Cieero's  treatise  entitled  Somnkan  Sdpionis,  upon  which  Macro- 
bins,  a  Latin  writer  of  the  latter  end  of  the  fourth  and  beginning  of 
the  fifth  century,  wrote  an  elaborate  commentary  in  two  books.  P.  C. 
Scipio  is  supposed  to  relate  that,  on  his  going  to  Africa  as  tribune  in 
the  Fourth  Legion  in  the  third  Punic  war,  he  was  visited  by  Massi- 
nissa,  King  of  Numidia,  the  friend  of  Scipio  Afrioanus  the  elder. 
At  this  meeting  much  of  their  conversation  naturally  consists  of 
reminiscences  of  Afrioanus;  and  when  Publius  retires  to  rest,  he 
dreams  that  Afrioanus  appears  to  him,  foretels  his  future  career,  and 
discourses  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  and  of  the  rewards  and 
punishments  of  the  next  world. 

*  That  is,  *  I  will  tell  you  the  greater  part,  or  the  substance,  of  his 
discourse. 

•  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  Than  telleth  he  hym. 
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Than  asked  he,  if  folk  that  here  "been  dede 
Have  life,  and  dwelling  in  another  place? 
And  Affrikan  said,  Ye,  without  any  drede: 
And  [told  him]  how  car  present  lives  space, 
Ment  but  a  maner  dethe,  what  way  we  trace; 
And  rightful  folk  shalle  gon  after  they  die 
To  Hevene ;  and  shewed  him  the  Galaxie.1 

Than  shewed  he  him  the  little  earth  that  here  is. 
To  regard  of  the  Hevenes  quantite;1 
And  after  shewed  hym  the  nine  speds;* 
And  after  that  the  melodie  herde  he, 
That  commeth  of  thilke  speres  thrise  three, 
That  weljes  of  musicke  been  and  melodie 
In  this  world  here,  and  cause  of  armonie. 

Than  said  he  him,  sens  Earth  was  so  lite, 
And  fill  of  tourment,  and  of  harde  grace, 
That  he  ne  sholde  him  in  this  world  delite. 
Than  told  he  him,  in  certain  yeres  space, 
That  every  sterre  should  come  into  his  place, 

i  The  milky  way.  The  original  is,  *  Erat  autem  is  splendidissirao 
candore  inter  fiammas  circus  lucens,  quern  vos,  ut  a  Grails  aeeepistis, 
orbem  kuteum  nuncupatis.* 

3  That  is.  The  earth,  which  is  little  in  regard  of,  or  compared  with, 
the  size  of  the  heavens. 

8  The  nine  spheres.  *  Novem  tibi  orbibus,  vel  pottos  globis,  connexa 
sunt  omnia,  quorum,  turns  est  coBlestis  extimus,  qui  reliquos  omneis 
eomplectitur,  summus  ipse  Deus,  arcens  et  continens  ceteras ;  in  quo 
inflxi  sunt  illi,  qui  volvuntur,  stellarum  cursus  sempiterni,cui  subjecta 
sunt  septem  qui  venantur  retro,'  fcc.  The  nine  spheres  or  globes  are, 
according  to  this  philosophy,  God  himself,  who  confines  and  contains 
aU  the  rest,  the  planets  Saturn,  Jnpiter,  Mars,  Sol,  Venus.  Mercury, 
Luna,  and  the  Earth,  round  which  last  they  all  revolve,  and  In  their 
revolutions  produce  an  harmonious  concord,  called  the  *  music  of  the 
spheres ;'  the  more  distant  planets,  whose  revolutions  must  be  more 
rapid,  producing  the  acute,  and  the  nearer  the  grave  or  base,  sounds. 
*  Hie  inquam,  quis  est,  qui  complet  aureis  meas  tantus,  et  tarn  dulcis 
sonus?  Hie  est,  inquit  ille,  qui  intervalliB  conjunctus  fanparibuB,  sed 
tamen  pro  ratft  portion©  distmotis,  hnpulsu  et  motu  ipsorum  orbium 
conficitur ;  qui  acuta  cum  gravibus  temperans  varios  equabillter  oon- 
centus  efflcit ;  neo  enim  silentio  tanti  motus  mutari  possunt,  et  Natura 
fert  ut  extrema  ex  altera  parte  graviter,  ex  altera  autem  acute, 
sonent.' — 8om*hm  Sciptome. 
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There  it  was  first;  and  al  should  out  of  mind, 
That  in  this  world  is  done  of  al  mankind. 

Than  prayed  him  Scipion  to  tell  him  al 
The  way  to  come  into  that  Hevene  blisse : 
And  he  said :  '  First  know  thy  self  immortal, 
And  loke  aye  besely  that  thou  werehe  and  wisse 
To  common  profit©,  and  thou  shalt  not  misse 
To  come  swiffcely  unto  that  place  dere, 
That  Ail  of  blisse  is,  and  of  soules  clere. 

'  And  breakers  of  the  law,  soth  to  saine, 
And  likerous  folk,  after  that  they  been  dede, 
Shal  whirle  about  the  world  alway  in  paine, 
Til  many  a  world  be  passed,  out  of  drede; 
And  than  foryeven  all  hir  wicked  dede, 
Than  shullen  they  come  to  that  blisful  place, 
To  which  to  oomen  God  send  thee  grace.'1 

The  day  gan  fallen,  and  the  darke  nighty 
That  reveth  bestes  from  hir  businesse, 
Berafbe  me  my  boke  for  lacke  of  light, 
And  to  my  bedde  I  gan  me  for  to  dresse, 
Fulfilled  of  thought  and  besie  heavinesse; 
For  both  I  hadde  thyng  which  that  I  nold, 
And  eke  I  ne  had  that  thing  that  I  wold. 

But  finally,  my  spirite  atte  laste 
Forweary  of  my  labour  al  that  day, 
Tooke  rest,  that  made  me  to  slepe  faste ; 


1  The  idea  that  those  who  are  not  good  enough  to  be  admitted  to 
heaven  at  once,  and  not  bad  enough  to  be  condemned  to  eternal 
misery,  are  subjected  to  some  purificatory  process  after  death,  seems  to 
have  recommended  itself  to  men's  mindB  in  all  ages.  We  find  it  in 
Virgil,  JEneid  vi.,  and  In  the  Somnktm  Sdptonis.  '  Nam  eorurn  animi 
qui  se  corporis  voluptatibus  dederunt,  earumque  Be,  quasi  ministros 
prebuerunt,  impulsuque  libidinum  voluptatibus  obedientium,  Deorum 
et  hominum  jura  violaverunt,  corporibns  elapsi  efrcum  terram  Ipsam 
volutantur,  nee  huno  in  locum  nisi  multis  ezagitati  seculfe,  rever- 
tuntur.' 
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And  in  my  sleepe  I  mette,1  as  that  I  say, 

How  Affrikan,  right  in  the  self  aray 

That  Scipion  him  saw  before  that  tide,  # 

Was  come,  and  stode  right  at  my  beddes  side. 

The  wearie  hunter  sleeping  in  his  bedde, 

To*  wood  ay  en  his  mind  goeth  anone; 

The  judge  dremeth  how  his  plees  be  spedde; 

The  carter  dremeth  how  his  cartes  gone; 

The  rich  of  gold,  the  knight'  fights  with  his  fone ; 

The  sicke  mette  he  drinketh  of  the  tonne; 

The  lover  mette  he  hath  his  lady  wonne.* 

Can  I  not  saine,  if  that  the  cause  were, 

For  I  had  radde  of  Affrikan  beforne, 

That  made  me  to  mete  that  he  stood  there; 

But  thus  said  he :  '  Thou  hast  thee  so  well  borne 

In  looking  of  mine  olde  boke  al  to-torne, 

Of  which  Macrobie6  raught  not  a  lite, 

That  some  dele  of  thy  labour  wold  I  quite.' 

Oitherea,  thou  blisful  lady  swete ! 

That  with  thy  fire  brond  dauntest  whan  thee  lest, 

That  madest  me  this  sweven  for  to  mete. 

Be  thou  my  helpe  in  this,  for  thou  maist  best! 

As  wisely  as  I  seigh  the  north  northwest/ 

Whan  I  began  my  sweven  for  to  write, 

So  yeve  me  might  to  rime  it7  and  endite. 


i  Chancer  is  fond  of  this  mode  ot  introducing  his  poems ;  he  adopts 
it  in  The  Boke  of  the  Duchess,  and  The  House  of  Fame. 

2  This  is  the  reading  of  the  Cambridge  MS.,  Ff.  I.  6.  Speght  reads 
The  wood,  &c 

s  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  *  The  knight  to  fight/  &c.,  whloh  suits 
neither  the  metre  nor  the  sense  so  well  as  the  reading  in  the  text. 

4  This  is  evidently  the  prototype  of  Mercutio's  description  of  Queen 
Mab  and  her  inspirations  in  Borneo  and  Juliet, 

*  See  ante,  p.  *59»  note  i. 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  *  I  seigh  the  north-west.'  The  meaning 
of  either  reading  is  not  clear. 

7  The  Cambridge  MS.  for  *  it'  reads  *  eke." 
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This  foresaid  Affrikan  me  hent  anone, 
And  forthewith  me1  to  a  gate  [he]  brought 
*'     Right  of  a  parke,  walled  with  grene  stone ; 

And  oyer  the  gate,  with  letters  large  ywrought, 

There  were  verse  ywriten,  as  me  thought, 

On  either  halfe,  of  ful  grete  difference, 

Of  whiche  I  shal  you  saye  the  playne  sentence :— ■ 

'  Through  me  men  gon  into  the  blisful  place, 
Of  hertes  hele  and  dedly  woundes  cure; 
Through  me  men  gon  into  the  welle  of  grace, 
There  grene  and  lusty  May  shall  ever  endure; 
This  is  the  way  to  al  good  aventure ; 
Be  glad,  thou  reader,  and  thy  sorow  of  caste; 
Al  open  am  I,  passe  in  and  spede  thee  faste.' 

'  Through  me  men  gon,'  than  spake  the  other  Bide, 
'  Unto  the  mortal  strokes  of  the  spere, 
Of  which  disdaine  and  danger  is  the  guide, 
There  never  tree  shal  fruit  ne  leaves  bere; 
This  streme  you  ledeth  to  the  soroweful  were, 
There  as  the  fish  in  pryson  is  al  dry;1 
The  eschewing  is  onely*  the  remedy.'* 

These  verses  of  golde  and  asure*  ywriten  were, 
Of  which  I  gan  astonied  to  beholde; 
For  with  that  one  encreased  al  my  feare, 


1  Speght  reads  Mm,  which  is  clearly  an  inversion  of  the  meaning. 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads,  *  There  as  flsches  in  pryson  all  dye,' 
which  does  not  nearly  so  well  describe  the  state  of  fish  in  a  weir,  nor 
of  those  who  are  in  a  place  of  punishment. 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  for  *  onely'  reads  *  oomynly,'  which  is  not  so 
good. 

4  The  idea  of  the  two  gates  seems  to  be  taken  from  the  gates  through 
which  are  supposed  to  issue  the  true  and  false  dreams  in  the  Odywey, 
T.  56i  :— 

dotal  yap  re  mJAat  &fttvtfvS»v  tiny  wtipmr 
at  yJbv  yap  Ktpdeavi  rvrtvxarai  at  tf  eAi^avrt. 

The  same  idea  is  to  be  round  in  Propertius,  iv.  7,  87 ;  Horace,  Odes, 
iii.  a7, 4i ;  Virgil,  JSnetdt  yi.  894. 

*  Many  MSS.,  especially  of  the  Gospels,  are  written  in  gold  letters 
•n  an  azure  ground. 
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And  with  that  other  gan  my  herte  to  bolde; 
That  one  me  hette,  that  other  did  me  oolde  ;* 
No  wit  had  I,  for  errour,  for  to  chese, 
To  entere  or  flie,  or  me  to  save  or  lese. 

Bight  as  betwene  adamantes  two 
Of  even  weight,  a  peece  of  yron  sette" 
Ne  hath  no  might  to  move  ne  to  ne  fro; 
For  what  that  one  may  hale  that  other  lette ; 
So  fared  I,  that  I  nist  where  me  was  bet 
To  entre  or  leave,  til  Affrikan,  my  guide, * 
Me  hent  and  shove  in  at  the  gates  wide.    ' 

And  said, '  It  standeth  written  in  Ihy  face, 
Thin  errour*  though  thou  telle  it  not  me ; 
But  drede  thee  not  to  come  into  this  place; 
For  this  writing  is  nothing  ment  by  thee, 
Ne  by  none  but  he  Loves  servaunt  bee; 
For  thou  of  love  hast  lost  thy  taste,  I  gesso, 
As  sicke  man  hath  of  swete  and  bitternesse. 

*  But  natheles,  although  thou  be  dulle, 
That  thou  canst  not  doe,  yet  mayst  thou  see; 
For  many  a  man  thatunay  not  stande  a  pulle, 
Yet  liketh  it  him  at  the  wrestlyng  for  to  b«, 
And  demeth  yet,  whether  he  doe  bet,  or  he; 
And,  if  thou  haddest  connyng  for  tendite, 
I  shal  thee  shew  matter  of  to  write.' 

And  with  that  my  hand  in  his  he  toke  anon, 
Of  which  I  comfort  caught,  and  went  in  faste. 
But  Lord !  so  I  was  glad  and  wel  begon ! 

>  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  me  made  eoidet  tat  Speghfs  reading 
seems  better,  and  more  like  Chaucer's  idiom.  7b  do  has  the  tense  ol 
to  make,  as  in  the  Host's  words,  *  Do  him  come  forth/  make  him  come 
forth.  Colde  is  here  a  yerb,  and  the  constraotion  is,  Did  me  (i.  e.  made 
me)  oolde  (*.  e.  grow  cold). 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads,  *  Of  hcrye  yren  myght  a  peee  be  sette ;' 
but  this  does  not  giro  so  good  a  sense  as  Speght's  reading,  which  is 
therefore  retained. 

*  Boil.,  in  not  being  a  lover. 
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For  oyer  alle,  where  I  mine  even  caste, 
Were  trees  clad  with  leaves  that  aie  ahal  last, 
Eche  in  his  kind,  with  colour  fresh  and  grene 
As  emerauda,  that  joy  it  was  to  sane, 

The  bilder1  oke,  and  eke  the  hardy  asshe, 
The  piller1  ebne,  the  ooffVe  unto  oaraine, 
The  boxe  pipe  tree,*  holme  to  whippes  lasshe,* 
The  sailing  firre/the  cipr/es<  dethe  to  plaine, 
The  shooter  ewe/  the  aspe  ftfr  dhaftes  plaine/ 
The  olive  of  peace,  and  eke  the  dronken  vine. 
The  victor  palme/  the  lancer/  too,  divine. 

A  gardein  saw  I  ful  of  blosomed  bowja, 

Upon  a  river,  in  a  grene  mode, 

There  as  swetenesse  evermore  inough  is, 


1  The  reader  wiH  observe  the  life  and  spirit  which  the  personification 
of  the  several  trees  giv«s  to  this  catalogue.  It  is  common  in  French, 
even  in  prose,  as,  for  instance,  the  weeping  willow  is  le  sank  pleureur, 
the  weeper  willow.  The  oak  is  called  builder,  because  no  other  wood 
was  used  in  building  in  this  country  in  the  middle  ages,  as  may  be 
seen  in  our  old  churches  and  farm-houses,  in  which,  the  stairs  are  often 
made  of  solid  blocks  of  the  finest  oak. 

2  The  elm  is  called  pillar,  perhaps  because  it  is  planted  as  a  pillar  or 
support  to  the  vine ;  and  coffre  unto  carraine,  because  coffins  for  carrion 
or  corpses  were  usually  made  of  elm. 

*  The  bo*,  being  a  hard,  fine-grained  wood,  was  used  for  making 
pipes  or  horns,  as  in  The  Nonne  Prestes  Tale: — 

4  Of  bras  they  broughten  homes  and  of  box.' 
4  Holme  to  vMppes  lasshe,  means  the  holme  used  for  making  handles 
for  whip-lashes. 

*  The  aailing  firre  alludes  to  the  ship's  masts  and  spars  being  made 
of  fir. 

*  The  shooter  ewe  alludes  to  the  fact  that  the  material  of  our  national 
weapon,  the  bow,  was  yew.  It  is  said  that  the  old  yews  which  are 
found  in  country  church-yards  were  planted  in  order  to  supply  the 
yeomanry  with  bows. 

?  The  aspe  is  the  aspen,  or  black  poplar,  of  which  shafts  or  arrows 
were  made. 

*  It  is,  perhaps,  needless  to  remind  the  reader  that  the  olive  is  the 
emblem  of  peace,  or  to  point  out  the  propriety  of  the  epithet  dronAen, 
as  applied  to  the  viae,  or  that  of  victor,  as  applied  to  the  palm. 

*  The  laurer  (French,  laurier),  laurel,  is  called  divine,  because  sacred 
to  ApoUo,  the  god  ef-fUvinaiiQn,  or  soothsaying.— See  Ovid.  4fst.  1,55* 
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With  fioures  white,  blewe,  yelowe,  and  rede, 
And  colde  welle  streamer1  nothing  dede, 
That  swommon  fulle  of  smale  fishes  light, 
With  finnes  rede,  and  scales  silver  bright. 

On  every  bough  the  birdes  heard  I  singe, 
With  voice  of  angel  in  hir  armonie, 
~~       That  busied  hem  hir  birdes  forth  to  bring; 
The  prety  conies  to  hir  playe  gan  hie;* 
And  further  al  about  I  gan  espie, 
The  dredeful  roe,  the  buck,  the  hart,  and  hind, 
Squirrels,  and  bestes  smale,  of  gentle  kind. 

Of  instruments  of  stringes*  in  accorde 
Heard  I  so  playe  a  ravishing  swetenesse, 
That  God,  that  maker  is  of  alle  and  Lorde, 
Ne  heard  never  better,  as  I  gesse: 
Therewith  a  wind,  unneth  it  might  be  lease, 
Made  in  the  leaves  grene  a  noise  soft,4 
Accordant  to  the  foules  song  on  loft. 

The  aire  of  the  place  so  attempre  was, 
That  never  was  ther  grevance  of  hot  ne  cold: 
There  was  eke  every  holsome  spice  and  gras, 
Ne  no  man  may  there  waxe  sicke  ne  old : 
Yet  was  there  more  joy  o  thousand  fold 
Than  I  can  tell,  or  ever  could  or  might; 
There  is  ever  clere  day,  and  never  night. 

Under  a  tree,  beside  a  welle,  I  sey 
Cupide  our  lorde  his  arrowes  forge  and  file; 
And  at  his  feete  his  bowe  already  lay; 


1  The  reader  will  observe  the  beauty  of  the  expression  '  oolde  welle 
streames.'    Nothing  dede  means  not  stagnant. 

*  Speght  reads  'The  little  pretty  oonies  to  hir  play  can  hie— an 
alexandrine. 

»  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  strong*  which  is  not  so  good. 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  so  soft,  which  weakens  the  line,  and  it, 
besides,  unnecessary  tbr  the  metre,  if  the  final  e  of  noise  be  sounded. 
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And  wel  his  doughter1  tempred,  al  the  while, 
The  heddes  in  the  welle ;  and  with  her  wile 
She  couched51  hem  after,  as  they  should  serve 
Some  to  slee,  and  some  to  wound  and  kerve. 

Tho  was  I  ware  of  Pleasaunce  anon  right, 
And  of  Array,  Lust,  Beauty,  and  Ourtesie, 
And  of  the  Craft,  that  can  and  hath  the  might 
To  don  by  force  a  wight  to  don  folie : 
Disfigured  was  she,  I  will  not  lie : 
And  by  him  selfe,  under  an  oke  I  gesse, 
Sawe  I  Delite,  that  stood  with  Gentlenesse. 
Than  saw  I  Beauty,  with  a  nice  attire, 
And  Youth,  full  of  game  and  jolitee, 
Foole-hardinesse,  Flatterie,  and  Desire, 
Messagerie,8  Mede,  and  other  three; 
TTir  names  shall  not  here  be  told  for  me : 
And  upon  pillers  grete,  of  jasper  longe, 
I  sawe  a  temple  of  brasse  yfounded  strong. 

And  about  the  temple  daunced  alway 
Women  inow,  of  whiche  some  there  were 
Faire  of  hemselfe,  and  some  of  hem  were  gay; 
In  kirtils  all  disheveled  went  they  there; 
That  was  their  office  ever,  fro  yere  to  yere : 
And  on  the  temple  saw  I,  white  and  faire, 
Of  doves  sitting  many  a  thousand  paire.* 

And  before  the  temple  doore,  ful  soberly, 
Dame  Peace  sat,  a  curtaine  in  her  honde;* 
And  her  beside,  wonder  discretely, 

1  There  appears  to  be  no  classical  authority  for  giving  Cupid  a 
daughter ;  but  her  occupation  is  well  imagined. 

2  Couched  hem  means  lead  them  in  order. — See  vol.  ii.,  Chanoune 
Temannes  Tale,in  which  the  word  occurs  very  often  in  this  sense. 

3  Messagerie  means  the  carrying  of  messages.  Who  the  other  three 
personages  whose  names  are  not  to  be  told  are,  is  difficult  to  deter- 
mine :  perhaps  the  poet  means  only  to  exercise  the  reader's  ingenuity 
in  guessing. 

*  Because  doves,  from  their  amorous  disposition,  are  supposed  to  bt 
•acred  to  Venus. 

*  Peace  sits  before  the  temple-gate,  because  the  quiet  and  leisure  oi 
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DamePamenoe  sitting  there  I  fonde,1 
With  face  pale,  upon  an  hille  of  sonde; 
And  alther  next>  withinne  and  withoute, 
Behest  and  Arte,  and  of  her  folke  a  route* 

Within  the  temple  of  sighes,  hote  as  fire, 
I  heard  a  swough,*  that  gan  abonte  ren; 
Which  sighes  were  engendred  with  desire, 
That  made  every  herte  for  to  bren 
Of  newe  flambe;  and  well  espied  I  then, 
That  al  the  cause  of  sorowes  that  they  drie 
Come  of  the  bitter  goddess  Jalousie. 

The  god  Priapus4  saw  I  as  I  went 
Within  the  temple,  in  soverain  plaee,  stonde 
In  such  array,  as  whan  the  asse  him  shent 
With  crie  by  night/  and  with  sceptre  in  honde: 
Full  busilie  men  gan  assaye  and  fonde, 
Upon  his  hedde  to  sette,  of  sondrie  hewe, 
Garlandes  fulle  of  freshe  fioures  newe. 

And  in  a  privie  corner,  in  disport 
Found  I  Venus  and  her  porter  Bichesse, 
That  was  ful  noble  and  hautein  of  her  port; 


a  state  of  peace  are  favourable  to  the  pursuits  of  gallantry.  She  holds 
a  curtain  in  her  hand,  perhaps  because  refinement  of  manners,  the 
offspring  of  peace,  draws  a  veil  or  curtain  over  what  is  gross  and 
offensive. 

1  The  propriety  of  representing  Patience  as  sitting  on  a  hill  of  sand 
appears  to  consist  in  this — that  her  chief  virtue  is  quiet  endurance  in 
the  most  insecure  and  unhopeful  circumstances. 

8  Behest,  or  promise,  and  Arte,  are  well  represented  as  filling,  with  a 
crowd  of  their  retinue  and  dependants,  every  corner  of  the  entrance  to 
the  Temple  of  Love. 

s  The  Cambridge  MS.  for  swough  reads  scAotete,  which  is  nonsense. 
The  meaning  of  the  passage  is,  *I  heard  a  swough  (i.e.  a  confused 
noise,  see  voi.i.  p.  i5a,  note  a)  of  sighs,  which  began  to  run  about,  which 
sighs  were  engendered/  &o.    To  speak  of  a  thcnU  of  sighs  is  absurd. 

4  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  Priamus. 

•  The  allusion  is  to  the  adventure  of  Priapus,  related  by  Ovid  in  the 
Fostf,  lib.  i.4i5. 
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Darke  was  that  place,  but,  after,  lightnesae 
I  sawe  a  lite,  imnethes  it  might  be  lesse; . 
And  on  a  bedde  of  golde  she  lay  to  reste, 
Till  that  the  hote  Sonne  gan  to  weste.1 

Her  gilte  heeres  with  a  golde  threde 
Ybound  were,  untressed  as  she  lay; 
And  naked  from  the  brest  unto  the  hede 
Men  might  her  see;  and,  sothly  for  to  sale, 
The  remnaunt,  covered  welle,  to  my  paie, 
Bight  with  a  little  kerchefe  of  Valence;* 
There  was  no  thicker  clothe  of  defence. 

The  place  gave  a  thousand  savoures  soote, 
And  Bacchus  god  of  wine  sate  her  beside; 
And  Ceres  next,8  that  doeth  of  hunger  boote; 
And,  as  I  said,  amiddes  lay  Cupide, 
To  whom  on  knees  the  yonge  folkes  cride 
To  be  their  helpe;  but  thus  I  let  her  lie, 
And  farther  in  the  temple  gan  espie,* 

That,  in  dispite  of  Diane*  the  chaste, 

Ful  many  a  bowe  ybroke  hing  on  the  walle,5 

Of  maidenes,  suche  as  gone  hir  times  waste 

In  her  service:  and  painted  over  alle, 

Of  many  a  storie,  of  which  I  touch  shalle 

A  fewe,  as  of  Calixte,  and  Athalant,' 

And  many  a  maid,  of  which  the  name  I  want. 


1  West  here  seems  to  be  a  verb,  meaning  to  draw  towards  the  west; 
the  *  westling  son'  occurs  in  modern  writers. 

s  Valentia,  in  Spain,  celebrated  for  the  manufacture  of  very  fine 
transparent  cloths. 

3  This  is  an  allusion  to  the  well-known  proverb,  *  Sine  Baccho  et 
Cerere  friget  Venus.' 

*  Speght  reads  *  And  farther  in  the  temple  I  gan  espie/  producing 
an  excess  in  the  measure,  which  is  avoided  by  the  omission  of  the 
personal  pronoun. 

6  Trophies  of  the  conquest  of  Venus. 

c  Calisto  and  Atalanta. — See  vol.  i.  p.  i56",  notes  i  and  4. 

VOL.  II.  2  B 
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Semyramus,1  Candace,"  and  Hercules,* 
Biblis,4  Dido,  Tisbe,  and  Piramus, 
Tristram,  Isoude,*  Paris,  and  Achilles, 
Helaine,  Cleopatre,  and  Troilus, 
Sylla,6  and  eke  the  mother  of  Romulus  :T — 
Alle  these  were  paynted  on  that  other  side, 
And  al  hir  love,  and  in  what  plite  they  dide. 

Whan  I  was  commen  ayen  into  the  place 
That  I  of  spake,  that  was  so  soote  and  grene, 
Forth  walked  I  tho  my  selven  to  solace : 
Tho  was  I  ware,  where  there  sate  a  quene, 
That,  as  of  light  the  sommer  Sunne  shene 
Passeth  the  sterre,  right  so  over  mesure, 
She  fairer  was  than  any  creature. 


1  8emlrami8,  Queen  of  Babylon,  and  wife  of  Ninus,  whom  she  put 
to  death.  Her  alleged  licentiousness  entitles  her  to  a  place  in  the 
Temple  of  Venus.    See  Valerius  Maximus,  ix.  3. 

2  Canace,  the  daughter  of  Mollis  and  Enaretta,  is  probably  the  per- 
son intended.  Her  Epistle  to  her  brother  Macareus  is  the  ninth  of 
Ovid's  Heroidet. 

3  Hercules  is  entitled  to  a  niche  in  the  Temple  of  Venus,  as  an 
example  of  her  power  in  subduing  the  strongest  of  men.  The  allusion 
is  to  his  spinning  with  the  distaff  of  Omphale,  who  beat  him  with  her 
slipper. 

4  The  story  of  Biblis  is  told  by  Ovid,  Metam.  ix.  415.  The  Cam- 
bridge MS.  reads  Fillis,  meaning  Phyllis,  the  daughter  of  Lycurgus, 
King  of  Thrace,  who  hanged  herself  for  love  of  Demophoon.  Her 
letter  to  him  forms  Epist.  ii.  of  Ovid's  Heroides, 

6  Tristram  and  Isoude  are  the  hero  and  heroine  of  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  of  the  mediaeval  romances.  Sir  Walter  Scott  printed  an 
edition  of  it  from  a  JUS.  in  the  Advocates'  Library,  Edinburgh. 

6  By  Sylla  is  meant,  not  the  Roman  Dictator,  but  either  Scylla,  the 
daughter  of  Nisus,King  of  Megara,  who  for  love  of  Minos  betrayed  her 
father  and  country,  and  afterwards  in  despair  threw  herself  into  the 
sea  and  was  changed  into  a  lark,  which  was  doomed  to  be  pursued  by 
her  father,  who  was  changed  into  a  hawk. — Ovid,  Tristia,  ii.  393.  Or 
Scylla,  who  was  changed  by  Circe  into  a  sea-monster. — Ovid, 
Metam.  xiv. 

7  Ilia,  daughter  of  Numitor,  consecrated  by  her  uncle  Amulius  to  the 
service  of  Vesta,  and  buried  alive  by  him  for  violating  her  vows.— 
Vide  Livy,  lib.  i. 
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And  in  a  launde,  upon  an  hille  of  floures, 
Was  sette  this  noble  goddesse  Nature;1 
Of  branches  were  her  halles  and  her  boures 
Y wrought,  after  her  craft  and  her  mesure ; 
Ne  there  nas  foul  that  cometh  of  engendrure, 
That  there  ne  were  prest,  in  her  presence, 
To  take  hir  dome,  and  yeve  hir  audience. 

For  this  was  on  sainct  Valentines  day,1 
Whan  every  foule  cometh  to  chese  hir  make, 
Of  every  kind  that  men  think e  may; 


1  [This  deification  of  Nature  is  very  characteristic  of  Chancer.  Com  p. 
"  Sommer  our  governour  and  lorde,"  iu  the  Legende  of  Good  Women,  v.  iii. 
p.  314.  In  these  and  in  many  detached  passages  of  Chaucer's  other  poem*, 
may  be  detected  a  tendency  to  pantheism,  or  the  worshipping  a  principle 
supposed  to  pervade  the  Universe,  rather  than  a  personal  Deity,  but 
Chaucer's  pantheism  does  not  appear  to  have  sunk  so  deep  as  to  corrupt  his 
faith,  but  rather  to  have  been  a  poetical  day-dream,  in  which  his  intense 
love  of  nature  made  his  imagination  delight  to  revel.  [See  also  vol.  ii.  p.  58, 
note  4.] 

3  The  origin  of  the  custom  of  choosing  valentines  on  St.  Valentine's 
day  is  involved  in  obscurity.  It  has  no  connexion  with  St.  Valentine, 
who  was  an  exemplary  priest,  put  to  death  for  the  faith  of  Christ  about 
a.d.  280.  Butler,  in  his  Lives  of  the  Saints,  assigns  to  it  a  heathen 
origin.  He  says,  *  To  abolish  the  heathen,  lewd,  superstitious  custom 
of  boys  drawing  the  names  of  girl?  in  honour  of  their  goddess  Februata 
Juno  on  the  14th  of  February,  several  zealous  pastors  substituted  the 
names  of  saints  in  billets  given  on  that  day/  The  heathen  custom, 
however,  has  survived  all  these  attempts  to  abolish  it,  and  remains 
enshrined  in  our  poetry  and  popular  customs.  In  the  catalogue  of 
Lydgate's  works,  printed  at  the  end  of  Speght's  edition  of  Chaucer,  is 
a  ballad  entitled  Chusing  Loves  on  St.  Valentine's  Day ;  and  in  a  poem 
written  by  him  in  praise  of  Queen  Catherine,  consort  of  Henry  V.,  in 
the  Harl.  collection,  zz5i,  the  following  stanza  occurs:— 
4  Seynte  Valentine,  of  custom  yeere  by  yeere 
Men  have  an  nsaunce  in  this  regioun, 

To  loke  and  serche  Cupide's  Ealendere, 
And  choose  theyr  choyse  by  grete  affeccionn ; 
Such  as  ben  prike  with  Cupid's  mocionn, 

Taking  theyr  choyce  as  theyr  sort  doth  falle ; 

But  I  love  oon  which  excellith  alle.' 
Mr.  Pepys,  in  his  diary  for  this  day,  in  the  year  1667*  has  the  follow- 
ing characteristic  entry.    *  This  morning  came  np  to  my  wife's  bedside, 
I  being  up  dressing  myself,  Little  Will.  Mercer  to  her  Valentine,  and 

2  b  2 
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And  that  so  Huge  a  noise  gan  they  make, 
That  earth,  [and]  sea,  and  tree,  and  every  lake, 
So  ful  was,  that  unnethe  there  was  space 
For  me  to  stande,  so  fid  was  al  the  place. 

And  right  as  Alain,  in  the  Plaint  of  Kinde,1 
Deviseth  Nature  of  such  araie  and  face; 
In  suche  aray  men  might  her  there  finde. 
This  noble  empresse,  fill  of  alle  grace, 
Bad  every  foule  take  hir  owne  place, 
As  they  were  wont  alway,  fro  yere  to  yere, 
On  sainct  Valentines  day  standen  there. 

That  is  to  say,  the  foules  of  ravine 

Were  highest  sette;  and  then  the  foules  smale, 

That  eaten,  as  that  nature  would  encline, 

As  worm  or  foule,2  of  which  I  telle  no  tale ; 

But  water  foule  sat  lowest  in  the  dale, 

And  foules  that  liveth  by  seed  sat  on  the  grene, 

And  that  so  many,  that  wonder  was  to  sene. 

There  might  men  the  royal  egle  finde, 
That  with  his  sharpe  looke  perseth  the  Son ; 
And  other  egles  of  a  lower  kinde, 
Of  which  that  clerkes  wel  devisen  con ; 
There  was  the  tyrant  with  his  fethers  don 


brought  her  name  written  upon  blue  paper,  in  gold  letters  done  by 
himself,  very  pretty ;  and  we  were  both  well  pleased  with  it.  But  I 
am  also  this  year  my  wife's  valentine,  and  it  will  cost  me  5J.,  but  that 
I  must  have  laid  out  if  we  had  not  been  valentines.'  He  adds,  *  I  find 
that  Mrs.  Pierce's  little  girl  is  my  valentine,  she  having  drawn  me ; 
which  I  was  not  sorry  for,  it  easing  me  of  something  more  that  I  must 
have  given  to  others.  But  here  I  do  first  observe  the  fashion  of 
drawing  of  mottos  as  well  as  names ;  so  that  Pierce,  who  drew  my 
wife,  did  also  draw  a  motto,  and  this  girl  drew  another  for  me.  What 
mine  was  I  forgot ;  but  my  wife's  was  *  Most  courteous  and  most  kind." 
The  custom  of  drawing  valentines  has  quite  disappeared,  and  has  been 
replaced  by  that  of  sending  anonymous  verses  and  presents. 

1  Alanus  de  Insulis,  among  other  things  wrote  a  booke,  De  Planetu 
Natures. 

s  The  reading  of  the  Cambridge  MS.  is  here  adopted,  in  preference 
to  Speght's,  or  thing. 
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And  grene,  I  mean  the  goshauke1  that  doth  pine 
To  birdes,  for  his  outragious  ravine. 

The  gentle  faucon,1  that  with  his  fete  distreineth 
The  kinges  hand;  the  hardy  sperhauke  eke, 
The  quailes  foe;  the  merlion*  that  peineth 
Himself  fdl  ofte  the  larke  for  to  seke; 
There  was  the  dove,  with  her  eyen  meke; 
The  jelous  swan,  ayenst  his  deth  that  singeth  ;* 
The  oul  eke,  that  of  deth  the  bode  bringeth.* 

The  crane,  the  geaunt,  with  his  trompes  soune : 
The  thief  the  chough,*  and  the  chattring  pie; 
The  scorning  jaye,7  the  eles  foe  the  heroune;* 


1  The  goshawk  is  the  largest  and  fiercest  of  the  short-winged  hawks. 
It  and  the  sparrowhawk  are  the  only  hawks  of  this  species  used  in 
falconry.  Their  manner  of  taking  their  prey  is  quite  different  from 
that  of  the  long-winged  hawks;  when  the  game  is  flushed  they  dart  at 
it  immediately,  and  if  they  fail  in  taking  it  at  the  first  pounce,  they 
fly  to  a  tree,  where  they  sit  till  it  is  again  put  up. 

3  The  gentle  falcon  is  the  falco  per egrinus  (see  vol.  i.  p.  4*78,  note  i.\ 
one  of  the  most  esteemed  of  the  long-winged  hawks,  and  beautifully 
described  as  distreining  the  king's  hand  with  its  foot,  because  carried  by 
persons  of  the  highest  rank,  and  petted  by  them  even  on  occasions  of 
ceremony.  Thus  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Hist,  of  Scotland,  vol.  i.,  relates,  that 
Mary  of  Guise,  the  Queen  Regent,  making  some  unpalatable  request  of 
the  Earl  of  Angus,  he  answered  her,  as  if  speaking  to  a  hawk  which  he 
held  on  kit  wrist,  and  was  feeding  at  the  time,  *  The  devil,'  said  he,  *is  in 
the  greedy  gled  (kite).   Will  she  never  be  rail  r 

8  The  merlin  is  the  smallest  of  the  long-winged  hawks,  and  was 
generally  carried  by  ladies. 

4  The  idea  that  swans  sing  before  their  death  is  of  great  antiquity ; 
but  Pliny,  Hist.  x.  a  3,  says,  *  Olorum  morte  narrator  fiebilis  cantus, 
falso  ut  arbitror  aliquot  experimentis.'  The  domestic  swan  is  called 
sometimes  the  '  mute  swan,'  because  it  has  no  voice ;  the  wild  swan, 
when  on  the  wing,  makes  a  loud  hooping,  which,  when  heard  from  a 
distance,  has  a  very  sweet  sound. 

*  Solaque  culminibus  ferali  carmine  bubo 
Saepe  queri,  et  longas  in  fletum  ducere  YOces.—jEneid.  iv.,  46a. 
•  The  chough,  or  red-legged  Cornish  crow,  like  its  relative  the 
magpie,  has  a  strange  fancy  for  anything  that  glitters,  and  has  been 
known  to  carry  off  a  fire-brand. 

7  The  epithet  scorning  is  applied  to  the  jay,  probably,  because  it  fol- 
lows, and  seems  to  mock  at,  the  owl,  whenever  the  latter  is  so  unfortu- 
nate as  to  be  caught  abroad  in  the  day-light ;  for  this  reason  a  trap  for 
lays  is  always  baited  with  a  live  owl. 

8  The  heron  will  stand  for  hours  in  the  shallow  water  watching  for  eels. 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


874  THE  ASSEMBLY   OF  FOULE& 

The  false  lapwing,  ful  of  trecherie;1 
The  stare,  that  the  counsaile  can  bewrie;1 
The  tame  ruddocke,  and  the  coward  kite ; 
The  cocke,  that  horiloge  is  of  thorpes  lite.*  > 

The  sparowe  Venus'  son,4  and  the  nightingale 
That  clepeth  forth  the  freshe  leaves  newe; 
The  swalwe,  murdrer  of  the  bees  smale, 
That  maken  honie  of  floures  fresh  of  hewe; 
The  wedded  turtelle,  with  his  herte  true ; 
The  pecocke,  with  his  angel  fethers  bright;* 
The  fesaunt,  scorner  of  the  cocke  by  night.6 

The  waker  gose/  the  cuckowe  ever  unkinde, 

The  popingey,  ful  of  delicasy ; 

The  drake,  stroier  of  his  owne  kinde  ;* "" 


1  The  epithet  false  is  applied  to  the  lapwing,  because  of  the  artifices 
■he  oses  to  mislead  men  or  animals  of  prey  when  they  come  near  her 
nest,  on  which  occasions  she  feigns  herself  wounded,  and  flutters  along 
the  ground  to  induce  them  to  follow  her  until  she  is  satisfied  that  he) 
nest  is  safe,  when  she  suddenly  takes  to  flight. 

*  This  is  perhaps  an  allusion  to  some  popular  story  like  The  Man- 
ciple's Tale,  in  which  a  talking  starling  or  stare  betrays  a  secret. 

3  The  reader  will  observe  the  picturesque  image  which  this  line  calls 
up  before  the  mind's  eye.  It  brings  before  us  the  little  remote  village  or 
thorpe  which  lies  embosomed  in  the  English  landscape,  and  the 
hinds,  called  up  in  the  early  morning  by  the  crowing  of  the  cock,  their 
only  horologe  or  clock,  betaking  them  to  their  daily  labour.  • 

4  The  sparrow  is  sacred  to  Venus.  Thus  in  Lily's  play  of  Alexander 
txnd  Campaspe,  Songs  from  the  Dramatists,  p.  50  >— 

*  He  stakes  his  quiver,  bow  and  arrows, 
His  mother's  doves  and  team  of  sparrows.* 

5  In  many  mediaeval  paintings  the  feathers  of  angels'  wings  are 
represented  as  those  of  peacocks. 

*  Perhaps  an  allusion  to  the  fact  that  pheasants  often  resort  to  the 
farm-yards,  and  breed  with  the  domestic  poultry. 

1  The  night  is  the  favourite  feeding-time  of  all  the  goose  tribe ;  but 
there  may  be  an  allusion  to  the  well-known  story  of  the  geese,  by 
their  cackling,  giving  the  alarm,  when  the  Gauls  attempted  to  surprise 
the  capitol. 

8  The  farmers'  wives  find  the  drake  or  mallard  the  greatest  enemy  of 
their  young  ducks,  whole  broods  of  which  he  will  destroy  unless 
removed. 
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The  storke,  wreker  of  advoutry;1 

The  hote  cormeraunt,  ful  of  glotony; 

The  ravin  and  the  crowe,  with  her  voice  of  care; 

The  throstel  olde,*  and  the  frostie  feldfare.8 

What  should  I  say?     Of  foules  of  every  kinde, 
That  in  this  world  have  fetheres  and  stature, 
Men  mighte  in  that  place  assembled  finde, 
Before  that  noble  goddesse  of  Nature; 
And  eche  of  them  did  his  busie  cure 
Benignely  to  chese,  or  for  to  take, 
By  her  accorde,  his  formel  or  his  make* 

But  to  the  point : — Nature  held  on  her  hond 
A  formel4  egle,  of  shape  the  gentillest 
That  ever  she  among  her  workes  fond, 
The  most  benigne,  and  eke  the  goodliest 
In  her  was  every  vertue  at  his  rest, 
So  farforth  that  Nature  her  selfe  had  blisse, 
To  looke  on  her  and  oft  her  beeke  to  kisse, 

Nature,  the  vicar  of  the  almightie  Lord, 
That  hote,  colde,  hevie,  light,  moist,  and  drie, 
Hath  knit,  by  even  number  of  accord,* 

1  The  following  carious  story,  told  by  Bishop  Stanley,  in  his  enter- 
taining History  of  Birds,  6th  edit.,  p.  3zz,  illustrates  the  propriety  of 
the  character  here  given  to  the  stork.  *  A  French  surgeon,  at  Smyrna, 
wishing  to  procure  a  stork,  and  finding  great  difficulty,  on  account  of 
the  extreme  veneration  in  which  they  are  held  by  the  Turks,  stole  all 
the  eggs  out  of  a  nest,  and  replaced  them  with  those  of  a  hen :  in  pro- 
cess of  time  the  young  chickens  came  forth,  much  to  the  astonishment 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stork.  In  a  short  time  Mr.  S.  went  off,  and  was  not 
seen  for  two  or  three  days,  when  he  returned  with  an  immense  crowd 
of  his  companions,  who  all  assembled  in  the  place,  and  formed  a 
circle,  taking  no  notice  of  the  numerous  spectators  which  so  unusual 
an  occurrence  had  collected.  Mrs.  Stork  was  brought  forward  into  the 
midst  of  the  circle,  and,  after  some  consultation,  the  whole  flock  fell 
upon  her  and  tore  her  to  pieces ;  after  which  they  immediately  dis- 
persed, and  the  nest  was  entirely  abandoned.' 

*  Whence  the  belief  in  the  longevity  of  the  thrush  is  derived  is  not 
known. 

3  The  field-fare,  a  migratory  bird  of  the  thrush  kind,  visits  this 
country  only  in  severe  frost  and  snow. 

4  Formel  means  the  female,  as  tercel  does  the  male,  of  birds  of  prey. 

*  This  is  the  doctrine  of  Lucretius,  which  he  derived  from  Epicurus. 
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In  easie  voice,  began  to  speake  and  say, 
* Foules  take  hede  of  my  sentence  I  pray; 
And  for  your  own  ease,  in  furdring  of  your  need 
As  fast  as  I  may  speak  I  will  me  speed. 

1  Ye  knowe  wel  how  on  Saint  Valentines  day, 
By  my  statute,  and  through  my  governance, 
Te  do  chese  your  makes,  and  after  nie  away 
"With  hem,  as  I  pricke  you  with  pleasaunce; 
But  nathelesse,  as  by  rightful  ordinaunce, 
May  I  not  lette,  for  all  this  world  to  winne, 
But  he  that  most  worthiest  is  shal  beginne. 

*  The  tercel1  egle,  as  ye  know  ful  wele 
The  foule  royal,  above  you  alle  in  degre, 

The  wise  and  worthie,  the  secret,  true  as  stele, 
The  which  I  have  formed,  as  ye  may  see, 
In  every  parte,  as  it  best  liketh  mee, — 
It  nedeth  not  his  shape  you  to  devise, — 
He  shal  first  chese,  and  speken  in  his  gise. 

*  And  after  him,  by  order  shalle  ye  chese, 
After  your  kinde,  everiche  as  you  liketh; 
And  as  your  hap  is,  shalle  ye  winne  or  lese ; 
But  which  of  you  that  love  most  entriketh,1 
God  sende  him  her,  that  sorest  for  him  siketh  :* — 
And  therewithal  the  tercel  gan  she  calle, 

And  said,  '  My  sonne,  the  choise  is  to  thee  falle. 

'  But  nathelesse,  in  this  condicion 

Must  be  the  choice  of  everiche  that  is  here, 

That  she  agree  to  his  election, 

Who  so  he  be,  that  sholde  been  her  fere ; 

This  is  our  usage  alway,  fro  yere  to  yere; 

And  who  so  may  at  this  time  have  this  grace, 

In  blisful  time  he  came  into  this  place.' 

1  See  ante,  page  376,  note  4. 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  entiketh,  meaning  apparently  enticeth ; 

bnt  there  seems  no  sufficient  reason  to  disturb  Speght's  reading,  for 

entrikith  would  mean  to  entangle  (French  intriguer),  which  gives  an 

appropriate  sense.    [Six  MSS.  rightly  have  entrikelk.—W.  W.  S.] 
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With  hed  enclined  and  with  ful  humble  chere, 
This  xyal  tercel  spake,  and  taried  nought : — 
'  Unto  my  soveraine  lady,  and  not  my  fere, 
I  chose  and  chese,  with  wille,  herte,  and  thought, 
The  formel  on  your  hand,  so  wel  ywrought, 
Whose  I  am  afie,  and  ever  wil  her  serve, 
Doe  what  her  luste,  to  doe  me  live  or  sterva 

'  Besechyng  her  of  mercy  and  of  grace, 

As  she  that  is  my  ladie  soveraine, 

Or  let  me  die  here  present  in  this  place, 

For  certes  longe  may  I  not  live  in  paine, 

For  in  my  herte  is  corven  every  vaine  ;l 

Having  regard  onely  to  my  trouthe, 

My  dere  herte,  have  on  my  wo  some  routhe. 

'And  if  T  be  founde  to  her  untrue, 
Bisobeisaunt,  or  wilful  negligent, 
Avauntour,  or  in*  processe  love  a  newe, 
I  pray  to  you  this  be  my  judgement, 
That  with  these  foules  I  be  al  to-rent, 
That  ilke  day  that  she  me  ever  mid 
To  her  untrue,  or  in  my  gilte  unkind. 

'  And  sith  that  none  loveth  her  so  wel  as- 1, 
Although  she  never  of  love  me  behet, 
Than  ought  she  be  mine  through  her  mercy, 
For  other  bonde  can  I  none  on  her  knet : 
For  wele  nor  wo,  never  shal  I  let 
To  serve  her,  how  farre  so  that  she  wende: 
Say  what  you  list,  my  tale  is  at  an  ende.' 

Bight  as  the  fresh  redde  rose  newe 
Against  the  sommer  Sunne  coloured  is; 
Eight  so,  for  shame,  al  waxen  gan  the  hewe 


1  That  is,  Every  vein  in  my  heart  is  cut ;  my  heart  is  wounded  with 
the  love  of  the  formel. 
*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  by  processe ;  of  time  is  understood. 
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Of  this  formel,1  whan  she  heard  al  this; 
Neither  she  answerde  welle,  ne  said  amis, 
So  sore  abashed  was  she;  til  that  Nature 
Said  *  Doughter  drede  you  not,  I  you  assure.* 

Another  tercel  egle  spake  anon 
Of  lower  kind,  and  said  that  should  not  be : — 
'  I  love  her  better  than  ye  doe,  by  saint  Johan! 
Or  at  the  least  I  love  her  as  wel  as  ye, 
And  lenger  have  served  her  in  my  degree ; 
And  if  she  should  have  loved  for  long  loving, 
To  me  alone  had  been  the  guerdoning. 

'  I  dare  eke  say,  if  she  me  finde  false, 
Unkind  jangler,  or  rebel  in  any  wise, 
Or  jelous,  doe  me  hange  by  the  halse; 
And  but  I  beare  me  in  her  servise 
As  well  as  my  wit  can  me  suffise, 
Fro  point  to  point  her  honour  for  to  save, 
Take  she  my  life  and  al  the  good  I  have.' 

The  third  tercel  egle  answerde  tho, 
•Now  sirs,"ye  see  the  little  leaser  here;* 
For  every  foule  crieth  out  to  be  ago 
Forth  with  his  make,  or  with  his  lady  dere: 
And  eke  Nature  her  self  ne  will  not  here, 
For  tarying  her,  not  half  that  I  would  seye, 
And  but  I  speke,  I  must  for  sorrow  deye. 

( Of  long  service  avaunt  I  me  nothing, 
But  as  possible  is  me  to  die  to  day 
For  wo,  as  he  that  hath  be  languishing 
This  twenty  winter,  and  wel  it  happen  may, 
A  man  may  serve  better,  and  more  to  pay 
In  half  a  year,  although  it  were  no  more 
Than  some  man  .doth  that  hath  served  ful  yoia 


>  It  is  not  in  character  for  an  eagle  to  blnsh. 

*  That  is,  *  You  see  that  we  have  but  little  leisure.' 
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*  I  ne  say  not  this  by  me,  for  I  ne  can 
Do  no  service  that  may  my  lady  please; 
But  I  dare  say  I  am  her  trewest  man,1 

As  to  my  dome,  and  fainest  wolde  her  please;* 
At  shorte  wordes,  til  that  dethe  me  cease, 
I  wil  be  hers,  whether  I  wake  or  winke, 
And  trewe  in  al  that  herte  may  bethinke.' 

Of  al  my  life,  sith  that  day  I  was  borne, 

So  gentle  plee8  in  love  or  other  thing, 

Ne  herde  never  no  man  me  beforne ; 

Who  so  that  had  leiser  and  conning 

For  to  reherse  their  chere  and  their  speaking : 

And  from  the  morrow  gan  this  speche  laste, 

Til  downward  went  the  Sunne  wonder  faste. 

The  noyse  of  foules  for  to  be  deliverd 

So  loude  rang,  '  Have  don  and  let  us  wende,' 

That  wel  weend  I  the  wood  had  al  to-shiverdi 

'  Come  off!'  they  cryd,  '  alas,  ye  wille  us  shende! 

Whan  shal  your  cursed  pleding  have  an  ende? 

How  should  a  judge  either  party  leve, 

For  ye  or  nay,  withouten  any  prove?' 

The  goos,  the  duck,  and  the  cuckowe  also, 

So  cried  '  Keke,  keke,4  Cuckow,  Queke  queke'  hie, 

Thurgh  mine  eares  the  noise  went  tho. 

The  goos  said  than  '  Al  this  nis  worth  a  flie! 

But  I  can  shape  hereof  a  remedie, 

And  wil  say  my  verdite,  faire  and  swithe, 

For  water  foule,  whoso  be  wroth  or  blithe.' 

'And  I  for  worm  foule,'  said  the  fole  cuckow; 

*  For  I  will,  of  mine  own  authorite, 

For  common  spede,  take  on  me  the  charge  now; 

i  See  toI.  It.  p.  281,  note  5.  *  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  ease. 

*  The  dispute  is  here  called  a  plee,  or  plea,  or  pleading;  and  in  the 
next  stanza  the  terms  of  law,  adopted  into  the  Courts  of  Love,  are 
still  more  pointedly  applied. 

4  *  Keke,  keke,'  is  an  imitation  of  the  goose's  cackling,  as  '  cuckow* 
and  *  queke  queke*  are  of  the  cuckoo's  and  duck's  cries. 
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For,  to  delivere  us,  it  is  great  charite.' 

*  Ye  may  abide  a  while  yet  perde,' 
Quod  the  turtel ;  '  if  it  be  youre  wille 

A  -wight  may  speke,  it  were  as  good  be  stille.1 

*  I  am  a  sede  foule,  one  the  unworthieste, 
That  wote.I  wel,  and  leest  of  conning; 
But  better  is  that  a  wightes  tonge  reste, 
Than  entremete  him  of  such  doinge 

Of  which  he  neither  rede  can  nor  singe; 

And  who  so  it  doth,  ful  foule  himself  acloyeth, 

For  office  uncommaunded'  oft  anoyeth.' 

Nature,  which  that  alway  hadde  an  ere 

To  murmure  of  the  lewednesse  behinde, 

With  facond  voice  said,  *  Hold  your  tongues  there 

And  I  shal  soone,  I  hope,  a  counsaile  finde, 

You  to  delivere,  and  fro  this  noyse  unbinde: 

I  charge  of  every  flock  ye  shal  one  calle, 

To  say  the  verdite  of  you  foules  alle.' 

Assented  were  to  this  conclusion 

The  birdes  alle :  and  foules  of  ravine 

Have  chosen  first,  by  plaine  election, 

The  tercelet  of  the  faucon  to  define 

Al  hir  sentence,  and  as  him  lust  to  termine; 

And  to  Nature  him  they  did  presente, 

And  she  accepteth  him  with  glad  entente. 

The  tercelet  said  than  in  this  manere  :8— 

*  Ful  hard  it  were  to  preve  it  by  reason, 
Who  loveth  best  this  gentle  forinel  here ; 
Ilor  everich  hath  such  replicatioun, 

That  by  skilles  may  none  be  brought  adoun; 
I  cannot  see  that  arguments  availe, 
Than  seemeth  it  there  must  be  bataile.' 


1  The  Cambridge  MS.,  for  U  were  as  good,  reads,  hym  were  as  ftttret 
the  former  has  been  retained  as  giving  a  better  meaning. 

*  The  reading  of  the  Cambridge  MS.  is  here  followed  in  preference 
to  Speght's  uncommitted.  •*  The  Cambridge  MS.  reads  tnatere. 
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1  Al  ready !'  quod  these  eagle  tercels  tho. 

*  Nay,  sirs,'  quod  he,  '  if  that  I  durst  it  saye, 

Ye  do  me  wrong,  my  tale  is  not  ydo : 

For  sirs,  taketh  nat  a  greefe,  I  praye, 

It  may  not  be  as  ye  wolde,  in  this  waye: 

Ours  is  the  voice  that  have  the  charge  in  hande, 

And  to  the  judges  dome  ye  must  stande. 

c  And  therefore  Peace !  I  say.     As  to  my  wit, 
Me  wold  thinke,  how  that  the  worthiest 
Of  knightehood,  and  lengest  had  used  it, 
Most  of  estate,  of  blood  the  gentillest, 
Were  fitting  for  her,  if  that  her  lest ; 
And  of  these  three  she  wote  her  selfe,  I  trowe, 
Which  that  he  be,  for  it  is  light  to  knowe.' 

The  water  foules  have  their  heades  laid 

Togider,  and  of  short  avisement, 

Whan  everiche  had  his1  verdite  said, 

They  said  sothely  al  by  one  assent, 

How  that  the  goos,  with  the  facond  g*nt,2 

That  so  desireth  to  pronounce  our  nede, 

Shal  telle  her  tale,  and  praid  to  God  her  spede. 

And  for  these  water  foules  tho  began 
The  goose  to  speke,  and  in  her  cakelinge. 
She  said,  '  Peace  now,  take  keep  every  man, 
And  herken  which  a  reason  I  shal  forth  bringel 
My  witte  is  sharpe,  I  love  no  tarryinge ! 
I  say  I  rede  him,  tho  he  were  my  brother, 
But '  she  will  love  him,  let  him  love  another.* 

J  '  Lo!  here  a  partite  reason  of  a  goose!' 
Quod  the  sperhauke.     '  Never  mote  she  the! 
Lo,  such  a  thing  it  is  to  have  a  tongue  lose ! 
Now  pard6,  foole,  yet  were  it  better  for  the 
Have  held  thy  peace,  than  shewd  thy  nicete; 

1  Speght  reads  this,  evidently  by  mistake  for  his. 

1  That  is, '  With  the  refined  eloquence/  said  ironically. 

*  That  is, '  Unless  she  will  love  him.* 
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It  lieth  nat  in  his  wit,  nor  in  his  wille; 
But  sooth  is  said,  a  fole  cannot  be  stille.9 

The  laughter  arose  of  gentile  foules  alle, 
And  right  anone  the  seed  foules  chosen  hadde 
The  turtle  true,  and  gan  her  to  hem  calle; 
And  prayed  her  to  say  the  sooth  sadde 
Of  this  matter,  and  asked  what  she  radde. 
And  she  answerd,  that  plainly  her  entent 
She  wolde  shewe,  and  sothely  what  she  ment. 

'  Nay,  God  forbede  a  lover  sholde  chaunge !' 
The  turtle  said,  and  wex  for  shame  al  red : 
'  Though  that  his  lady  evermore  be  straunge, 
Yet  let  him  serve  her  alway,  til  he  be  deed.1  > 
Forsoth,  I  praise  not  the. gooses  reed; 
For  tho  she  died,  I  would  none  other  make; 
I  will  be  hers  til  that  the  dethe  me  take.' 

'Well  ybourded,'  quod  the  duck,  'by  my  hat!* 

That  men  should  love  alway  causelesse, 

Who  can  a  reason  finde,  or  wit  in  that? 

Daunceth  he  inery  that  is  mirthlesse? 

Who  sholde  recke  of  that  is  retchlesse? 

Ye !  queke  yet,'  quod  the  duck,  l  ful  wel  and  faire  I 

There  be  mo  sterres,  God  wote,  than  a  paire.,s 

4  Now  fie  churle!'  quod  the  gentle  tercelet, — 
Out  of  the  dunghille  came  that  word  aright; 
Thou  canst  not  see  which  thing  is  wel  beset ; 
Thou  farest  by  love  as  owles  do  by  light, — 
The  day  hem  blindeth,  ful  wel  they  see  by  night; 

i  See  Court  of  Love,  vol.  iv.  p.  29?. 

*  The  oath,  'By  myn  hede,'  or  head,  often  occurs  in  Chaucer— hv 
my  hat  seems  to  be  a  ludicrous  parody  on  it,  characteristic  of -a  vulgar 
person  like  the  duck.  There  is  also,  perhaps,  an  allusion  to  the  top- 
knot which  sometimes  grows  on  the  mallard's  head ;  or  to  the  beautiful 
shining  green  feathers  with  which  it  is  covered. 

3  That  is,  *  Yea,  you  may  quack,'  meaning  sing  or  be  merry, '  well  and 
fairly ;  for,  be  assured,  there  are  more  stars  than  two ;'  meaning,  you 
can  find  another  mistress;  like  our  proverb,  There  is  as  good  fish  in  the 
sea  as  ever  was  caught.'    Speght,  for  God  wote  reads  in  the  skie. 
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Thy  kind  is  of  so  lowe  wretchednesse, 

That  what  love  is  thou  canst  not  se  nor  geese.' 

Tho  gan  the  cuckow  put  him  forth  in  preace1 
For  foule  that  eateth  worme,  and  saide  blive  :— 
'  So  I,'  quod  he,  '  may  have  my  make  in  peace, 
I  ne  recche  how  longe  that  they  strive.* 
Let  ech  of  hem  be  soleine8  al  hir  live, 
This  is  my  rede,  sens  they  may  nat  acoorde; 
This  short  lesson  needeth  not  recorde.' 

'  Ye,  have  the  glutton  fillide  his  paunch, 

Than  are  we  wel !'  saide  the  emerlon  :* — 

'  Thou  murdrer  of  the  heysugge*  on  the  braunch 

That  brought  thee  forth  I  thou  ruful  glutton  1 

Live  thou  solein,  wormes  corruption ! 

For  no  force  is  of  lack  of  thy  nature;7 

Go,  leude  be  thou  while  the  world  may  dure!' 

'  Now  peace,'  quod  Nature,  '  I  commaunde  here, 
For  I  have  heard  al  your  opinion, 
And  in  effect  yet  be  we  never  the  nere; 


1  That  is,  *  Began  to  push  himself  forward  in  the  crowd.' 

2  The  reading  of  the  Cambridge  MS.  has  been  adopted  as  much 
better  than  Speght's : 

« I  retch  not  how  long  that  ye  strive.' 

3  Alone,  unmarried ;  hence  sullen. 

4  This  passage  is  very  spirited  and  dramatic.  The  Emerlon,  or 
Merlin,  speaks  at  first  in  the  person  of  the  cuckoo,  *  Yea !  if  the  glutton 
have  filled  his  paunch,  then  are  we  (meaning  the  cuckoo,  in  contempt,) 
satisfied '  And  then,  indignant  at  the  baseness  of  the  sentiment, 
analogous  to  that  which  the  cuckoo  has  just  uttered,  he  addresses  him 
directly,  *  Thoti  murderer,'  &c. 

5  The  heysugge  is  the  hedge-sparrow,  or  fauvette,  in  whose  nest  the 
cuckoo  generally  deposits  a  single  egg ;  and  when  the  young  cuckoo  is 
hatched,  being  large  enough  to  fill  the  nest,  it  throws  out  and  kills 
the  young  hedge-sparrows.  The  reader  will  observe  the  beauty  of 
this  expression,  *  On  the  braunch,'  put  for  the  nest,  *  that  brought  thee 
forth.* 

6  The  merlin  calls  the  cuckoo  wormes  corrupdoun,  because  his  food 
is  worms. 

i  [The  meaning  is '  For  it  does  not  matter  if  the  result  is  the  loss  of  your 
whole  species.'    Solein,  without  a  mate.— W.  W.  S.1 
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But  finally,  this  is  my  conclusion, — 

That  she  her  selfe  shall  have  her  election 

Of  whom  her  list,  who  so  be  wrothe  or  blithe ; 

Him  that  she  cheseth,  he  shall  her  have  as  swathe. 

*  For  sith  it  may  not  here  discussed  be 
Who  loveth  her  best,  as  said  the  tercelet, 
Than  wol  I  done  this  favour  to  her,  that  she 
Shal  have  right  him  on  whom  her  herte  is  set; 
And  he  her,  that  his  herte  hath  on  her  k&et: 
This  judge  I,  Nature,  for  I  may  not  lie 
To  none  estate,  I  have  none  other  eye. 

'  But  as  for  counsaile  for  to  chuse  a  make, 

If  I  were  reason,1  thanne  wolde  I 

Counsaile  you  the  ryal  tercel  take, 

As  said  the  tercelet,*  ful  skilfully, 

As  for  the  gentillest,  and  most  worthy. 

Which  I  have  wroght  so  wel  to  my  plesaunce, 

That  to  you  it  ought  ben  a  suffisaunce.' 

With  dredeful*  voice  that  formel  her  answerd:— 

1  My  rightful  lady,  goddess  of  Nature, 

Soth  is,  that  I  am  ever  under  your  yerd,4 

As  is  everich  other  creature, 

And  must  be  yours  while  my  life  may  dure; 

And  therefore  graunte  me  my  firste  boone, 

And  mine  entent  you  woll  I  say  right  soone.* 

'  I  graunt  it  you/  quod  she,  and  right  anone 
This  formel  eagle  spake  in  this  degree : — 
'  Almighty  quene,  unto  this  year  be  done 


1  The  meaning  of  this  line,  as  it  stands,  would  be,  'If  I  were 
Beaton,'  meaning  the  Goddess  Reason,  *  I  would  counsel  you,'  fee.  But 
the  true  reading  is  probably,  *  If  it  were  reason,'  that  is,  •  If  it  were 
reasonable.'   [Five  M8S.  rightly  have  it,  not  J.— W.  W.  8.] 

*  The  Cambridge  MS.  for  the  tercebt,  reads  Nature,  which  would  make 
the  passage  unintelligible. 

*  Dredeful  here  means  'mil  of  dread,'  not,  as  with  us,  causing  dread. 

*  See  vol.  ii.,  p.  95,  note  2. 
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1  aske  respite  for  to  avisen  mee; 
And  after  that  to  have  my  choice  al  free ; 
This  all  and  some  that  I  would  spek  and  seye; 
Te  get  no  more,  although  ye  do  me  deye. 

'  I  wol  not  serven  Venus  ne  Gupide, 
Forsooth  as  yet,  by  no  manner  waye.' 
*  Now  sens  it  may  none  other  wayes  betide,' 
Quod  Nature, '  here  is  no  more  to  saye : 
Than  wold  I  that  these  foules  were  awaye, 
Ech  with  his  make,  for  tarying  lenger  here.* 
And  said  hem  thus,  as  ye  shal  after  here. 

'  To  you  speke  I,  ye  tercelets,'  quod  Nature ; 
'  Beth  of  good  herte,  and  serveth  alle  three; 
A  yeare  is  not  so  longe1  to  endure, 
And  ech  of  you  paine  him  in  his  degree 
For  to  do  welle;  for,  God  wote,  quit  is  she 
Fro  you  this  year,  what  after  so  befalle ; 
This  entremes'  is  dressed  for  you  alL' 

And  whan  this  work  brought  was  to  an  end, 
To  every  foule  Nature  yave  his  make 
By  even  accord,  and  on  hir  way  they  wend : 
And,  Lord!  the  blisse  and  joye  that  they  make! 
For  ech  of  hem  gan  other  in  his  winges  take, 
And  with  hir  neckes  ech  gan  other  winde, 
Thanking  alway  the  noble  goddess  of  kinde. 

But  first  were  chosen  foules  for  to  singe,— 
As  yere  by  yere  was  alway  hir  usaunce, 
To  sing  a  roundel  at  hir  departinge, 
To  do  Nature  honour  and  pleasaunce; 
The  note,  I  trow,  maked  was  in  Fraunce ; 

1  Speght  reads  long,  which  is  both  metrically  and  grammatically 
incorrect,  longe  being  the  adverbial  form.  But  in  his  text  grammatical 
inflections  are  throughout  disregarded. 

*  An  entremet,  or  as  it  is  here  spelt,  entremet,  is  a  small  dish  brought 
in,  as  its  name  implies,  between  the  more  substantial  viands,  and 
generally  something  very  dainty.  Nature  says  playfully,  This  decision, 
which  obliges  you  to  wait  for  a  year,  is  a  dainty  morsel  for  you  to 
enjoy  in  the  interval.  [The  form  entremet  occurs  in  Barbowf*  Bruce.— 
W.  W.  8.] 

VOL.  H.  2   0 
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The  wordes  were  such  as  ye  may  here  finde 
The  next  Terse,  as  I  now  hare  in  mind. 

Qui  bien  ayme  tard  oublye.1 

'  Now  welcome  summer,  with  thy  sunnes  softe, 
That  hast  this  winter  weatheres  overshake ; 
Saint  Valentine,  thou  art  ful  high  on  lofte, 
Which  drivest  away  the  longe  nightes  blake;— 
Thus  singen  smale  foules  for  thy  sake— 
Wei  have  they  cause  for  to  gladen  ofte, 
Sens  each  of  hem  recovered  hath  his  make, 
Ful  blisful  may  they  singe  whan  they  awake.' 

And  with  the  shouting  whan  hir  song  was  do, 

That  the  foules  made  at  hir  flight  away, 

I  woke,  and  other  bookes  took  me  to 

To  rede  upon;  and  yet  I  rede  alway. 

I  hope  ywis  to  rede  so  some  day, 

That  I  shall  mete  something  for  to  fare 

The  bet,  and  thus  to  rede  I  nil  not  spare. 

EXPLICIT. 


1  Though  the  conclusion  of  this  poem  is  somewhat  similar  to  that  of 
The  Court  of  Love,  it  differs  in  two  important  details :  in  The  Court  of 
Love  the  birds  sing  a  religious  service  to  the  God  of  Love;  here  they 
sing  a  roundel  in  thanksgiving  to  Nature.  The  motto  or  refrain  of  the 
song,  Qui  bien  aime,  tard  oublye,  He  who  loves  well  does  not  soon 
forget,  gives,  as  it  were,  the  keynote  of  the  whole  poem,  the  object  of 
which  is  to  show,  that  where  all  profess  equal  love  the  criterion  must  be 
constancy.  The  Court  of  Love,  be  it  remembered,  is  a  late  imitation  of 
Chaucer,  not  Chaucer's  own  work.— W.  W.  S.J 
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CHAUCEBES  A.  B.  C. 

CALLED 

LA    FBIEBB    DB    KOSTBE    DAME. 

[This  poem  was  first  printed  by  Speght  in  his  edition  of 
1597,  where  it  appears  deformed  by  the  corruptions  of  ortho- 
graphy generally  found  in  the  printed  books  of  that  period. 
The  text  has  been,  as  far  as  possible,  purified  and  restored 
to  some  degree  of  conformity  with  the  grammatical  and 
metrical  structure  of  the  other  poems. 

There  was  a  tradition  current,  in  Speght's  time,  that  the 
A.  B.  C.  was  written  '  at  the  request  of  Blanche,  Duchess 
of  Lancaster,  as  a  prayer  for  her  private  use,  being  a  woman 
in  her  religion  very  devout.'  This  vague  report,  however 
inconclusive,  has  been  deemed  sufficient  to  determine  the 
position  of  the  A.  B.  C.  as  before  The  Bohe  of  the  Duehesse, 
which  relates  to  her  death.  [It  must  in  fact  be  one  of  the 
earliest  poems.] 

The  A.  B.  C.  is  a  prayer  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  some- 
what in  the  manner  of  an  acrostic  It  consists  of  twenty- 
three  stanzas,  each  of  which  begins  with  one  of  the  letters  of 
the  alphabet,  arranged  in  their  order.  The  Lamentations  of 
Jeremiah  are  divided  in  the  same  manner,  and  probably 
suggested  the  idea.  The  attributes  ascribed  to  the  Mother 
of  our  Lord  are  chiefly  derived  from  the  analogical  inter- 
pretation of  Scripture,  which  had  been  handed  down  from  the 

Fathers.] 

A. 

ALMIGHTY  and  al  merceable  Quene, 
To  whom  al  this  world  fleeth  for  succour 
To  have  relees  of  sinne,  of  sorwe,  of  tene ! 
Glorious  Virgine,  of  alle  flouris  floure, 
To  the  I  fle,  confounded  in  errour! 
Helpe,  and  releve,  almighty  debonaire,1 

1  Debonaire  is  here  used  as  a  substantive.— See  vol.  Hi.  p.  jij,  note  1. 

2  0  2 
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Have  mercy  of  myn  perilous  langour! 
Venquist  me  bath  my  cruel  adversaire. 


Bounte  so  fixe  hath  in  thy  herte  his  tente 

That  wele  I  wote  thou  wil  my  succour  be ; 

Thou  canst  not  werne  that,  with  gode  entente, 

Axith  thyn  belpe,  thyn  herte  is  ay  so  fre!1 

Thou  art  largesse1  of  pleyne  felicite, 

Haven  and  refute*  of  quiete  and  reste! 

Lo !  how  that  thevis  seven4  chasen  me ! 

Helpe,  Lady  brighte,  or  that  my  schippe*  to-breste  t 

C. 

Comfort  is  none,  but  in  you,  Lady  dere! 

For  lo,  myn  sinne  and  myn  oonfusioun, 

Which  oughte  not  in  thyn  presence  for  to  apere, 

Han  taken  on  me  a  grevous  actioun,' 

Of  verrey  right  and  disperatioun  I 

And,  as  by  right,  they  mighten  wele  sustene, 

That  I  were  worthy  myn  damnatioun, . 

Nere  mercy  of  you,  blisful  quene ! 


1  That  is,  *  Thou  canst  not  refuse  one  that,  with  pure  intention, 
asketh  thy  help.' 

3  Largesse,  the  abstract  quality,  is  put  for  the  concrete,  meaning 
'  Thou  that  art  largesse,  or  liberality  itself.' 

3  This  is  probably  taken  from  the  Litany,  called  that  of  Loretto,  in 
which  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  addressed  as  Reragium  peccatorum. 

4  The  seven  deadly  sins.  The  allusion  is  probably  to  the  parable  of 
the  Good  Samaritan,  in  which  the  man  who  went  from  Jerusalem  to 
Jericho  is  generally  interpreted  by  the  Fathers  to  mean  the  human 
soul ;  and  the  thieves,  who  left  him  naked  and  wounded,  the  seven 
deadly  sins,  which  despoil  it  of  divine  grace,  and  impair  its  power  of 
choosing  virtue. 

6  It  is  the  Church,  not,  as  here,  an  individual  Christian,  which  is 
generally  compared  to  a  ship.  Thus,  in  the  English  office  for  baptism : — 
*  that  he  (the  catechumen)  being  delivered  from  thy  wrath,  may  be 
received  into  the  ark  of  Christ's  church ;  and  being  steadfast  in  faith, 
&c.,  may  so  pass  the  waves  of  this  troublesome  world,'  &c 

6  Actioun  seems  to  mean  control,  from  the  verb  to  acte,  to  drive 
Cagere). 
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D. 
Doute  is  ther  none,  Queue  of  miserioorde,1 
That  thou  nart  cause  of  grace  and  mercy  here; 
God  vouchedsafe  through  thee  with  us  to  accorde : 
For  certis,  Christis  blisful  modir  dere  1 
Were  now  the  bo  we  bent*  in  swiche  manere, 
As  it  was  ferste,  of  justice  and  of  ire, 
The  rightful  God  wolde  of  no  mercy  here; 
But  thorugh  the  han  we  grace  as  we  desire. 

E. 
Ever  hath  myn  hope  of  refute  in  the  be : 
For  here  beforne  ful  offce  in  many  a  wise, 
Unto  mercy  hast  thou  received  ma 
But  mercy,  Lady!  at  the  grete  assise, 
Whanne  we  shalle  come  before  the  heigh  justise  1 
So  litel  frute  shal  than  in  me  ben  founde, 
Thai*  but  thou  or  that  day  correote  me, 
Of  verrey  right  myn  werke  wil  me  confounde.8 

F. 
Flying,  I  fle  for  succour  to  thyn  tente, 
Me  for  to  hide  fro  tempeste  ful  of  drede, 
Beseking  you,  that  ye  you  not  absente, 
Though  I  be  wikke.     O  help  yet  at  this  nede ! 
Al  have  I  ben  a  beste  in  witte  and  dede, 
Yet,  Lady!  thou  me  close  in  with  thyn  grace, 
Thyn  enemy  and  myne,*  Lady,  take  hede ! 
Unto  myn  dethe  in  poynt  is  me  to  chase. 


1  Thus  in  the  Salisbury  Breviary  the  Antiphon  used  from  Trinity 
to  Advent  began,  Salve  Begins,  mater  miserioordiie. 

2  That  is,  *  If  the  bow  of  God's  justice  and  anger  were  now  bent,  as 
it  was  before  His  Incarnation/  fee.  There  is  an  allusion  to  Psalm  vii.. 
i3,  •  If  a  man  will  not  turn,  he  will  whet  his  sword ;  he  hath  bent  hi* 
bow.' 

3  This  sentiment  recalls  the  verse  from  the  Dies  Ira  .— 

•  Quid  sum  miser  tunc  dicturus? 
Quern  patronum  rogaturus, 
Quum  vix  Justus  sit  securus  V 
*  Soil.,  Satan. 
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o. 

Graciouse  mayde  and  modir  [  which  that  never 
Were  bitter  nor  in  erthe  nor  in  se,1 
But  fill  of  sweetnesse  and  of  mercy  ever, 
Helpe,  that  myn  fader  be  not  wroth  with  me  I 
Speke  thou,  for  I  ne  dare  him  not  se; 
So  have  I  done  in  erthe,  alas  the  while! 
That  certes,  but  if  thou  myne  succour  be, 
To  sinke  eterne  he  will  mine  ghost  exile. 

H. 
He  vouchedesafe,  telle  him,  as  was  his  wille, 
Become  a  man  as  for  our  alliaunce," 
And  with  his  blode  he  wrote  that  blisfal  bille 
Upon  the  crosse,  as  general  acquitaunce* 
To  every  penitent,  in  full  creaunce : 
Ajid  therefore,  Lady  bright!  thou  for  us  preye, 
Then  shalt  thou  stent©  al  his  grevaunce, 
And  maken  our  foe  to  fatten  of  his  preye. 

I. 

I  wote  wele  thou  wilt  ben  cure  succour, 
Thou  art  so  fal  of  bounte  in  certeyne; 
For,  whanne  a  soule  falleth  in  errour, 
Thyn  pite  goth  and  haleth  him  ageyne, 
That  maketh  thou  his  pees  with  his  sovereyne, 
And  bringest  him  out  of  the  crooked  strete : 
Who  so  the  loveth  shal  not  love  in  veyne, 
That  shal  he  finde,  as  he  the  life  shal  lete. 

K. 

Kalenderis  enlumined*,ben  they 

That  in  this  world  ben  lighted  with  thyn  name, 

1  There  appears  to  be  an  allusion  to  the  name  of  Mary,  or  Miriam, 
supposed  to  mean  bitter. 
8  To  ally  God  and  man ;  to  restore  man  to  communion  with  God. 

3  There  appears  to  be  an  allusion  to  Col.  ii.  14. 

4  An  allusion  to  the  custom  of  writing  the  high  Festivals  of  the 
Church  in  the  Calendar  with  red,  or  illuminated,  letters ;  whence  they 
are  commonly  called  in  our  Universities  *  Red-letter  days.' 
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And  who  so  goth  with  the  the  righte  weye, 
Him  schal  not  drede  in  soule  to  ben  lame; 
Now,  Quene  of  comfort !  sith  thon  art  the  same 
To  whom  I  seche  for  my  medicine, 
Let  not  myn  fo  no  more  myn  wounde  entame ; 
Myn  hele  into  thyn  honde  al  I  resine. 


Lady,  thyn  sorwe1  can  I  not  portreye 
Under  that  crosse,  ne  his  grevous  pennaunce : 
But,  for  your  bothis  peyne,  I  you  preye, 
Let  not  our  alder  fo  make  his  bostaunce, 
That  he  hath  in  his  lestis,  with  mischaunce, 
Convicte  that  ye  both  han  bought  so  dere;* 
As  I  seyde  erst,  thou  ground  of  substaunoe ! 
Continue  on  us  thine  pitouse  eyen  clere. 


-Moyses  that  saugh  the  bosh  of  flambis  rede 
Brenning,  of  which  than  never  a  stikke  brende, 
Was  signe  of  thyn  UDwemmed  maidenhede. 
Thou  art  the  bosh,  on  which  ther  can  descende 


1  This  recals  to  mind  the  hymn  attributed  to  Innocent  III.,  be- 
ginning:— 

*  Stabat  Mater  dolorosa 
Juxta  crucem  lachrymosa. 
Dnm  pendebat  Alius. — See  vol.  i.  p.  296. 

*  That  is, '  But  I  pray  that,  in  consideration  of  the  pain  which  both 
of  70a  suffered,  you  allow  not  the  foe  of  us  all  (our  alder  fo)  to  boast 
that  he  hath,  according  to  his  desires,  (may  evil  befal  him !)  convicted 
that  [scfl.,  my  soul]  which  you  have  both  bought  so  dear.' 

The  same  idea  is  embodied  in  the  following  curious  verses  of  the 
time  of  Edward  I.,  published  by  Mr.  Wright  in  his  Specimens  of 
Lyric  Poetry: — 

*  Lutel  wot  hit  any  mon 

Hou  love  Hyin  haveth  ybonnde 

That  for  us  on  the  rode  ro*, 

And  bohte  us  with  His  wounde ; 

The  love  of  Hym  haveth  us  ymaked  sonnde 

And  ycaste  the  grimly  gost  to  grounde. 

Ever  and  00,  night  and  day,  He  haveth  us  in  his  thohtei 

He  nul  nout  loose  that  He  so  deore  bohte.' 
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The  Holy  Ghost,  which  that  Moyses  wend* 
Had  ben  on  fire :  and  this  was  in  figure.1 
Now,  Lady!  from  the  fire  us  defends, 
Which  that  in  helle  eternally  shal  dure. 

N. 
Noble  prinoesse,  that  never  haddest  pere! 
Certes  if  any  comfort  in  us  be, 
That  commeth  of  thee,  Ohristis  moder  deret 
We  han  none  other  melody  ne  gle, 
Us  to  rejoyce  in  our  adversite, 
Ne  advocate  none,  that  wil  and  dare  so  preyo 
For  us,  and  that  for  as  litel  hire  as  ye, 
That  helpen  for  an  Ave  Mary  or  tweye. 

O. 
O,  very  light  of  even  that  ben  blinde ! 
O  very  lust  of  labour  and  distresse ! 
O  tresorere  of  bounte  to  mankinde, 
The  whom  God  chese  to  moder  for  humblesse! 
From  his  ancelle*  he  made  the  maistresse 
Of  heven  and  erth,  our  biUe  up  to  bede ; 
This  world  awaiteth  ever  on  thyn  goodnes, 
For  thou  ne  failedest  never  wight  at  nede. 

P. 
Purpos  I  have  somtime  for  to  enquere, 
Wherfor  and  why  the  Holy  Ghost  the  sought, 
Whanne  Gabrielis  vois  com  to  thyn  ere ; 
He  not  to  werre  us  swiche  a  wonder  wrought, 


1  8ee  The  TdU,  of  the  Prioresse,  vol^  ii.  p.  ro8.    The  same  thought 
occurs  in  an  ancient  alliterative  hymn,  published  by  Warton:— 
Heil  store,  that  never  stunteth  liht, 
Heil  bosh  brenning,  that  never  was  brent. 

St.  Bernard  is  fond  of  discovering  these  allegorical  meanings  in 
the  historical  passages  of  the  Old  Testament.  'Hano  enim  sacer- 
dotalis  virga,  dum  sine  radice  floruit ;  banc  Gedeonis  vellus,  dum  in 
medio  sicca?  areae  maduit ;  hano  in  Ezechielis  visione  Orientalis  porta, 
qua  nulli  unquam  patuit,  pnesignabat.'—  S.  Bernabd's  Serm.  In 
Apoe.  o.  xii. 

3  In  allusion  to  the  answer  of  the  blessed  Virgin  to  Gabriel,  Ecoe 
ancilla  Domini— Luke  i.  38. 
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But  for  to  save  us,  that  sitlien  us  bought : 
Than  needeth  us  no  weapon  us  to  save, 
But  onely  ther  we  did  not  as  us  ought,1 
Do  penitence,  and  mercy  aske  and  have.* 

Q. 
Queue  of  comforte,  right  whanne  I  me  bethink, 
That  I  agilte  hare  bothe  him  and  the, 
And  that  myn  soule  is  worthy  for  to  sinke, 
Alas!  I,  caitife,  wheder  shal  I  fle? 
Who  shal  unto  thyn  Sone  myne  mene*  be? 
Who,  but.  thyn  selfe,  that  art  of  pite  welle? 
Thou  hast  more  routhe  on  our  adversite, 
Than  in  this  world  might  any  tonge  telle. 

Redresse  me,  Moder,  and  eke  me  chastise! 
For  certeynly  my  faderes  chastising 
Ne  dare  I  not  abiden  in  no  wise, 
So  hidous  is  his  ful  reckening.4 
Moder !  of  whom  our  joye  gan  to  springe, 
Be  ye  myn  juge,  and  eke  my  soules  leche, 
For  ever  in  you  is  pite  aboundinge 
To  eche  that  of  pite  wil  you  besecha 

S. 
Sothe  is,  he  ne  graunteth  no  pite 
Withoute  the;  for  God  of  his  godenesse 
Forgiveth  none,  but  it  like  unto  the : 
He  hath  the  made  vicaire  and  maistresse 


1  Ought  is  the  past  tense  of  the  verb  to  owe,  *  As  us  ought*  means, 
therefore, '  As  belonged  to  us,  or  became  us.' 

3  The  poet  says,  *  Inasmuch  as  Christ  has  redeemed,  or  bought  us, 
therefore  all  that  is  necessary  for  our  salvation  is  to  repent  of  what  we 
have  done  amiss,  and  ask  and  have  mercy.' — See  Matt.  Til.  7. 

3  Mene  signifies  mediator. 

*  The  power  of  the  blessed  Virgin  was  supposed  to  extend  only  to 
temporal  rewards  and  punishments,  and  to  the  obtaining  of  grace 
during  this  life ;  the  poet,  therefore,  prays  her  to  chastise  him  by 
afflictions  in  this  world  rather  than  suffer  him  to  fall  into  the  eternal 
punishment  due  to  unrepented  sin. 
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Of  al  this  world,  and  eke  governeresse 
Of  heven ;  and  represseth  his  justise 
After  thyn  wille :  and  therfore  in  witness© 
He  hath  the  crowned  in  so  ryal  wise.1 

T. 
Temple'  devoute!  ther  God  ches  his  wonnin& 
Fro  which  these  misbeleeved  deprived  been, 
To  you  myn  soule  penitent  I  bringe, 
Receve  me,  for  I  can  no  ferther  fleen. 
With  thornis  venemouse,*  hevene  Quene! 
For  which  the  erth  accursed  was  ful  sore, 
I  am  so  wounded,  as  ye  may  wel  sene, 
That  I  am  lost  almost,  it  smert  so  sore, 

V. 

V irgine !  that  art  so  noble  of  appareyle, 
That  ledest  us  into  the  heighe  toure 
Of  Paradise,  thou  me  wisse  and  counseyle, 
How  I  may  have  thy  grace  and  thy  succoure : 
Al  have  I  ben  in  filth  and  in  errour, 
Lady!  on  that  countrey  thou  me  adjourne, 
That  cleped  is  thyn  bench  of  fresche  flour, 
Ther  as  that  mercy  ever  shal  sojourne. 

X. 

Xpe*  thine  Sone  that  in  this  world  alight 
Upon  a  crosse  to  suffere  his  passioun, 

1  St.  Bernard  interprets  the  *  Woman  clothed  with  the  son,  the 
moon  under  her  Jeet,  and  upon  her  head  a  crown  of  twelve  stars,' 
Apoe.  xil.,  to  mean  the  Mother  of  Christ.  Egredimini,  fills  Sion,  et 
rldete  regem  Salomonem  in  diademate,  quo  corona vit  earn  mater  sua. 
Verom  hoc  alias.  Interim  sane  ingredimini  inagis,  et  videte  reginam 
in  diademate  quo  coronavit  earn  Filius  suns.  In  capita,  inquit,  ejus 
corona  stellarum  duodecim. — S.  Bernakd  —  Apoc.  xii. 

*  St.  Paul  calls  all  Christians  the  Temple  of  God.— i  Cor.  iii.  io\ 

8  By  the  thorns  are  meant  sins.  Thus,  in  medieval  pictures, 
our  Lord  is  represented,  in  His  character  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  as 
extricating  a  lcfet  sheep  from  the  briars  and  thorns  in  which  it  had 
entangled  itself. 

4  Sir  Harris  Nicolas  has  changed  this  contracted  word  into  Xen, 
without  any  authority.  It  is  a  contraction  for  Christo,  the  X  being  the 
Greek  x,  and  the  p,  the  Greek  P,  or  r. 
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And  suffred  eke  that  LoDgeus  his  herte  pight,1 
And  made  his  herte  blode  renne  adoun, 
And  al  this  was  for  my  salvacioun : 
And  I  to  him  am  fals  and  eke  unkind, 


1  There  is  an  old  tradition  that  the  soldier  who  pierced  our  Lord's 
side  with  his  lance  (John,  xix.  34)  was  a  oertain  blind  man,  named 
Longins,  or  Longinus ;  that  his  hands  were  imbrued  with  the  blood 
and  water  which  flowed  from  the  wound  along  the  shaft,  and,  that  on 
his  accidentally  nibbing  his  eyes  with  them,  his  sight  was  restored. 
The  miracle  is  thus  represented  in  The  Chester  Plays,  edited  by  Mr. 
Wright  for  the  Shakspeare  Society  :— 

'  CAYPHA8. 

4  Longes,  take  the  speare  in  hande 
And  put  from  thee,  thou  ney  wound*. 

'LONGEUB. 

•  O  Lorde  I  see  ney  sea  nor  lande 
This  seven  yeaire  in  good  faye. 

4  QUAHTUS  JUDJBUS. 

•  Have  this  speare,  and  take  goode  heede, 
Thou  must  doe  as  the  bushoppe  thee  bede 
A  thing  that  is  of  full  great©  nede, 

To  warne  I  hold  you  woode. 

*  LONOTUS. 

'I  will  doe  as  ye  bide  me. 
But  on  your  perill  it  shall  be ; 
What  I  doe  I  may  not  see, 
Whether  it  be  evil  or  good. 

{Tunc  LONOitm  Umoedperjbrat  lotus 
ChtisHtdieen*9— 

•  Hlghe  king  of  heaven  I  thee  praye, 
What  I  have  done  well  wote  I  nere, 
But  on  my  handes,  and  on  my  speare, 

,  Out  water  ronneth  through  t 

And  on  my  eyes  some  can  fall, 
Tnat  I  may  see  both  on  and  all, 

0  Lorde,  wherever  be  this  wall  [well] 
That  this  watter  come  froo? 

Alas!  alas!  and  wayleawaie ! 
What  deed  have  I  done  to  data* 
▲  man  I  see,  sooth  to  saye 

1  have  slain  in  the  streete. 

But  this  I  hope  be  Christe  vereye, 
That  sicke  and  blynde  has  healed  aye# 
Of  mercye  Lorde,  I  thee  praie 
For  I  wiste  not  what  I  did.' 
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And  yet  lie  wil  not  myn  dampnacioun: 
This  thanke  I  you,  succour  of  al  mankind! 

Y. 
Tsaao  was  figure  of  his  dethe  certeyne,1 
That  so  fer  forth  his  fader  wold  obeye, 
That  him  ne  ronght  nothing  for  to  be  sleyen : 
Bight  so  thy  Sone  list,  as  a  lambe,  to  deye  :* 
Now,  Lady  ful  of  mercy !  I  you  preye, 
Sith  he  his  mercy  sured  me  so  large, 
Be  ye  not  scant,  for  al  we  singe  or  seye, 
That  ye  ben  fro  vengeaunce  aye  our  targe. 

Z. 

Zacharie  you  clepith  the  open  welle, 
That  wischte  sinful  soule  out  of  his  gilte;* 
Therfor  this  lesson  oute  I  wil  to  telle, 
That,  nere  thyn  tender  herte,4  we  were  spilte. 
Now,  Lady  brighte !  sith  thou  canst  and  wilt 
Ben  to  the  sede  of  Adam  merciable, 
Bringe  us  to  that  paleis  that  is  builte 
To  penitentis,  that  ben  to  mercy  able.* 

EXPLICIT. 


1  For  this  flgnratire  interpretation  there  is  the  authority  of  S.  PaoL 
— Heb.  xi.  19. 

8  Thus  8.  John  Baptist  exclaim*,  •  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God.*— 
John  i.  36. 

'  Zeebariah  xiii.  i. 

*  That  is,  *  Were  it  not  for  thy  tender  heart.' 

6  That  it, '  That  hare  such  dispositions  as  render  %hem  fit  subjects  U 
obtain  the  mercy  of  God.1 
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THE  BOKE  OF  THE  DUCHESSK; 

Ok,  THE  DETHS  07  BLAXCHE. 

[This  piece  was  commonly  known  as  Chaueeree  Drems 
till  the  publication  by  Speght,  in  1597,  of  the  poem  to 
which  that  name  more  properly  belongs.  All  subsequent 
editors  have  implicitly  followed  the  corrupt  text  of  Speght 
The  present  edition  is  the  first  in  which  The  Bolce  of  the 
Duchesse  has  been  collated,  it  being  generally  supposed  that 
there  was  no  MS.  of  it  in  existence.  The  MS.  with  which 
this  collation  has  been  made  is  contained  in  a  miscellaneous 
volume  marked  16  in  the  Fairfax  collection,  Bod.  Lib.1  It  is 
on  parchment,  beautifully  illuminated,  and  may  be  assigned 
to  the  beginning  or  middle  of  the  15th  century.  A  com* 
parison  with  Speght's  text  will  show  that  the  variations  are 
numerous  and  important.  There  is  another  MS.  of  this  poem 
in  the  Bodleian,  marked  638.  It  is  partly  on  parchment  and 
partly  on  paper,  and  is  evidently  a  copy  of  the  former. 

In  this  poem  Chaucer  again  resorts  to  his  favourite  frame- 
work of  a  dream.  Falling  asleep  over  Ovid's  story  of  Ceyx 
and  Halcyone,  he  hears  the  merry  sounds  of  huntsmen  and 
hounds,  and  starts  from  his  bed  to  follow  them  to  the  woods. 
Here,  while  awaiting  the  unharbouring  of  the  deer,  he  sees  a 
knight  sitting  dolefully  under  an  oak,  lamenting  the  recent 
death  of  his  lady.  Having  ascertained  the  cause  and  historj 
of  his  sorrow,  Chaucer  rides  home,  and  is  suddenly  awakened 
by  the  sound  of  the  great  clock  of  a  neighbouring  castle 
striking  twelve.  The  knight  is  John  of  Gaunt ;  and  the  lady 
his  Duchess,  Blanche.  The  identity  of  the  latter  is  ascertained 
by  a  passage  where  she  is  called  'faire  White,'  which,  says 
the  mourning  knight,  'was  my  ladyes  name  righte.' 

This  determines  the  date  of  the  poem,  which  must  have  been 
written  between  1369,  when  the  Duchess  died,  and  Michaelmas, 
137 1  >  when  John  of  Gaunt  married  his  second  wife,  Constance, 
daughter  of  Peter  the  Cruel  of  Spain,  at  Bordeaux.] 

1  Seejx)rt,p.  454. 
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*     '  »   *  V  •• .«     <      «    i  ( 

I  HAVE  grete  wondre,  be  this  lyghte, 
How  that  I  lyve;  for  day  ne  nyghte 
I  may  nat  slepe  welnygh  nought 
I  have  so  many  an  ydel  thought, 
Purely  for  defeulte  of  slepe, 
That,  by  my  trouthe  I  take  no  kepe 
Of  nothing,  how  hyt  commeth  or  gooth. 
Ne  me  nys  nothynge  leve  nor  looth; 
Al  is  ylyche  gode  to  me, 
Joye  or  sorwe,  wher  so  hyt  be. 
For  I  have  felynge  in  nothynge. 
But,  as  it  were  a  mased  thynge, 
Alway  in  poynt  to  falle  adoun; 
For  sorweful  ymagynacioun 
Is  alwey  hooly  in  my  mynde. 

And  wel  ye  woote,  ageines  kynde 
Hyt  were  to  lyven  in  this  wyse; 
For  nature  wolde  not  suffyse, 
To  noone  ertherly  creature, 
Not  longe  tyme  to  endure 
Withoute  slepe,  and  be  in  sorwe. 
And  I  ne  may,  ne  nyghte  ne  morwe, 
Slepe;  and  thys  melancholye 
And  drede  I  have  for  to  dye, 
Defaulte  of  slepe  and  hevynesse, 
Hath  sleyne  my  spirite  of  quyknesse, 
That  I  have  loste  al  lustyhede; 
Suche  fantasies  ben  in  myn  hede, 
So  I  not  what  is  best  to  doo.1 

But  men  myght  axe  me,  why  soo 

1  The  reader  will  have  observed  that  Chancer  often,  as  in  this  case, 
concludes  the  sense  with  the  first  line  of  a  couplet.  Leigh  Hunt  says  that 
he  derived  this  peculiarity  from  the  French ;  but  the  whole  structure 
of  his  octosyllabic  verse  is  taken  from  the  Anglo-Norman  Romances. 
The  Saxon  poetry  is  written  in  the  alliterative  verse  of  which  The 
Vbtoru  o/  Piers  Ploughman  are  an  example.  The  resumption  of  the 
narrative  in  the  second  line  of  the  distich  has  somewhat  of  the  fine 
effect  of  a  fugue  in  music,  in  which  the  phrase,  while  it  is  being  closed 
by  one  class  of  voices,  is  heard  simultaneously  breaking  out  again  from 
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I  may  not  slepe,  and  what  me  is.1 

But  nathelesse,  who  axeth  thia^ 

Leseth  his  axing  trewely; 

My  selven  cannot  telle  why 

The  soothe ;  but  trewely  as  I  gesso, 

I  hold  it  be  a  sickenesse 

That  I  have  suffred  this  eighte  yere, 

And  yet  my  boot  is  never  the  nere. 

For  there  is  phisioien  but  one,1 

That  may  me  hele,  but  that  is  done; 

Passe  we  over  until  effce ; 

That  wil  not  be,  mote  nedes  be  lefte; 

Our  first  matere  is  gode  to  kepe. 

So  whanne  I  saugh  I  might  not  slepe. 
Now  of  late  this  other  night 
Upon  my  bed  I  sate  upright, 
And  bade  one  reche  me  a  boke, 
A  romauns,*  and  he  it  me  toke 
To  rede,  and  drive  the  night  aweye: 
For  me  thought  it  better  pleye, 
Than  either  atte  chesse  or  tables. 

And  in  this  boke  were  written  fables, 
That  clerkes  hadde  in  olde  time, 
And  other  poets,  put  in  rime, 


another  class,  in  a  different  part  of  the  scale.  Milton,  a  student  of  Chancer, 
frequently  uses  it,  with  great  effect,  in  the  Comut  .-— 

4  The  star  that  bids  the  shepherd  fold 
Now  the  top  of  heaven  doth  hold ; 
And  the  gilded  car  of  day 
His  glowing  axle  doth  allay 
In  the  steep  Atlantic  stream ; 
And  the  slope  sun  his  upward  beam 
Shoots  against  the  dusky  pole, 
Pacing  toward  the  other  goal 
Of  his  chamber  in  the  east. 
Meanwhile,  welcome  joy  and  feast,'  ftc. 
1  This  and  the  succeeding  sixty-four  lines  in  the  MS.  having  been 
destroyed,  or  omitted,  have  been  supplied  in  a  modern  hand. 
a  ScU.,  his  lady. 

8  This  romance,  as  appears  from  what  follows,  was  Ovid's  Meta- 
wnorpkmei. 
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To  rede,  and  for  to  be  in  minde, 
While  men  loved  the  law  of  Kinde.1 
This  boke  ne  spak  but  of  swiche  thinges, 
Of  quenes  lives,  and  of  kinges, 
And  many  other  thinges  smale. 
Among  al  this  I  fonde  a  tale, 
That  me  thoughte  a  wondre  thing. 

This  was  the  tale : — There  was  a  king 
That  highte  Seys;  and  had  a  wife, 
The  best  that  mighte  bere  life, 
And  this  quene  hight  Alcyone.* 
So  it  befel,  therafter  sonep^ 
This  king  wol  wenden  over  se. 
To  tellen  schortely,  whanne  that  he 
Was  in  the  se,  thus  in  this  wise, 
Swich  a  tempest  gan  to  rise, 
That  brak  hire  mast,  and  made  it  falle, 
And  cleft  hire  schippe,  and  dreynt  hem  alle, 
That  never  was  fonde,  as  it  telles, 
Bord,  ne  man,8  ne  nothing  elles. 
Bight  thus  this  king  Seys  lost  his  life. 

Now  for  to  speke  of  Alcyone  his  wife:— * 
This  lady  that  was  left  at  home, 
Hath  wondre  that  the  king  ne  come 
Home,  for  it  was  a  longe  terma 
Anone  hire  herte;  began  to  yerne; 
And  for  that,  hire  thought  evermo 
It  was  not  wele ;  hire  thoughte  so.4 
She  longed  so  after  the  king, 
That  certes  it  were  a  pitous  thing 
To  telle  hire  hertely  sorweful  life, 
That  she  hadde,  this  noble  wife, 


1  The  law  of  kind  is  the  law  of  nature,  meaning,  perhaps,  natural 
religion  as  opposed  to  revealed. 

*  For  the  story  of  Ceyx  and  Halcyone  see  Orid.^Metamorph.  xi. 

3  In  Ovid  the  body  of  Geyx  is  found  by  Halcyone,  who  throws 
herself  into  the  sea  for  grief,  when  both  are  changed  into  king- 
fishers* 4  •  It  seemed  so  to  her.' 
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For  him,  alas!  she  loved  alderbeste. 
Anone  sche  sent  both  este  and  weste 
To  seke  him,  but  they  fonde  him  nought. 

'  Alas,'  quod  she,  '  that  I  was  wrought! 
Whether  my  lord,  my  love,  be  dede? 
Oertes  I  nil  never  ete  brede, 
I  make  avow  to  my  God  here, 
But  I  mowe  of  my  lord  here.' 

Swich  sorwe  this  lady  to  her  toke, 
That  trewely  I,  that  made  this  boke, 
Had  suche  pite  and  suche  routhe 
To  rede  hir  sorwe,  that  by  my  trouthe 
I  ferde  the  worse  al  the  morwe 
And  after,  to  thenken  on  hir  sorwe. 

So  whanne  this  lady  koude  here  noo  worde, 
That  no  man  myghte  fynde  hire  lord, 
Ful  ofte  she  swowned,  and  seyde, '  Alas f 
For  sorwe  ful  nygh  woode  she  was; 
Ne  she  koude  no  rede  but  oon, 
But  doune  on  knees  she  sate  anoon, 
And  wepte,  that  pitee  was  to  here. 

'  A !  mercy,  swete  lady  dere!' 
Quod  she,  to  Juno  hir  goddesse, 
'  Helpe  me  out  of  thys  distressc, 
And  yeve  me  grace  my  lord  to  se 
Soone,  or  wete  wher  so  he  be,. 
Or  how  he  fareth,  or  in  what  wise; 
And  I  shal  make  you  sacrifise, 
And  hooly  youres  become  I  shal, 
With  gode  wille,  body,  herte,  and  aL 
And,  but  thow  wilte  this,  lady  swete, 
Sende  me  grace  to  slepe  and  mete 
In  my  slepe  somme  certeyne  swevene, 
Wher  thorgh  that  I  may  knowe  evene 
Whether  my  lord  be  quyke  or  dede.' 

With  that  worde  she  henge  downe  the  hede, 
And  fel  a  swowne,  as  cold  as  stoon. 
Hire  women  caughte  hire  up  anoon, 
vol.  n.  2d 
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And  broughtenhir  in  bedde  al  naked; 

And  sche,  forweped  and  forwaked,1 

Was  wery;  and  thus  the  dede  slepe 

Fil  on  hir,  or  she  toke  kepe, 

Thorugh  Juno,  that  had  herde  hir  bone. 

That  made  hir  to  slepe  sone. 

For  as  she  prayede,  ryght  so  was  done 

Indede ;  for  Juno  ryght  anone 

Called  thus  hir  messagere* 

To  do  hir  errande,  and  he  come  nere. 

Whanne  he  was  come,  she  bad  hym  thus:- 

1  Go  bet/8  quod  Juno,  'to  Morpheus; 
Thou  knowest  hym  wel,  the  god  of  slepe> 
Now  nnderstonde  wel,  and  take  kepa 
Seye  thus  on  my  halfe,  that  he 
Go  faste  into  the  grete  se, 
And  bydde  him  that,  on  alle  thynge, 
He  take  up  Seys  body,  the  kynge, 
That  lyeth  ful  pale,  and  nothynge  rody. 
Bidde  hym  crepe  into  the  body,* 
And  doo  hit  goon  to  Alcyone 
The  quene,  ther  she  lyeth  allone; 
And  shew  hir  shortely,  hit  ys  no  nay, 
How  hit  was  dreynt  thys  othere  deye; 
And  do  the  body  speke  ryght  soo, 
Ryght  as  hyt  was  woned  to  doo, 
The  whiles  that  hit  was  aly ve ; — 
Goo  now  faste,  and  hye  the  blyve.' 

This  messager  toke  leve  and  wente 
Upon  hys  weye,  and  never  ne  stente 


i  [4  Exhausted  with  weeping  and  watching.'— W.  W.  8.] 
s  Iris.  *  See  vol.  ii.  p.  8i,  note  i. 

4  The  idea  of  Morpheus  creeping  into  the  body  emanates  evidently 
from  the  Gothic,  rather  than  the  classic  mind : — 

'  Iri,  mese,  dixit,  fidissima  nuncia  vocis, 
Vise  soporiferam  Somni  velociter  aulam, 
Extinctique  jube  Cejtais  imagine  mittat 
Somnia  ad  Haloyonem  veros  narrantia  casus. 

Metamorph.  xi.  585. 
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Til  he  come  to  the  derke  valeye. 
That  stant  betwexe  roches  tweye. 
Ther  never  yet  grew  come  ne  graa, 
Ne  tre,  ne  nought  that  oughte  was, 
Beste,  ne  man,  ne  nought  elles, 
Save  that  there  were  a  fewe  welles 
Come  rennyng  fro  the  clyffes  adowne, 
That  made  a  dedely  slepynge  sowne; 
And  ronnen  downe  ryght  by  a  cave, 
That  was  under  a  rokke  ygrave 
Amydde  the  valeye,  wondre  depe. 
Ther  these  goddys  leye  and  slepe, 
Morpheus  and  Eclympasteyre,1 
That  was  the  god  of  slepes  eyre, 
That  slepe,  and  did  noon  other  werke.       « 

This  cave  was  also  as  derke 
As  helle  pitte,  over  al  aboute, 
They  had  goode  leyser  for  to  route, 
To  envye  who  myght  slepe  beste. 
Some  henge  her  chyn  upon  hir  breste, 
And  slepte  upryght  hir  hede  yhedde; 
And  Rome  laye  naked  in  her  bedde, 
And  slepe  whiles  the  dayes  laste. 

This  messager  come  fleynge  faste, 
And  cried,  i  O  ho !  awake  anoon P 
Hit  was  for  nought,  ther  herde  hym  none. 
'Awake!'  quod  he,  'Who  lythe  there?* 
And  blew  his  home  ryght  in  here  ere, 
And  cried,  '  Awaketh I'  wonder  hye. 

This  god  of  slepe,  with  hys  one  ye 


1  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  where  Chaucer' could  have  found  thia 
name.  Tyrwhitt  places  it  among  the  list  of  words  whose  meaning  he 
has  not  been  able  to  discover.  Bat  we  may  venture  to  consider  it  a 
Greek  word  (e«AifMra<mip).  which  cannot  however  be  traced  to  classical 
authors,  formed  from  e«Ai|t»ai*>,  a  rare  form  of  cxAetirw,  one  of 
the  meanings  of  which  is  to  cease,  to  die.  Eclympasteire  would  then 
•mean  death,  he  who  causes  man's  life  to  cease.  Sleep  is  somewhere 
called  cousin  to  death;  death  may  therefore  be  called  sleep's 
heir. 

2  D  2 
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Cast  up,  and  axed, '  Who  clepeth  there f  * 

*  Hyt  am  1/  quod  this  messagere. 

•  Juno  bad  thou  shuldest  goon.' 
And  tolde  hym.what  he  shulde  doon, 
As  I  hare  tolde  yow  here  tofore, 
Hyt  ys  no  nede  reherse  hyt  more; 
And  went  hys  wey  whan  he  had  sayede. 
Anoon  this  god  of  slepe  abrayede 

Out  of  hys  slepe,  and  gan  to  goon, 
And  dyd  as  he  had  bede  hym  doon; 
Toke  up  the  dreynt  body  sone, 
And  bar  hyt  forth  to  Alcyone 
Hys  wife,  the  quene,  ther  as  she  lay, 
Ryght  even  a  quarter  befor  day, 
And  stode  ryght  at  her  beddes  fete, 
And  called  hir  ryght  as  she  hete 
By  name,  and  sayede : — '  My  swete  wife, 
Awake!  lete  be  your  sorwful  lyfe! 
For  in  youre  sorwe  ther  lyth  no  rede; 
For  certes,  swete,  I  am  but  dede, 
Ye  shul  me  never  on  lyve  yse. 
But,  gode  swete  herte,  loke  that  ye 
Bury  my  body;  for,  suche  a  tyde, 
Ye  mowe  hyt  fynde  the  see  besyde. 
And  farewel  swete,  my  worldes  blysse! 
I  praye  God  youre  sorwe  lysse ; 
To  lytel  while  oure  blysse  lasteth !' 
With  that  hir  eyen  up  she  casteth, 

1  The  difference  between  ine  old  Italian  and  Gothic,  or  medisvali 
mind  is  curiously  exemplified  in  Chaucer's  rendering  of  this  passage 
Iris  enters  the  cave ; — 

*  Quo  simul  intravit,  manibu3qne  obstantia  vergo 
Bomnia  dimovit ;  Testis  fulgore  reluxit 
Sacra  domns :  tard&qne  dens  gravitate  jacentes 
Vix  oculos  tollens ;  iterumque  iteramque  relabent 
Summaque  percutiens  nutanti  pectora  mento 
Excossit  tandem  sibi  se :  cubitoque  levatus 
Quid  veniat  (cognorat  enim)  scitatur :  at  ilia, 
fiomne,  quies  rernm,  placidissime  Somne  deoram,*  Ac. 

Metamorph.  xi.  6 1& 
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And  saugh  nought : — 'Alas !'  quod  she,forsorwet 
And  deyed  within  the  thridde  morwe. 

But  what  she  sayede  more  in  that  swowe, 
I  may  not  telle  yow  as  now, 
Hyt  were  to  longe  for  to  dwelle; 
My  first  matere  I  wil  yow  telle, 
Wherfore  I  have  tolde  you  this  thynge, 
Of  Alcyone,  and  Seys  the  kynge. 

For  thus  moche  dar  I  seye  welle, 
I  had  be  dolven1  every  delle, 
And  dede,  ryght  thorugh  defaulte  of  slepe, 
Yif  I  ne  had  redde,  and  take  kepe 
Of  this  tale  next  before; 
And  wol  I  telle  yow  wherfore, 
For  I  ne  myght,  for  bote  ne  bale/ 
Slepe,  or  I  had  redde  thys  tale 
Of  this  dreynte  Seys  the  kynge, 
And  of  the  goddis  of  slepynge. 

Whanne  I  had  redde  thys  tale  wel, 
And  overloked  it  everydel, 
Me  thoughte  wondre  yf  hit  were  so; 
For  I  had  never  herde  speke,  or  tho, 
Of  noo  goddis,  that  koude  make 
Men  to  slepe,  ne  for  to  wake; 
For  I  ne  knewe  never  God  but  oon. 
And  in  my  game  I  sayede  anoon, 
(And  yet  me  lyst  ryght  evel  to  pleye) 
Bather  than  that  I  shulde  deye 
Thorugh  defaulte  of  slepynge  thus, 
I  wolde  give  thilke  Morpheus, 
Or  hys  goddesse,  dame  Juno, 
Or  somme  wight  ellis,  I  ne  rought  who, 
To  make  me  slepe,  and  have  some  reste, — 
I  wil  yive  hym  the  alder  beste 


1  Dolven,  the  past  participle  of  to  defoe,  to  dig,  meaning,  here, 
turfed,  like  the  Gennan  vergraben, 

1  For  this  peculiar  form,  see  vol.  L  241, 1. 
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Yift,  that  ever  he  abode  hys  lyve. 
And  here  onwarde,  ryght  now  as  blyve, 
Yif  he  wol  make  me  alepe  a  lyte, 
Of  downe  of  pure  dowves  white, 
I  wil  yif  him  a  federbedde, 
Rayed  with  golde,  and  ryght  wel  cledde, 
Jn  fyne  blak  satyn  de  owter  mere,1 
And  many  a  pelowe,  and  every  bere 
Of  clothe  of  Reynes*  to  slepe  on  softe, 
Him  thar  not  nede  toturnen  ofte.' 
And  I  wol  yive  hym  al  that  fallys* 
To  a  chaumbre;  and  al  hys  hallys^ 
I  wol  do  peynte  with  pure  golde, 
And  tapite  hem  ful  manyfolde, 
Of  oo  sute  ;6  this  shall  he  have, 
Yf  I  wiste  where  were  hys  cave, 
Yf  he  kan  make  me  slepe  sone, 
As  did  the  goddesse,  quene  Alcyone, 
And  thus  this  ylke  god  Morpheus 
May  wynne  of  me  moo  fees  thus 
Than  ever  he  wanne :  and  to  Juno, 
That  ys  hys  goddesse,  I  shal  soo  do, 
I  trowe  that  she  shall  holde  hir  payede. 
I  hadde  unnethe  that  worde  ysayede, 
Ryght  thus  as  I  have  tolde  hyt  yow, 
That  sodeynly,  I  nyste  how, 


1  A  sort  of  satin,  bo  called  because  imported  from  beyond  sea. 
3  This  Is  Rennes,  in  Bretagne,  where  there  was  a  manufactory  of 
eloth.    The  pelowe-bere  was  the  pillow  case,  which  the  poet  says  shall 
he  made  of  this  costly  cloth.    Thus,  In  The  Squier  of  Low  Degree : — 
*  Your  blankettes  shal  be  of  ftwtyane, 
Your  shete8  shal  be  of  cloth  of  Rayne.* 

3  This  description  is  taken  from  that  of  the  coooh  of  Somnus,  in  the 
passage  from  Ovid  already  quoted:— 

•  At  medio  torus  erat,  ebeno  sublimls  in  atra, 
Plumeus,  atricolor.pullo  velamine  tectus.' — Met,  xi.  609. 

4  FaUe  here  means  to  become,  or  be  suitable  for.  Chaucer  promises 
to  give  the  god  all  that  is  suitable  for  his  hall. 

&  Tapestry  hangings  of  manifold  thickness  would  be  a  peculiarly 
acceptable  present  to  the  god  of  sleep,  because  they  would  deaden 
all  sound.    This  idea  is  not  found  in  Ovid. 
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Suche  a  lnste  anoon  me  tooke 
To  slepe,  that  ryght  upon  my  booke 
I  fil  aslepe;  and  therwith  evene 
Me  mette  so  ynly1  swete  a  swevene, 
So  wondreful,  that  never  yitte 
I  trowe  no  man  had  the  wytte 
To  konne  wel  my  sweven  rede. 

No,  not  Joseph,  withoute  drede, 
Of  Egypte,  he  that  radde  so, 
The  kynges  metynge,  Pharao," 
No  more  than  koude  the  lest  of  as. 

Ne  nat  skarsly  Macrobeus,* 
He  that' wrote  al  thavysyon 
That  he  mette  of  king  Scipion, 
The  noble  man,  the  Affrikan, 
Such  merveiles  fortuned  than, 
I  trowe  arede  my  dremes  even. 
Loo,  thus  hyt  was;  thys  was  my  sweven. 

Me  thoughte  thus,  that  it  was  May, 
And  in  the  dawenynge,  ther  I  laye 
Me  mette  thus  in  my  bed  al  naked, 
And  loked  forth,  for  I  was  waked 
With  smale  foules,  a  grete  hepe, 
That  had  afrayed  me  oute  of  my  slepe, 
Thorugh  noyse  and  swetenesse  of  her  songe. 
And  as  me  mette,  they  sate  amonge* 
Upon  my  chaumbre  roofe  wythoute, 
Upon  the  tyles  over  al  aboute ; 
And  songe  everyche  in  hys  wyse 
The  moste  solempoe  servise 
By  noote,  that  ever  man,  I  trowe, 
Had  herde.     For  somme  of  hem  songe  lowe, 


1  Inty  means  inwardly,  hence  thoroughly,  deeply. 

*  The  direct  construction  is,  *  Pharaoh,  the  kinges  meting/ — See 
Gen.  xli.  3  See  vol.  ii.  ?>.  359,  note  i. 

4  Amonge  means  here  and  there,  or  at  intervals.  Thus, '  They  danced 
and  sung  among,'  would  be  the  phrase  for  singing  between  the  dances. 
It  is  often  used  in  this  adverbial  sense  by  the  Elizabethan  writers. 
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Somme  highe,  and  al  of  oon  aoorde. 
To  telle  shortly  at  oo  word, 
Was  never  herde  so  swete  a  Stevens, 
But  hyt  had  be  a  thynge  of  hevene, 
So  mery  a  soune,  so  swete  ^ntewnes, 
That,  certes,  for  the  toune  of  Tewnes,1 
I  nolde,  but  I  had  herde  hem  synge, 
For  al  my  chaumbre  gan  to  rynge, 
Thorugh  syngynge  of  her  armonye; 
For  instrument  nor  melodye 
Was  no  where  herde  yet  halfe  so  swete, 
Nor  of  acorde  halfe  so  mete. 
For  ther  was  noon  of  hem  that  feyned 
To  synge,  for  eche  of  hem  hym  peyned 
To  fynde  oute  of  mery  crafty  notys; 
They  ne  spared  not  her  throtys. 
And,  sothe  to  seyne,  my  chaumbre  was 
Ful  wel  depeynted,  and  with  glas 
Were  alle  the  wyndowes  wel  yglasyd 
Ful  clere,  and  nat  an  hoole  ycrased, 
That  to  beholde  hyt  was  grete  joye. 
For  holy  al  the  story  of  Troye 
Was  in  the  glasynge  ywrought  thus; 
Of  Ector,  and  of  kynge  Priamus, 
Of  Achilles,  and  of  kynge  Lamedon 
And  eke  of  Medea  and  Jason, 
Of  Paris,  Eleyne,  and  of  Lavyne; 
And  alle  the  wallys,  with  colouris  fyne 
Were  peynte,  bothe  text  and  glose, 
And  al  the  Romaunce  of  the  Rose.8 


1  Tunis,  a  rich  trading  sea-port  town. 
2  In  tlie  middle  ages  it  was  the  business  of  the  architect  not  only  to 
design  the  building,  but  to  decorate  it  with  appropriate  paintings. 
Paulas  Jovius  relates  that  a  series  of  fresco  paintings  still  remained 
in  1 547.  on  the  walls  of  a  magnificent  palace  built  by  Otho,  Duke  of 
Milan,  in  i»77.  to  commemorate  a  signal  victory  by  which  peace  was 
restored  to  the  city : — *  Extantque  adhuo  in  maximo  testudinatoque 
conclavi,  incorrupt*  pneliorum  cum  veris  ducum  vultibus  imagines, 
Latinis  elegit  singula   remm   elogia   indicantibus.' — FU.    FicecomU. 
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My  windowes  were  shette  echone, 
And  thorugh  the  glas  the  sonue  shone 
Upon  my  bedde  with  bryghte  bemya 
With  many  glade,  gilde  stremys; 
And  eke  the  welken  was  so  faire, 
Blewe,  brighte,  clere  was  the  ayre, 
And  ful  attempre,  for  sothe,  hyt  was; 
For  nother  to  colde  nor  hoote  hyt  nas, 
Ne  in  al  the  welkene  was  a  cloude. 
And  as  I  lay  thus,  wondre  lowde 
Me  thought  I  herde  a  hunte1  blowe, 
Tassay  hys  home,  and  for  to  know 
Whether  hyt  were  clere,  or  horse,  of  soune. 

And  I  herde  goynge,  bothe  up  and  doune, 
Men,  hors,  houndes,  and  other  thynge, 
And  alle  men  speke  of  huntynge, 
How  they  wolde  slee  the  hert  with  strengthe, 
And  how  the  hert  had  upon  lengthe 

}  So  much  enbosed,*  I  not  now  what. 

f  Anoon  ryght  whanne  I  herde  that, 

How  that  they  wolde  on  huntynge  goon, 
I  was  ryght  glad;  and  up  anoon 

^  Tooke  my  hors,  and  forthe  I  went 

;       -b--^  Oute  of  my  chaumbre;  I  never  stent, 

Mediolan.  Otho.  This  was  by  no  means  peculiar  to  Italy,  as  the 
ful  lowing  description  of  Westminster  Abbey,  quoted  by  Warton, 
Hist.  Eng.  Poet.  sec.  xxviii.,  from  the  Itinerary  of  Symeon,  a  friar 
minor,  will  show : — •  Eidem  Monasterio  quasi  immediate  conjungitur 
I    '  illud  famosissimum  palatium  regium  Anglorum,  in  quo  ilia  vulgata 

I  camera,  in  cujus  parietibus  sunt  omnes  histoids  bellicae  totius  Biblias 

ineffabiliter  depicta,  atque  in  GalUco  completissime  et  perfectissime 
I  constanter  conscriptce,'  &c.    In  the  dwellings  of  mediaeval  times  the 

j  eye  had  always  some  original  work  of  art,  or  some  piece  of  poetry,  or 

passage  from  Scripture,  to  rest  upon — in  our  modern  houses  it  meets 
with  nothing  but  the  eternal  stucco  egg-moulding  of  the  caricaturist 
of  classical  art. 
(  1  Hunte  is  the  old  form  of  hunter,  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  hutda. 

*  The  tendency  of  the  English  language  was  to  change  all  the  Anglo- 

Saxon  terminations  into  e,  and  then  to  drop  them  altogether ;  but  in 
this  case  an  r  has,  on  the  contrary,  been  added. 

3  Enbosed  is  a  technical  term  applied  to  a  deer  when  so  hard  pressed 
as  to  foam  at  the  mouth,  and  hang  out  the  tongue. 
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Til  I  come  to  the  felde  wxthoute; 

Ther  overtoke  I  a  grate  route 

Of  huntes  and  eke  of  forresterys, 

And  many  relayes  and  lymerys; 

And  hyed  hem  to  the  forest  faste, 

And  I  with  hem.     So  atte  last 

I  axed  oon1  ladde  a  lymere, 

'  Say,  felowe !'  whoo  shal  hunte  here!' 

Quod  I ;  and  he  answered  ageyn, 

'  Sir,  themperour  Octavyen, 

Quod  he,  '  and  ys  here  faste  by/ 

( A  goddys  halfe,  in goode  tyme P  quod  I; 

*  Go  we  faste !'     And  gan  to  ryde. 

Whanne  we  come  to  the  forest  syde, 

Every  man  didde  ryght  anoon, 

As  to  huntyng  fille  to  doon. 

The  mayster  hunte,  anoon,  fote  hote,1 
"With  a  grete  home  blewe  thre  mote, 
At  the  uncoupylynge  of  hys  houndys. 
Withynne  a  while  the  herte  founde  ys, 
Yhallowed,4  and  rechased  faste 
Longe  time;  and  so  atte  laste 
This  hart  rased,*  and  staale  away 
Fro  alle  the  houndes  a  prevy  way. 
The  houndes  hadde  overshotte  hym  alle, 
And  were  upon  a  defaulte  yfalle. 
Therwyth  the  hunte,  wondre  faste, 
Blewe  a  forleygne*  atte  laste. 

1  •  I  asked  one  who  led  a  lymere,'  a  particular  sort  of  dog. 

2  This  is  probably  the  fabulous  Emperor  Octavian,  whose  life  forms 
the  subject  of  several  mediaeval  romances.  One  of  these  was  published 
by  Wynkyn  de  Worde,  with  wood-cuts. 

3  See  vol.  i.  p.  28j,  note  i. 

4  Yhallowed,  means  sighted,  and  hallooed ;  as  we  say  the  fox  was 
tally-hoed.  Though  this  stag  was  hallooed  and  rechased,  or  headed 
back,  he  yet  contrived  to  steal  away,  and  the  dogs  overshot  the  scent, 
and  lost  him. 

6  The  printed  editions  read  rouzed;  but  the  hart  must  have  rouzed 
from  his  lair  before  he  was  hallooed  and  rechased.  Bused  means 
*  made  use  of  a  ruse  or  stratagem.' 

«  [This  term  is  from  the  old  French  forUrigne,  gone  away.— W.  W.  S.J 
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I  was  go  walked  fro  my  tree,1 
And  as  I  went,  there  came  by  mee 
A  whelpe,  that  fawned  me  as  I  stoode, 
That  hadde  yfolowed,  and  koude  no  goode. 
Hyt  come  and  crepte  to  me  as  lowe, 
Ryght  as  hyt  hadde  me  yknowe; 
Hylde  downe  hys  hede,  and  joyned  hys  erys, 
And  leyde  al  smoothe  downe  hys  herys. 
I  wolde  han  kaughte  hyt;  and  anoon 
Hyt  fledde,  and  was  fro  me  goon. 
And  I  hym  folwed,  and  hyt  forthe  went 
Downe  by  a  floury  grene  went 
Ful  thikke  of  gras,  ful  softe  and  swete, 
With  flourys  fele,  faire  under  fete, 
And  litel  used,  hyt  semed  thus;* 
For  both  Flora,  and  Zephirus, 
They  two,  that  make  floures  growe, 
Had  made  her  dwellynge  ther  I  trowe. 
For  hit  was  on  to  beholde, 
As  though  therthe  envye  wolde 
To  be  gayer  than  the  heven; 
To  have  moo  floures  swiche  seven, 
As  in  the  welkene  sterris  be. 
Hyt  had  forgete  the  poverte 
That  wynter,  thorugh  hys  colde  morwes 
Had  made  hyt  suflre;  and  his  sorwes 
Alle  was  foryeten,  and  that  was  sene; 
For  al  the  wood  was  waxen  grene ; 
Swetenesse  of  dewe  had  made  hyt  waze. 

Hyt  ys  no  nede  eke  for  to  axe 
Wher  ther  were  many  grene  greves, 
Or  thikke  of  trees,  so  ful  of  leves; 
And  every  tree  stoode  by  hymselve 
Fro  other,  wele  tenne  fete  or  twelve. 


1  Chaucer  had  been  stationed  at  a  particular  tree,  as  his  tryst, 
or  watching  place,  from  whence  he  might  see  the  deer  if  he  should 
break  coyer  in  that  direction. 

*  This  resembles  the  description  of  the  path  in  The  Flower  and  the  htaf 
[the  authoress  of  which  perhaps  imitated  it].  See  toL  iv.  p.  J5i. 
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So  grete  trees,  so  huge  of  strengthen 
Of  fourty,  fifty  fedme  lengthe, 
Olene,  withoute  bowgh  or  stikke, 
.  With  croppes  brode,  and  eke  as  thikke, 
They  were  not  an  ynche  asonder, 
That  hit  was  shadewe  over  al  under. 
And  many  an  herte  and  many  an  hynde 
Was  both  before  me  and  behynde. 
Of  fawnes,  sowres,  bukkes,  does, 
Was  ful  the  woode,  and  many  roes, 
And  many  sqwireles,  that  sete 
Ful  high  upon  the  trees  and  ete, 
And  in  hir  manor  made  festys. 
Shortly,  hyt  was  so  fill  of  bestys, 
That  though  Argus,  the  noble  counter1 
Sete  to  reken  in  hys  counter, 
And  rekene  with  his  figuris  tenne, 
For  by  tho  figures  mowe  alle  kenne, 
Yf  they  be  crafty,  rekene  and  nombre, 
And  telle  of  every  thinge  the  noumbre, 
Yet  shulde  he  fayle  to  rekene  even    > 
The  wondres  me  mette  in  my  swevene. 
But  forthe  they  romed  ryght  wondre  faste 
Downe  the  woode;  so  atte  laste 
I  was  war  of  a  man  in  blak,51 
That  sate,  and  had  yturned  his  bak 


1  This  Argnfl  is  otherwise  called  Algus,  or  Algous,  and  is  said  to 
hare  been  the  inventor  of  the  abacus,  here  called  hys  counter.  Bis 
figurU  tenne  are  the  Arable  numerals,  supposed  by  Sir  David 
Brewster  (Edin.  Encyc,  Art.  Arithmetic)  to  have  been  introduced  into 
Europe  in  the  eighth  century  by  the  Arabs.  Mr.  Wright,  however, 
in  an  article  on  this  subject  in  the  Journal  of  the  Arch.  Assoc.,  has 
shown  very  clearly  that  they  are  only  an  improvement  on  the  signs 
of  the  abacus.  It  must  have  been  a  matter  of  extreme  difficulty  to 
perform  complicated  arithmetical  operations  with  the  old  Roman 
numerals.  The  celebrated  Gerbert,  afterwards  Pope  Sylvester  II., 
exerted  himself  to  procure  the  general  acceptance  of  the  improved 
numerical  figures ;  but  the  earliest  example  of  their  use  in  England 
dates  no  earlier  than  the  year  1445. 

*  John  of  Gaunt,  in  mourning  for  his  Duchess,  Blanche. 
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To  an  ooke,  an  huge  tree. 

*  Lorde !'  thought  I, '  who  may  that  bet 

What  ayleth  hym  to  sitten  here)' 

Anoone  ryghte  I  wente  nere. 

Than  founde  I  sitte,  evene  upryghte, 

A  wondre  welfarynge  knyghte, 

(By  the  maner  me  thoughte  soo) 

Of  goode  mochel,  and  ryght  yonge  therto, 

Of  the  age  of  foure  and  twenty  yere,1 

Upon  hys  berde  but  lytel  here, 

And  he  was  clothed  al  in  blake. 

I  stalked3  even  unto  hys  bake, 

And  ther  Lstoode  as  stille  as  oughte. 

The  sothe  to  saye,  he  saugh  me  nought; 

For  why)  he  henge  hys  hede  adowne, 

And  with  a  dedely  sorweful  sowne, 

He  made  of  ryme  tenne  vers  or  twelve, 

Of  a  compleynte  to  hymselve, 

The  moste  pitee,  the  moste  routhe 

That  ever  I  herde;  for  by  my  trouthe 

Hit  was  gret  wondre  that  Nature 

Myghte  suffre  any  creature 

To  have  suche  sorwe,  and  he  not  dede. 

Ful  petuo8e  pale,  and  nothynge  rede, 

He  sayede  a  lay,  a  maner  songe, 

Withoute  noote,  withoute  songe; 

And  was  thys,  for  ful  wel  I  kan 

Beherse  hyt ;  ryght  thus  hyt  began  :— 
'  I  have  of  sorwe  so  grete  wone, 

That  joye  get  I  never  none, 

Now  that  I  see  my  lady  bryghte, 
Which  I  have  loved  with  al  my  myghte, 


1  John  of  Gaunt  was  born  in  1340*  At  the  age  of  nineteen  he 
married  his  cousin,  Blanche  of  Lancaster,  who  died  in  1 169 :  and 
he  must,  therefore,  have  been  twenty-ntfie  at  the  time  of  her  death. 
Foure  is  probably  a  mistake  of  the  copyist. 

2  To  stalk  is  to  approach  stealthily  and  slowly,  generally  applied  to 
stealing  in  upon  game  so  as  to  obtain  a  shot  at  them. 
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Is  fro  me  dede,  and  ys  agoon. 
Alias  1  Dethe,  what  ayleth  thee, 
That  thou  noldest  have  taken  me 

Whan  that  thou  tooke  my  lady  swete? 
That  "was  so  faire,  so  fresche,  so  fre, 
So  goode,  that  men  may  wel  se, 

Of  al  goodnesse  sche  had  no  mete.1 

Whanne  he  had  made  thus  his  compleynte, 
His  sorweful  herte  gan  faste  feynte, 
And  his  spiritis  wexen  dede ; 
The  bloode  was  fled  for  pure  drede 
Down  to  hys  herte,  to  make  hym  warme, 
For  wel  hyt  feled  the  herte  had  harme; 
To  wete  eke  why  hyt  was  adrad 
By  kynde,  and  for  to  make  hyt  glad ; 
For  hyt  ys  membre  principal 
Of  the  body ;  and  that  made  al 
Hys  hewe  chaunge,  and  wexe  grene 
And  pale,  for  ther  noo  bloode  ys  sene 
In  no  maner  lymme  of  hys. 

Anoon  therwith,  whanae  I  saugh  this, 
He  ferde  thus  evel  there  he  sete, 
I  went  and  stoode  ryght  at  his  fete, 
And  grette  hym ;  but  he  spake  noughte, 
But  argued  with  his  owne  thoughte, 
And  in  hys  wytte  disputed  faste, 
Why,  and  how  hys  lyfe  myghte  laste; 
Hym  thoughte  hys  sorwes  were  so  smerte, 
£nd  laye  so  colde  upon  hys  herte. 
-'     So  thorugh  hys  sorwes  and  hevy  thoughte, 
Made  hym  that  he  herde  me  noughte, 
For  he  had  welnygh  loste  hys  mynde, 
Though  Pan,  that  men  clepe  the  god  of  kynde, 


1  In  the  printed  editions  a  line  is  here  interpolated,  and  the  last 
line  of  the  stanza  is  placed  next  that  ending  with  the  word  swete,  by 
which  means  the  metre  is  assimilated  to  that  of  the  rest  of  the  poenr  . 
bnt  the  sense  is  entirely  sacrificed. 
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Were  for  hys  sorwes  never  so  wrothe. 
But  atte  last,  to  sayne  ryghte  sothe, 
He  was  war  of  me,  how  I  stoode 
Before  hym,  and  did  of  myn  hoode, 
And  had  ygret  hym,  as  I  best  koude. 
Debonayrly,  and  nothyng  lowde, 
He  sayde,  '  I  preye  the  be  not  wrothe, 
I  herde  the  not,  to  seyne  the  sothe, 
Ne  I  saugh  the  not,  syr,  trewely.' 
'  A,  gode  sir,  no  fors P  quod  I ; 
'I  am  ryghte  sory,  yif  I  have  onghte 
Distroubled  yow  out  of  your  thonghte; 
Foryive  me,  yif  I  have  mystake.' 

'  Yis,  thamendys  is  lighte1  to  make/ 
Quod  he,  '  for  ther  lyeth  noon  therto ; 
Ther  ys  nothynge  mis-sayde,  nor  do.' 

Loo !  how  goodely  spak  thys  knyghte, 
As  hit  hadde  be  another  wyghte ; 
And  made  hyt  nouther  tough  ne  queynte. 
And  I  saugh  that,  and  gan  me  aqueynte 
With  hym,  and  fonde  hym  so  tretable, 
Ryght  wonder  skylful  and  resonable, 
As  me  thoughte,  for  al  hys  bale; 
Anoon  ryght  I  gan  fynde  a  tale 
To  hym,  to  loke  wher  I  myght  oughte 
Have  more  knowynge  of  hys  thoughte. 

'  Sir,'  quod  I,  'this  game  is  doon; 
I  holde  that  this  hert  be  goon ; 
These  huntys  konne  hym  no  wher  see.' 

'  I  do  no  fors  therof/  quod  he ; 
*  My  thought  ys  theron  never  adele.' 
cBe  oure  lorde !'  quod  I,  *  I  trow  yow  wele; 
Ryght  so  me  thenketh  by  youre  chere. 
But,  sir,  oo  thynge  wol  ye  here? — 
Me  thynketh  in  grete  sorwe  I  yow  see; 
But  certys,  sir,  yif  that  yee 


Lighte  here  means  easy. 
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Wolde  oughte  discovre  me  youre  woes 

I  wolde,  as  wys  God  helpe  me  boo! 

Amende  hyt,  yif  I  kan  or  may. 

Te  mowe  preve  hyt  be  assay; 

For,  by  my  trouthe,  to  make  yow  hool, 

I  wol  do  alle  my  power  hooL 

And  telleth  me  of  your  sorwes  smerte; 

Paraunter  hyt  may  ese  your  herte, 

That  semeth  fdl  seke  under  your  syde.' 

With  that  he  loked  on  me  asyde, 

As  who  sayth, '  Nay,  that  wol  not  be.' 

'Graunt  mercy  1  goode  frende,'  quod  he, 

'  I  thanke  the,  that  thow  woldest  soo ; 

But  hyt  may  never  the  rather  be  doo. 

No  man  may  my  sorwe  glade, 

That  maketh  my  he  we  to  falle  and  fade; 

And  hath  myn  understondynge  lorne, 

That  me  ys  woo  that  I  was  borne. 

May  nought  make  my  sorwes  slyde, 

Nought  alle  the  remedyes  of  Ovyde,1 

Ne  Orpheus,1  god  of  melodye, 

Ne  Dedalus,8  with  his  playes  slye; 

Ne  hele  me  may  noo  phisicien, 

Nought  Ypocras,  ne  Galyen;* 

Me  ys  woo  that  I  lyve  houres  twelve. 

But  whoo  so  wol  assaye  hymselve, 

Whether  his  herte  kan  have  pitee 

Of  any  sorwe,  lat  him  see  me. 

I,  wrech,  that  dethe  hath  made  al  naked 

Of  al  the  blysse  that  ever  was  maked, 

Yworthe,  werste  of  alle  wyghtys, 

That  hate  my  dayes  and  my  nightys; 

My  lyfe,  my  lustes,  be  me  loothe, 

For  al  wel  fare  and  I  be  wroothe. 


1  The  allnsion  is  to  Ovid's  poem  entitled  Bemedium  Amorto. 
*  See  yol.  iii.  p.  *o6,  note  4. 
>  For  the  stonr  of  Daedalus,  see  Ovid,  Met.  viil. 
4  Hippocrates'  and  Galen. — See  vol.  i.  p.  95t  note  3 ;  and  voL  ii. 
p.  67. 
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The  pure  dethe  ys  so  ful  my  foo, 
That  I  wolde  deye,  hyt  wolde  not  soo; 
For  whanne  I  folwe  hyt,  hit  wol  nee ; 
I  wolde  have  hym,  hyt  nyl  not  me. 
This  is  my  peyne  wythoute  rede, 
Alwey  deying,  and  be  not  dede. 
That  Thesiphus1  that  lyeth  in  helle, 
May  not  of  more  sorwe  telle. 
And  who  so  wiste  alle,  be  my  trouthe, 
My  sorwe,  bat  he  hadde  routhe 
And  pitee  of  my  sorwes  smerte, 
That  man  hath  a  fendely  herte. 
For  whoso  seeth  me  firste  on  morwe, 
May  seyne  he  hath  mette  with  sorwe ; 
For  I  am  sorwe,  and  sorwe  ys  I, 
Alias!  and  I  wol  telle  thee  why; 
My  joye  is  tourned  to  pleynynge, 
And  al  my  laughter  to  wepynge; 
My  glade  thoughtys  to  hevynesse, 
In  travayle  ys  myn  ydelnesse, 
And  eke  my  reste;  my  wele  is  woo, 
My  goode  ys  harme,  and  evermoo 
In  wrathe  ys  turned  my  pleyinge, 
And  my  delyte  into  sorwynge; 
Myn  hele  ys  turned  into  sekenesse, 
In  drede  ys  al  my  sykernesse; 
To  derke  ys  turned  al  my  lyghte, 
'         My  wytte  ys  foly,  my  daye  ys  nyghte. 
/   My  love  ys  hate,  my  slepe  wakyinge, 
'     My  merthe  and  meles  ys  fastynge; 
My  countenaunce  ys  nycete, 
And  all  abawed,  where  so  I  be; 
My  pees  is  pledynge,  and  in  werre. 
Alias,  how  myghte  I  fere  werre? 
My  boldenesse  ys  turned  to  schame, 
For  f&ls  Fortune  hath  pleyde  a  game 

1  Thesiphus  appears  to  have  been  erroneously  written  for  Sisyphus 
ie  vol.  lit  p.  45 .    In  this  place  the  printed  copies  read  Tesiphus. 
TOL.  n.  2  E 
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At  cheese  with  me,  alias,  the  while ! 

The  trayteresse  fals  and  ful  of  gyle, 

That  al  behoteth,  and  nothyng  halt,1 

SLe  gothe  upryghte,  and  yet  she  halt,* 

That  baggeth  foule,  and  loketh  faire, 

The  dispitouse  debonaire, 

That  skometh  many  a  creature. 

An  ydole  of  fills  purtrayture 

Ys  she,  for  she  wol  soone  varyen. 

She  is  the  monstres*  hede  ywryen, 

As  fylthe,  over  ystrawed  with  flourys. 

Hire  moste  worschippe  and  hir  flour  ys 

To  lyen,  for  that  ys  hyr  nature. 

Withoute  feythe,  lawe,  or  mesure, 

She  ys  fals;  and  ever  laughynge 

With  one  yghe,  and  that  other  wepynge. 

That  ys  broughte  up,  she  sette*  al  downe; 

I  lykne  hyr  to  the  scorpioune, 

That  ys  a  fals  flatterynge  beste; 

For  with  his  hede  he  maketh  feste, 

Eut  al  amydde  hys  flaterynge, 

With  hys  tayle  hyt  wol  stynge, 

And  envenyme,  and  so  wol  she. 

She  ys  thenviouse  Charite, 

That  ys  ay  fals,  and  semeth  wele, 

So  turneth  she  hyr  fals  whele 

Aboute,  for  hyt  ys  nothynge  stable, 

Now  by  the  fire,  now  at  table. 

For  many  oon  hath  she  thus  yblente, 

She  is  pleye  of  enchauntemente, 

That  semeth  oon,  and  ys  not  soo. 

The  fals  thefe !  what  hath  she  doo, 

Trowest  thou?  by  oure  Lorde,  I  wol  the  seye :— • 

At  chesse  with  me  she  gan  to  pleye; 


>  Halt  is  the  contracted  form  of  holdeth.— See  vol.  iii.  p.  8j,  note  1. 
*  The  second  halt  is  the  contracted  form  of  hatteth,  limpeth. 
»  Set  is  the  contracted  form  of  setteth. 
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With  hir  fals  draughtes  dyvers 

She  staale  on  me,  and  toke  my  fers;1 

And  whanne  I  saugh  my  fers  awaye. 

Alias!  I  kouthe  no  lenger  playe; 

But  seyde,  farewel,  swete !  y wys, 

And  farewel,  al  that  ever  ther  ys ! 

Therwith  Fortune  seyde,  'chek  here!' 

And  c  mate'  in  the  myd  poynt  of  the  chekkere, 

With  a  poune  errante,  alias! 

Ful  craftier  to  pleye  she  was 

Than  Athalus,*  that  made  the  game 

First  of  the  chesse,  so  was  hys  name. 

But  God  wolde  I  had  oones  or  twyes, 

Ykonde,  and  knowe  the  jeupardyes, 

That  koude  the  Greke  Pythagoras,* 

I  shulde  han  pleyde  the  bet  at  ches, 

And  kept  my  fers  the  bet  therby. 

And  though  wherto?  for  trewely 

I  holde  that  wysshe  not  worthe  a  stree;* 

Hyt  had  be  never  the  bet  for  me. 

For  Fortune  kan  so  many  a  wyle, 

Ther  be  but  fewe  kan  hir  begile, 


1  TyrwhittTsays  the  fers  is  'the  piece  in  chess  next  to  the  king, 
which  we  and  other  European  nations  call  the  queen,  though  very 
improperly,  as  Hyde  has  observed.  Pherz,  or  Pherzan,  which  is  the 
Persian  name  for  the  same  pieee,  signifies  the  king's  chief  counsellor ,  or 
general. — Hist.  ShcUiikul,  page  88-9.'  Here  the  propriety  of  the 
metaphor  lies  in  the  Pherz  being  the  queen,  the  loss  of  which  piece  in 
the  game  of  chess,  John  of  Gaunt  compares  to  the  loss  of  his  Duchess 
Blanche. 

3  That  Athalus  Asiaticus  was  the  first  inventor  of  the  chesse, 
Joannes  Sarisberiensie,  in  his  Policraticon,  lib.  i.  c.  5,  doth  witnesse, 
from  whence,  no  doubt,  Chaucer  had  it,  as  he  had  many  things  else, 
being  a  work  full  of  variety  and  skill,  and  therefore  justly  commended 
by  J.  Lipsius.  There  it  may  appear  that  Athalus  invented  the  game 
of  Abacus,  the  which  word,  as  it  hath  divers  significations,  so  is  it 
taken  for  latmnculorum  ludus,  that  is,  the  chesse  play,  as  out  of 
llacrobius  and  others  may  be  proved. — S. 

3  An  allusion  to  the  dilemma  of  Pythagoras,  which  he  represented 
by  the  Greek  Y. 

4  'J  hat  is,  *  Yet  what  would  be  the  use  of  it  ?  I  hold  this  wish  not 
worth  a  straw.* 

2  e  2 
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And  eke  she  ys  the  lasse  to  blame. 

My  selfe,  I  wolde  have  do  the  same, 

Before  God,  had  I  be  as  she; 

She  ought  the  more  excused  be. 

For  this  I  saye  yet  more  therto, — 

Hadde  I  be  God,  arid  myghte  have  do 

My  wille,  whanne  she  my  fers  kaughte, 

I  wolde  have  drawe  the  same  draughte:1 

For,  al  so  wys  God  yive  me  reste ! 

I  dar  wel  swere,  she  tooke  the  beste. 

But  thorugh  that  draughte  I  have  lorae 

My  blysse;  alias,  that  I  was  borne  I 

For  evermore  I  trowe,  trewely, 

For  al  my  wille,  my  lust  holly 

Ys  turned;  but  yet  what  to  doone?1 

By  oure  Lorde,  hyt  is  to  deye  soone; 

For  nothynge  I  leve  it  noughte, 

But  lyve  and  deye  ryght  in  this  thoughte.* 

For  there  nys  planete  in  firmament, 

Ne  in  ayre  ne  in  erthe  noon  element, 

That  they  ne  yive  me  a  yift,  echone, 

Of  wepynge,  whanne  I  am  allone.* 

For  whanne  that  I  avise  me  wel, 

And  bethenke  me  everydel, 

How  that  ther  lyeth  in  rekenynge 

Inne  my  sorwe  for  nothynge;6 

And  how  ther  ly veth  no  gladnesse 

May  glade  me  of  my  distresse ; 

And  how  I  have  loste  suffisaunce 

And  therto  I  have  no  plesaunce : 


1  That  is, '  I  would  hare  endeavoured  to  take  her  fen,1 

2  The  meaning  is,  *  But  yet  what  is  to  be  done?  By  our  Lord,  the 
only  thing  that  can  be  done  is  to  die  soon.' 

3  That  is,  *  For  I  have  no  other  faith  [leve  is  put  for  beleve]  but  to 
live  and  die  in  this  conviction.' 

*  Alluding  to  the  supposed  influence  of  the  planets  and  the  elements, 
he  says  the  only  gift  they  confer  upon  him  is  that  of  weeping. 

6  This  sentence  is  obscure.  It  may  mean,  perhaps,  *How  im- 
possible it  is  to  count  my  sorrows,  they  are  so  numerous.' 
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Than  may  I  saye,  I  have  ryght  noughte. 
And  whanne  al  this  falleth  in  my  thoughte, 
Alias !  than  am  I  overcome, 
For  that  ys  doon  is  not  to  come, 
I  have  more  sorow  than  Tantale.'1 

And  whanne  I  herde  hym  telle  thys  talc 
Thus  pitously,  as  I  yow  telle, 
Unnethe  myghte  T  lenger  dwelle: 
Hyt  dyd  myn  herte  so  moche  woo. 

'  A,  goode  sir !'  quod  I,  '  say  not  so ! 
Have  some  pitee  on  your  nature, 
That  formed  you  to  creature. 
Remembreth  yow  of  Socrates; 
For  he  counted  not  thre  strees 
Of  noughte  that  Fortune  koude  doo. 
'  No,'  quod  he,  '  I  kan  not  soo.' 
'  Why  so,  goode  syr?  yis  parde!'  quod  I; 
Ne  seye  nought  soo;  for  trewely, 
Though  ye  had  lostev  the  ferses2  twelve, 
And  ye  for  sorwe  mordred  your  selve, 
Ye  sholde  be  dampned  in  this  cas, 
By  as  goode  ryghte  as  Medea  was, 
That  slough  hir  children  for  Jason;* 
And  Phyllis  also  for  Demophon 
Henge  hir  selfe,  so  weylaweye ! 
For  he  had  broke  his  terme  deye 
To  come  to  hir.*     Another  rage 
Had  Dydo,  the  quene  eke  of  Cartage, 


1  Tantalus,  king  of  Lydia,  punished  in  hell  with  hunger  and  thirst 
in  the  midst  of  plenty : — 

Tantalus  a  labris  sitiens  fugientia  captat 
Flumina. — Hon?— Sat.  i.  i.  61. 

*  By  theyferse*  appear  to  be  meant  all  the  pieces  except  the  pawns. 

8  For  the  story  of  Medea,  see  Ovid,  Met.  vii.,  whence  Chaucer  pro- 
bably obtained  it.  There  was  a  French  translation  in  his  time ;  but 
it  is  hardly  credible  that  he  should  not  have  seen  the  original. 

*  The  letter  of  Phyllis  to  Demophoon  is  the  second  of  Ovid's 
Heroides. 
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That  slough  hir  selfe,  for  Eneas 
Was  fals;  which  a  foole  she  was! 
And  Ecquo  died,  for  Narcissus1 
Nolde  nat  love  hir;  and  ryght  thus 
Hath  many  another  foly  doon. 
And  for  Dalida  dyed  Sampson, 
That  slough  hymselfe  with  a  pilere,1 
But  ther  is  no  man  alyve  here 
Wolde  for  o  fers  make  this  woo.' 

'Why  so?  quod  he;  'hyt  ys  not  soo; 
Thou  woste  ful  lytel  what  thou  menyst> 
I  have  loste  more  than  thow  wenyst* 
'  How  may  that  be?'  quod  I. 
'  Goode  sir,  telle  me  al  hooly, 
In  what  wyse,  how,  why  and  wherfore, 
That  ye  have  thus  youre  blysse  lore?' 
4  Blythely P  quod  he;  'come,  sytte  adoun! 
I  telle  hyt  the  upon  a  condicioun, 
That  thou  shalt  hooly  with  al  thy  wytte 
Do  thyn  entente  to  herken  hitte.' 
4  Ye,  syr' — '  Swere  thy  trouthe  therto— 
4  Gladly — Do  thanne  holde  hereto/* 
4 1  shal  ryght  blythely,  so  God  me  save, 
Hooly  with  al  the  witte  I  have, 
Here  yow  as  wel  as  I  kan.' 
4  A  goddys  halfe  !4  quod  he,  and  began:— 

4  Syr, '  quod  he, '  sith  ferste  I  kouthe 
Have  any  maner  wytte  fro  youthe, 
Or  kyndely  understondynge, 
To  comprehende  in  any  thynge 
What  love  was,  in  myn  owne  wytte, 
Dredeles,  I  have  ever  yitte 


>  See  Ovid,  Met.  Hi.  *  Judges  xvi.  *o. 

8  Urry  reads  4  Gladly  to  holdin  the  hereto.'  Bat  the  passage  if 
sufficiently  intelligible  when  broken  into  a  dialogue,  as  in  the  text.  In 
matters  of  punctuation  the  MS.  affords  no  help. 

4  On  God's  behalf,  or  in  the  name  of  God,  was  an  expression  com- 
monly used  before  taking  anything  in  hand. 
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Be  tributarye,  and  yive  rente 

To  Love  hooly,  with  goode  entente, 

And  thorugh  plesaunce  become  bis  thralle, 

With  goode  wille,  body,  herte,  and  alle. 

Al  this  I  putte  in  his  servago, 

As  to  my  lorde,  and  did  homage; 

And  ful  devoutely  I  prayed  hym  tho, 

He  shulde  besette  myn  herte  so, 

That  hyt  plesaunce  to  hym  were, 

And  worshippe  to  my  lady  dere. 

'  And  this  was  longe,  and  many  a  yere 
(Or  that  myn  herte  was  set  owhere) 
That  I  did  thus,  and,  nyste  why; 
I  trowe  hit  come  me  kyndely. 
Paraunter  I  was  therto  moste  able, 
As  a  white  walle,  or  a  table;1 
For  hit  ys  redy  to  cache,  and  take 
Al  that  men  wille  therynne  make. 

Whether  so  men  wille  portreye  or  peynte,  v 

Be  the  werkes  never  so  queynte.  .    ^  \  \  ^ 

*  And  thilke  tyme  I  ferde  ryght  so,  \  *  ' 

I  was  able  to  have  lerned  tho, 
And  to  have  kende  as  wel,  or  better 
Paraunter,  other  arte  or  lettre; 
But  for  love  come  firste  in  my  thoughte, 
Therfore  I  forgate  hyt  naughte. 
I  ches  love  to  my  firste  crafte, 
Therfore  hit  ys  with  me  lafte; 
For  why?  I  toke  hyt  of  so  yonge  age, 
That  malyce  hadde  my  corage 
Not  that  tyme  turned  to  nothynge, 
Thorugh  to  mochel  knowlachynge. 
For  that  tyme  Youthe,  my  maistresse,  * 

Governed  me  in  ydelnesse; 


I  His  mind,  he  says,  like  a  labula  ram,  was  ready  to  receive  any 
impression. 
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For  hyt  was  in  my  firste  youthe,1 
And  tho  fill  lytel  goode  I  couthe, 
For  alle  my  werkes  were  flyttyngc, 
That  tyme,  and  al  my  thoughte  varyinga 
Alle  were  to  me  ylyche  goode 
That  knew  I  thoo,  but  thus  hit  stode. 

1  Hit  happed  that  I  come  on  a  deye 
Tnto  a  place,  ther  that  I  seye 
Trewely  the  fayrest  companye 
Of  ladyes,  that  evere  man  with  ye 
Hadde  sene  togedres  in  oo  place. 
Shal  I  clepe  hyt  happe,  other  grace, 
That  broughte  me  .there?  nay,  but  Fortune, 
That  ys  to  lyen  ful  commune ; 
The  fels  trayteresse  perverse  1 
God  wolde  I  koude  clepe  hir  werse ; 
For  now  she  worcheth  me  ful  woo, 
And  I  wol  telle  sone  why  soo. 

*  Amonge  thise  ladyes  thus  echone, 
Sothe  to  seyne,  I  saugh  oone 
That  was  lyke  noon  of  the  route; 
For  I  dar  swere,  withoute  doute, 
That  as  the  sommerys  sunne  bryghte 
Is  fayrer,  clerer,  and  hath  more  lyghte 
Than  any  other  planete  in  hevene, 
The  moone,  or  the  sterres  seven; 
For  al  the  worlde,  so  hadde  she 
Surmountede  hem  alle  of  beaute, 
Of  manere,  and  of  comelynesse, 
Of  stature,  and  of  so  wel  sette  gladnesse; 
Of  godleyhede,  and  so  wel  beseye; 
Shortely  what  shal  I  seye? 
By  God,  and  by  his  halwes  twelve," 
Hyt  was  my  swete,  ryghte  al  hir  selve. 

l  John  of  Gaunt  was  married  to  his  first  Duchess,  Blanche,  at  the 
age  of  nineteen. — See  ante,  p.  41  j,  note  1. 

4  «  God  and  his  halwes  twelve.'  means  *  Our  Lord  and  his  twelve 
Apostles.' 
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She  hadde  so  stedfaste  countenaunce, 

So  noble  porte,  and  meyntenaunce. 

And  Love,  that  hadde  wel  herde  my  boone,1 

Had  espyed  me  thus  soone, 

That  she  ful  sone,  in  my  thoughte, 

As  helpe  me  God,  so  was  I  kaughte 

So  sodevniy,  that  I  ne  toke 

No  manere  counseyl,  but  at  hir  loke, 

And  at  myn  herte;  for  why?  hir  eyen 

So  gladly,  I  trowe,  myn  herte  seyen, 

That  purely  tho  myn  owne  thoughte 

Seydo,  hit  were  bette  serve  hir  for  noughte, 

Than  with  another  to  be  weL 

And  hyt  was  sothe,  for  every  dele, 

I  wil  anoon  ryghte  telle  the  why. 

*  I  sawgh  hir  daunce  so  comelely, 
Carole  and  synge  so  swetely, 
Laughe,  and  pleye  so  womanly, 
And  loke  so  debonairly; 
So  goodely  speke  and  so  frendly; 
That  certes  I  trowe  that  evermore, 
Nas  seyne  so  blysful  a  tresore. 
For  every  heer  on  hir  hede, 
Sothe  to  seyne,  hyt  nas  not  rede, 
Ne  nouther  yelowe,  ne  browne  hyt  nas; 
Me  thoughte  most  lyke  golde  hyt  was. 
And  whiche8  eyen  my  lady  hadde! 
Debonaire,  goode,  glade,  and  sadde, 
Symple,  of  goode  mochel,  nought  to  wide. 
Therto  hir  looke  nas  not  asyde, 
Ne  overtwert,  but  besette  to  wele, 
It  drewe  and  tooke  up  everydele 
Alle  that  on  hir  gonne  beholde, 
Hir  eyen  semede  anoon  she  wolde 


1  Love,  who  had  well  heard  his  prayers. — See  ante,  p.  415. 
*  IPMcA  here  means  what,  as  in  The  Knighte*  Tale  —See  vol.  i.  p.  iff, 
note  1.    It  occurs  again  in  the  next  page,  *  Bat  which  a  visago  had 
shethartoo.' 
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Have  mercy,  (foolys  wenden  boo) 
But  hyt  was  never  the  rather  doo; 
.  .Hyt  nas  no  counterfeted  thynge, 
Hyt  was  hir  owne  pure  lokynge, 
That  the  goddesse,  dame  Nature, 
Hadde  made  hem  opene  by  mesure, 
And  cloos;  for  were  she  never  so  glad, 
Hir  lokynge  was  not  foly  sprad, 
Ne  wildely,  though  that  she  pleyde; 
But  ever,  me  thought,  hir  eyen  seyde, 
'Be  God,  my  wrathe  ys  al  foryivel' 
Therwith  hir  lyste  so  wel  to  lyve, 
That  dulnesse  was  of  hir  adracL 
She  nas  to  sobre,  ne  to  glad; 
In  alle  thynges  more  mesure, 
Had  never,  I  trowe,  creature.1 
But  many  oon  with  hir  loke  she  hurte, 
And  that  sate  hyr  ful  lytel  at  herte; 
For  she  knewe  nothynge  of  her  though te. 
But  whether  she  knewe,  or  knewe  it  nought, 
Algate  she  ne  roughte  of  hem  a  stree. 
To  gete  hir  love  noo  nerre  nas  he 
That  woned  at  horn,  than  he  in  Ynde; 
The  formest  was  alweye  behynde. 
But  goode  folke  over  alle  other, 
She  lovede  as  man  may  do  hys  brother; 
Of  whiche  love  she  was  wounder  large, 
In  skilful  placis  that  bere  charge. 
But  which  a  visage  had  she  thertoo ! 
Alias  I  myn  herte  is  wonder  woo, 
That  I  ne  kan  discryven  hyt. 
Me  lakketh  bothe  Englyssh  and  wit* 
For  to  undo  hyt,  at  the  fulle; 
And  eke  my  spiritis  be  to  dulle, 


*  Tyrwbitt  observes,  *  Upon  comparing  the  portrait  of  a  beautiful 
woman  which  M.  de  la  Ravaliere  {Poesies  du  Roi  de  Navarre,  Gloss,  y. 
Belee)  has  cited  from  MS.  du  Roi,  No.  76 1*,  with  Chaucer's  description 
of  his  heroine,  I  find  that  several  lines  in  the  latter  are  literally  transl- 
ated from  the  former.' 
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So  grete  a  thynge  for  to  devyse; 
I  have  no  witte  that  kan  suffise 
To  comprehende  hir  beute ; 
But  thus  moche  dar  I  seyne,  that  she 
"Was  white,  rody,  fresshe,  and  lyvely  hewed, 
And  every  day  hir  beaute  newed, 
And  negh  hir  face  was  alderbest; 
•For,  certys,  Nature  had  swiche  lest, 
To  make  that  faire,  that  trewely  she 
Was  hir  chefe  patrone  of  beaute, 
And  chefe  ensample  of  al  hir  werke, 
And  monstre;1  for  be  hyt  never  so  derke, 
Me  thynkyth  T  se  hir  ever  mo. 
And  yet,  more  over,  though  alle  thoo 
That  ever  livede  were  now  alyve, 
Ne  sholde  han  fonde  to  discry  ve 
In  al  hir  face  a  wikked  sygne, 
For  hit  was  sad,  symple,  and  benygne. 
{  '  And  wiche  a  goodely,  softe  speche, 

Hadde  that  swete,  my  lyves  leche ! 
So  frendely,  and  so  wel  ygrounded, 
Upon  al  resoun  so  wel  yfounded, 
And  so  tretable  to  alle  goode, 
That  I  dar  swere  wel  by  the  roode, 
Of  eloquence  was  never  founde 
So  swete  a  sounynge  facounde; 
Ne  trewer  tonged,  ne  skorned  lasse, 
Ne  bet  koude  hole,  that  by  the  masse, 
I  durste  swere,  though  the  pope  hit  songe, 
That  ther  was  never  yet  thorugh  hir  tonge, 
Man  ne  woman  gretely  harmid; 
As  for  hit,  was  al  harme  hy<La 
Ne  lasse  flatterynge  in  hir  worde, 
That  purely,  hir  symple  recorde, 

1  Monster  is  primarily  anything  which  is  shown,  from  monstran 
or  montrer,  and  in  this  sense  is  sometimes  applied  to  a  review  of  troops. 
[Read  mmuter,  which  is  our  muster ;  Germ.  Mutttry  pattern.] 
.  *  That    is,  *As  far  as  she  was  concerned,  all  harm  was  concealed.' 
She  did  not  take  pleasure  in  publishing  scandals. 
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Was  founde  as  trewe  as  any  bonde, 
Or  trouthe  of  any  mannys  honde. 
Ne  chyde  she  koude  never  a  dele, 
That  knoweth  al  the  worlde  ful  wele. 

'  But  swich  a  fairenesse  of  a  nekke 
Hadde  that  swete,  that  boon  nor  brekke 
Nas  ther  noon  seen  that  mys-satte ; 
Hyt  was  white,  smothe,  streght,  and  pure  flatte 
Withouten  hole  or  canel  boon;1 
As  be  semynge,  had  she  noon. 

'  Hir  throte,  as  I  have  now  memoyre, 
Semed  as  a  rounde  toure  of  y  voyre, 
Of  goode  gretenesse,  and  nought  to  grete, 
And  faire  White8  goode  she  hete, 
That  was  my  lady  name  ryghte. 
She  was  bothe  faire  and  bryghte, 
She  had  not  hir  name  wronge. 
Ryghte  faire  shuldres,  and  body  longe 
She  had;  and  armes  every  lythe, 
Fattyssh,  flesshy,  nat  grete  therwith; 
Ryghte  white  handes,  and  nayles  rede, 
Rounde  brestes;  and  of  goode  brede 
Hir  lippes  were;  a  streighte  flatte  bakke; 
I  knewe  on  hir  noon  other  lakke, 
That  alle  hir  lymmes  nere  pure  sywynge/ 
In  as  ferre  as  I  had  knowynge. 
Therto  she  koude  so  wel  pleye 
Whan  that  hir  lyste,  that  I  dar  seye, 
That  she  was  lyke  to  torche  bryghte, 
That  every  man  may  take  of  lyghte 


1  The  canel-bone,  also  called  the  rigge-bone,  is  the  collar-bone ;  sc 
called  because  there  is  a  channel  or  ridge,  or  depression  of  the  skin, 
just  above  it. 

2  Instead  of  goode,  Uny  reads  ywte.  The  Knight  says  her  name 
was  White,  that  is,  Blanche,  thus  leaving  no  doubt  as  to  the  purport 
of  the  poem. 

8  That  is,  «I  knew  of  nothing  that  was  wanting  in  her,  for 
all  her  limbs  followed,  or  corresponded  with,  the  rest  of  her  per. 
factions.* 
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Ynougb,  and  hyt  hathe  never  the  lesse. 
Of  maner  and  of  comlynesse, 
Byghte  so  ferde  my  lady  dere. 
For  every  wighte,  of  hir  manere 
Myghte  cacche  ynongh,  yif  that  he  wolde, 
Yif  he  hadde  eyen  hir  to  beholde* 
For  I  dar  swere  wel,  yif  that  she 
Hadde  amonge  ten  thousande  be, 
She  wolde  have  be,  atte  leste, 
A  chefe  meroure  of  al  the  feste, 
Though  they  had  stonde  in  a  rowe, 
To  mennys  eyen,  that  koude  have  knowe. 
For  wher  so  men  h&dde  pleyde  or  wakyd, 
Me  thought  the  felyschyppe  as  naked 
Withouten  hir,  that  saugh  T  oones, 
As  a  corowne  withoute  stones. 
Trewely  she  was  to  myn  eye, 
The  soleyne  fenix  of  Arabye; 
For  ther  liveth  nevir  but  oon, 
Ne  swiche  as  she,  ne  know  I  noon. 

To  speke  of  godenesse,  trewely  she 
Had  as  moche  debonairete, 
As  ever  had  Hester1  in  the  Bible, 
And  more,  yif  more  were  possyble. 
And  sothe  to  seyne,  therwythalle 
She  hadde  a  wytte  so  generalle. 
So  hoole  enclyned  to  alle  goode, 
That  al  hir  wytte  was  sette,  by  the  rode, 
Withoute  malyce,  upon  gladnesse. 
And  therto  I  saugh  never  yet  a  lesse 
Harmeful  than  she  was  in  doynge; 
I  seye  not  that  she  ne  hadde  knowynge 
What  harme  was,  or  elles  she 
Hadde  koude  no  good,  so  thenketh  me* 
And  trewly,  for  to  speke  of  trouthe, 
But  she  hadde  hadde,  hyt  hadde  be  routhe. 

1  Hester  has  been  cited  as  an  example  of  meekness  in  The  Mar* 
thaundet  Wale. — See  vol.  i.  p.  440. 
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Therof  she  hadde  so  moche  hir  dele,1 
And  I  dar  seyne,  and  swere  hyt  wele, 
That  Trouthe  hymselfe,  over  alle  and  alle, 
Hadde  chose  hys  maner'  principalle 
In  hir,  that  was  his  restynge  place. 
Therto  she  hadde  the  moste  grace, 
To  have  stedefaste  perseveraunce, 
And  esy  attempry  governaunce, 
That  ever  I  knewe,  or  wyste  yitte, 
So  pure  suffraunt  was  hir  wytte. 
And  resoun  gladly  she  understoode, 
Hyt  folowed  wel,  she  koude  goode. 
She  used  gladly  to  do  wel; 
These  were  hir  maneres  every  del. 

*  Therwith  she  loved  so  wel  ryghte, 
She  wronge  do  wolde  to  no  wyghte; 
No  wyghte  myghte  doo  hir  noo  shame, 
She  loved  so  wel  hir  owne  name. 

'  Hyr  lust  to  holde  no  wyghte  in  honde, 
Ne,  be  thou  siker,  she  wolde  not  fonde, 
To  holde  no  wyghte  in  balaunce, 
By  halfe  word,  ne  by  oountenaunce, 
But  yif  men  wolde  upon  hir  lye. 
Ne  sende  men  into  Walakye, 
To  Pruise,  and  to  Tartarye, 
To  Alysaundre,  ne  into  Turkye, 
And  bydde  him  fkste  anoon  that  ho 
Goo  hoodeles  into  the  drye  se, 
And  come  home  by  the  Carrenare;8 
And  seye  *  Sir,  be  now  ryghte  ware, 
That  I  may  of  yow  here  seyne, 
Worshyppe,  or  that  ye  come  ageyne.4 


1  That  is, '  Thereof  she  had  so  large  a  portion  to  her  share.' 
*  Maiier  here  means  manor,  or  mansion. 

3  None  of  the  commentators  have  been  able  to  explain  this  word, 

nor  is  it  easy  to  determine  the  mean  ing  of  the  drie  se  in  the  preceding  line. 

+  The  Duke  says  she  did  not  follow  the  example  of  some  ladies  of 
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( She  ne  used  no  suche  knakkes  smale, 
But  wherfor  that  I  telle  my  tale; — l 
Byghte  on  thys  same,  as  I  have  seyde, 
Was  hooly  al.my  love  leyde; 
For,  certes,  she  was  that  swete  wife, 
My  suffisaunce,  my  luste,  my  lyfe, 
Myn  happe,  myn  hele,  and  al  my  blysse, 
My  worldys  welfare,  and  my  goddesse, 
And  I  hooly  hires,  and  every  del.' 

'  By  oure  Lorde !'  quod  I,  '  I  trowe  you  wel  1 
Hardely,  your  love  was  wel  besette; 
I  not  how  ye  myghte  have  doo  bette.' 

*  Bette]  ne  no  wyghte  so  wele,'  quod  he. 

*  I  trowe  hyt  wel,  sir,'  quod  I,  *  parde !' 

*  Nay,  leve  hyt  wel :' — '  Sire,  so  do  I ; 
I  leve  yow  wel,  that  trewely 

Yow  thoughte  that  she  was  the  best, 

And  to  beholde,  the  alderfayrest, 

Who  soo  hadde  loked  hir  with  your  even.' 

'With  myne?  nay,  alle  that  hir  seyen, 

Seyde  and  swore  hyt  was  soo. 

And  though  they  ne  hadde,  I  wolde  tho 

Have  loved  best  my  lady  free, 

Though.  I  hadde  hadde  al  the  beaute 

That  ever  hadde  Alcibiades;8 

And  al  the  strengthe  of  Ercules  ; 

And  therto  hadde  the  worthynesse 

Of  Alysaunder;  and  al  the  richesse 

That  ever  was  in  Babyloyne, 

In  Cartage,  or  in  Macedoyne, 


the  day,  who  put  their  knights'  devotion  to  the  test  by  sending  them 
on  a  fool's  errand  to  foreign  countries,  and,  by  way  of  compensation, 
saying, '  Sir,  be  sure  I  shall  speak  well  of  you  in  your  absence/ 

1  That  is,  *  But  to  return  to  my  object  in  telling  you  this  story.' 

2  This  is  written  in  the  MS.  Alcipiades;  bnt  Alcibiades  is  evidently 
the  person  intended.  The  variation  in  MSS.  in  the  manner  ol 
spelling  proper  names  is  so  great,  that  they  can  scarcely'  ever  be 
depended  upon. 
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Or  in  Rome,  or  in  Nynyve; 
And  therto  also  as  hardy  be, 
As  was  Ector,  so  have  I  joye, 
That  Achilles  slough  at  Troye; 
(And  therfore  was  he  slayne  alsoo 
In  a  temple;  for  bothe  twoo 
Were  sleyne,  he  and  Antylegyus; 
And  so  seyth  Dares  Frygius,1 
For  love  of  Polixena) 
Or  ben  as  wise  as  Mynerva; 
I  wolde  ever,  withoute  drede 
Have  loved  hir,  for  I  moste  nede. 

'  Nede?    Nay  trewely  I  gabbe  nowe! 
Nought  nede;  and  I  wol  telle  ho  we. 
For  of  goode  wille  myn  herte  hyt  wolde, 
And  eke  to  love  hir  I  was  holde, 
As  for  the  faireste  and  the  beste. 
She  was  as  goode,  so  have  I  reste, 
As  ever  was  Penolopee  of  Grece, 
Or  as  the  noble  wife  Lucrece, 
That  was  the  beste,  (he  telleth  thus 
The  Romayne  Tytus  Lyvyus) 
She  was  as  gode,  and  nothynge  lyke, 
Though  hir  stories  be  autentyke; 
Algate  she  was  as  trewe  as  she. 

'  But  wherfore  that  I  telle  the, 
Whanne  I  firste  my  lady  seye? 
I  was  right  yong,  sothe  to  seye, 
And  ful  grete  nede  I  hadde  to  lerne, 
Whanne  myn  herte  wolde  yerna 
To  love  hyt  was  a  grete  empryse, 
But  as  my  wytte  koude  beste  sufHse, 
Afber  my  yonge  childely  wytte, 
Withoute  drede,  I  besette  hytte, 
To  love  hir  in  my  beste  wyse, 
Jo  do  hir  worshippe,  and  the  servise 


1  See  vol.  III.  p.  a*,  note  S« 
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That  I  koude  thoo,  be  my  trouthe 

Withoute  feynynge,  outher  slouthe. 

For  wonder  feyne  I  wolde  hir  se. 

So  mochel  hyt  amended  me, 

That  whanne  I  saugh  hir  first  amorwe, 

I  was  warished  of  al  my  sorwe 

Of  al  day  after;  til  hyt  were  eve 

Me  thoughte  nothynge  myghte  me  greve, 

Were  my  sorwes  never  so  smerte. 

And  yet  she  sytte1  so  in  myn  herte, 

That,  by  my  trouthe,  I  nolde  noughte 

For  al  thys  worlde,  oute  of  my  thoughte 

Leve  my  lady;  noo,  trewly!' 

*  Now  by  my  trouthe,  sir,'  quod  I, 

'  Me  thynketh  ye  have  suche  a  chaunce, 
As  shryfte,  withoute  repentaunce.'* 

*  Repentaunce  %  nay,  fy !'  quod  he, 
'  Shulde  I  now  repente  me 

To  love?  nay,  certis,  than  were  I  wel 

Wers  thanne  was  Achetofel,* 

Or  Anthenor,4  so  have  I  joye  1 

The  traytour  that  betraysed  Troye: 

Or  the  fals  GeneUon,5 

He  that  purchased  the  treson 

Of  Rowlande,  and  of  Olyvere. 

Nay,  while  I  am  alyve  here, 

I  nyl  foryete  hir  never  moo.' 

'  Now,  goode  sir,'  quod  I  thoo, 
'  Ye  han  wel  tolde  me  here  before, 
Hyt  ys  no  nede  to  reherse  more, 
How  ye  saugh  hir  firste,  and  where; 
But  wolde  ye  telle  me  the  manere, 


»  Even  still  she  so  sits  in  my  heart,  that,  &c.    Sytte  is  the  contracted 
form  for  sitUth.    [Read  fit;  there  is  no  final  e.—W.  W.  S.] 

s  That  is,  '  Yon  are  in  the  case  of  those  who  shrive  themselves,  or 
confess,  and  do  not  repent' 

*  See  2  Sam.  xvii.  «  See  voL  iii.  p.  187,  note  3. 

•  See  vol.  ii.  p.  98.  note  2. 

vol.  n.  2  f 
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To  hire  which  was  your  firste  speche, 

Therof  I  wolde  yow  beseche; 

And  how  she  knewe  firste  your  thoughte, 

Whether  ye  loved  hir  or  noughte ; 

And  telleth  me  eke  what  ye  have  lore, 

I  herde  yow  telle  here  before. 

'  Yee,'  he  seyde,  *  thow  nost  what  thou  menyst, 

I  have  lost  more  than  thou  wenyst.' 

*  What  losse  ys  that?'  quod  I  thoo, 
'Nyl  she  not  love  yow?  ys  hyt  soo? 
Or  have  ye  oughte  doon  amys, 

That  she  hathe  lefte  yow?  ys  hyt  this? 
For  Goddys  love,  telle  me  alle.' 

*  Before  God,'  quod  he,  '  and  I  shalle. 
I  seye  ryghte  as  I  have  seyde, 

On  hir  was  al  my  love  leyde, 
And  yet  she  nyste  hyt  not  never  a  del, 
Nought  longe  tyme,  leve  hyt  wel; 
For  ryghte  be  siker,  I  durste  noughte, 
For  al  this  worlde,  telle  hir  my  thoughte ; 
Ne  I  wolde  have  wrathed  hir  trewly. 
For  wostow  why?  she  was  lady 
Of  the  body;  she  hadde  the  herte, 
And  who  hath  that  may  not  asterte.1 
'  But  for  to  kepe  me  fro  ydelnesse, 
Trewely  I  did  my  besynesse 
To  make  songes,  as  I  best  koude. 
And  ofbe  tyme  I  songe  hem  loude, 
And  made  songes,  this  a  grete  dele, 
Although  I  koude  not  make  so  wele 
Songes,  ne  know  the  arte  al, 
As  koude  Lamekys  sone,  Tuballe, 
That  founde  out  firste  the  arte  of  songe. 
For  as  hys  brothres  hammeres  ronge, 


1  That  is,  *  She  was  completely  mistress  of  his  heart ;  and  whoever 
has  this  may  not  escape.' 
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Upon  bys  anvelt,  up  and  downe, 
Therof  he  tooke  the  firste  sowne.1 
But'Grekes  seyne  of  Pittagoras, 
That  he  the  firste  fynder  was 
Of  the  arte ;  Aurora  telleth  soo  ;* 
But  therof  no  fors  of  hem  twoo. 
Algatis  songes  thus  I  made, 
Of  my  felynge,  myn  herte  to  glade 
And,  loo!  this  was  alther  firste, 
I  not  wher  hyt  were  the  werste. 

'  Lorde !  hyt  maketh  myn  herte  lyghte, 
Whanne  I  thenke  on  that  swete  wyghte, 
That  is  so  semely  on  to  se, 
And  wisshe  to  Gode  hit  myghte  so  be 
That  she  wolde  holde  me  for  hir  knyghte, 
My  lady  that  is  so  fayre  and  bryghte. 

'  Now  have  I  tolde  the,  sothe  to  seye, 
My  firste  songe.     Upon  a  day, 
I  bethoughte  me  what  woo 
And  sorwe  that  I  suffred  thoo 
For  hir,  and  yet  she  wyst  hyt  noughte, 
Ne  telle  hir,  durst  I  not,  my  thoughte. 
Alias !  thoughte  I,  I  kan  no  rede ! 
And  but  I  telle  hir,  I  am  but  dede; 


1  See  Gen.  iy.  ai.  '  And  his  brother's  name  was  Jubal:  he  wa?  the 
father  of  all  such  as  handle  the  harp  and  organ.  And  Zillah,  she  &*ao 
bare  Tubal  Cain,  an  instructor  of  every  artificer  in  brass  and  iron.' 
This  is  an  ingenious  way  of  accounting  for  musical  sounds.  Handel's 
Harmonious  Blacksmith  embodies  the  same  idea. 

2  The  title  of  a  Latin  metrical  version  of  several  parts  of  the  Bible 
by  Petrus  de  Riga,  Canon  of  Rheims  in  the  twelfth  century.  Leyser, 
in  his  Hist.  Poet.  Med.  JSvi,  p.  69*- 736,  has  given  large  extracts  from 
this  work,  and  amongst  others,  the  passage  which  Chaucer  seems  to 
have  had  in  his  eye: — 

*  Aure  Jubal  varios  ferramenti  notat  ictus. 

Pondera  librat  in  his  consona  quaeque  facit, 

Hoc  inventa  modo  prius  est  ars  musica,  qaamvis 

Pythagoram  dicant  hanc  docuisse  prius.' — T. 

A  curious  idea  of  chronology  the  man  must  have  had  who  supposed 

that  Pythagoras  taught  the  ars  musica  before  Jubal. 

2  f  2 
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And  yif  I  telle  hir,  to  seye  ryghte  sothe, 
I  am  adred  she  wol  be  wrothe, 
Alias!  what  shal  I  thanne  doo? 

In  this  debate  I  was  so  woo, 
Me  thoughte  myn  herte  braste  atweyne. 
So,  at  the  laste,  sothe  to  seyne, 
I  bethoughte  me  that  Nature, 
Ne  formed  never  in  creature, 
So  moche  beaute  trewely 
And  bounte,  wythoute  mercy. 

'  In  hope  of  that,  my  tale  I  tolde, 
With  sorwe,  as  that  I  never  sholde, 
For  nedys;  and  mawgree  myn  hede 
I  most  have  tolde  hir,  or  be  dede : 
I  not  wel  how  that  I  beganne, 
Ful  evel  reherse  hy 1 1  kan ; 
And  eke,  as  helpe  me  God  withalle, 
I  trowe  hyt  was  in  the  dismalle, 
That  was  the  tenne  woundes  of  Egipte;1 
For  many  a  worde  I  overskipte 
In  my  tale  for  pure  fere, 
Lest  my  wordys  mys-sette  were. 
With  sorweful  herte,  and  woundes  dede, 
Soffce,  and  quakynge  for  pure  drede 
And  shame,  and  styntynge  in  my  tale 
For  ferde,  and  myn  hewe  al  pale, 
Ful  ofte  I  wexe  bothe  pale  and  rede ; 
Bowynge  to  hir  I  heng  the  hede, 
I  durste  not  ones  loke  hir  on, 
For  witte,  maner  and  al  was  goon. 
I  seyde:  'Mercy,'*  and  no  more; 
Hyt  nas  no  game,  hyt  sate  me  sore. 

1  The  ten  plagues  of  Egypt,  here  called  woundes,  probably  because 
the  Latin  plaga,  whence  the  word  plague,  primarily  bears  this  meaning. 
It  would  seem  that  a  poem  on  the  ten  plagues  was  set  to  some  well- 
known  dismal  air,  to  which  the  duke  compares  his  tone  when  address- 
ing his  lady. 

2  This  seems  to  have  been  the  favourite  resource  of  lovers  when  they 
had  nothing  else  to  say. — See  vol.  lit  p.  1 19. 
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'  So  at  the  laste,  sothe  to  seyne, 
Wlianne  that  myn  herte  was  come  ageyne, 
To  telle  shortely  al  my  speche, 
With  hool  herte  I  gan  hir  beseche 
That  she  wolde  be  my  lady  swete; 
And  swore,  and  gan  hir  hertely  hete 
Ever  to  be  stedfast  and  trewe, 
And  love  hir  alwey  fresshly  newe, 
And  never  other  lady  have, 
And  al  hir  worshippe  for  to  save, 
As  I  best  koude ;  I  swore  hir  this, 
For  youres  is  alle  that  ever  ther  is, 
For  evermore,  myn  herte  swete ! 
And  never  to  false  yow,  but  I  mete,1 
I  nyl,  as  wysse  God  helpe  me  soo ! 

*  And  whanne  I  hadde  my  tale  ydoo, 
God  wote  she  acounted  not  a  stree 
Of  al  my  tale,  so  thoughte  me. 
To  telle  shortly  ryghte  as  hyt  ys 
Trewely  hir  answere  hyt  was  this ; 
I  kan  not  now  wele  counterfete 
Hir  wordys,  but  this  was  the  grete* 
Of  hir  answere;  she  seyde,  '  Nay  f 
Al  outerly:  alias!  that  day, 
The  sorwe  I  suffered  and  the  woo, 
That  trewely  Cassandra,  that  soo 
Bewayled  the  destruccioun 
Of  Troye,  and  of  Ilyon, 
Hadde  never  swich  sorwe  as  I  thoo. 
I  durste  no  more  seye  thertoo, 
For  pure  fere,  but  stale  away. 
And  thus  I  lyved  ful  many  a  deye, 
That  trewely  I  hadde  no  nede, 
Ferther  than  my  beddes  hede, 


»  That  is,  '  Unless  I  dream.'    He  means  never  to  be  intentionally 
and  deliberately  false. 

2  The  substance. 
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Never  a  day  to  seche  sorwe ; 
1  fonde  hyt  redy  every  morwe, 
For  why  ?  I  loved  hy  r  in  no  gere.1 

'  So  hit  befel  another  yere, 
I  thoughte  ones  I  wold  fonde, 
To  do  hir  knowe,  and  understonde 
My  woo ;  and  she  wele  understode, 
That  I  ne  wilned  thynge  but  gode,. 
And  worshippe,  and  to  kepe  hir  name, 
Over  alle  thynges,  and  drede  hir  shame, 
And  was  so  besy  hir  to  serve, 
And  pitee  were  I  shulde  sterve, 
Syth  that  I  wilned  noon  harme,  ywys. 

*  So  whanne  my  lady  knewe  al  thys, 
My  lady  yaf  me,  al  hooly, 
The  noble  yifte  of  hir  mercy, 
Savynge  her  worshippe  by  alle  weyes; 
Dredeles,  I  mene  noon  other  weyes. 
And  therwith  she  yaf  me  a  rynge; 
I  trowe  hyt  was  the  firste  thynge. 
But  yif  myn  herte  was  ywaxe 
Giadde,  that  is  no  nede  to  axe. 
As.  helpe  me  God,  I  was  as  blyve 
Reysed,  as  fro  dethe  to  lyve, 
Of  alle  happes  the  alderbeste, 
The  gladdest  and  the  moste  at  reste. 
For  trewely  that  swete  wyghte, 
Whanne  I  hadde  wrong,*  and  she  the  ryghte, 
She  wolde  alwey  so  goodely 
Foryeve  me  so  debonairely, 
In  al  my  yowthe,  in  al  chaunce, 
She  tooke  me  in  hir  governaunce.* 

1  Gere  appears  to  be  a  substantive  derived  from  the  French  girer; 
aud  to  mean  chanpeableness.  [The  more  usual  sense  is  gear,  i.c  dress, 
manner.- W.  W.  S.] 

2  1  his  is  the  French  construction,  Quandfavais  tort. 

a  That  is,  *  She  took  under  her  governance  my  extreme  youth  [John 
of  Gaunt  was  married  at  nineteen]  in  every  case  or  chance  which  might 
arise.' 
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Therwyth  she  was  alway  so  trewe, 
Our  joye  was  ever  ylyche  newe; 
Our  hertys  werne  so  evene  a  payre, 
That  never  nas  that  oon  contrayre 
To  that  other,  for  noo  woo : 
For  sothe  ylyche  they  suffred  thoo 

00  blisse  and  eke  oo1  sorwe  bothe; 
Ylyche  they  were  bothe  glade  and  wrothe, 
Al  was  us  oon,  withoute  were. 

And  thus  we  lyved  ful  many  a  yere, 
So  wel  I  kan  not  telle  how.' 

*  Sir !'  quod  I,  '  where  is  she  now? 
'Now?'  quod  he,  and  stynte  anoon.; 
Therewith  he  waxe  as  dede  as  stoon, 
And  seyde,  '  Alias,  that  I  was  bore ! 
That  was  the  losse !  and  herebefore 

1  tolde  the  that  I  hadde  lorne, 
Bethenke  how  I  seyde  here  beforne, 
Thow  wost  ful  lytel  what  thow  menyst, 
I  have  loste  more  than  thow  wenyst.* 
God  wote,  alias  1  ryghte  that  was  she.' 
'Alias!  sir,  how)  what  may  that  bef 

'  She  ys  dede  :"— '  Nay  V— '  Yis,  be  my  trouthe!' 
*  Is  that  youre  losse?  be  God,  hyt  ys  routhe!' 

And  with  that  worde,  ryghte  anoon 
They  gan  to  strake  forth;  al  was  doon, 
For  that  tyme,  the  herte  huntynga 

With  that  me  thoughte  that  this  kynge, 
Gan  homewarde  for  to  ryde, 
Unto  a  place  was  ther  besyde, 
Which  was  from  us  but  a  lyte, 
A  longe  castel  with  wallys  white, 


1  Oo  here  means  one.  *  See  ante,  p.  422. 

*  The  Duchess  Blanche  died  in  the  year  1 369,  leaving  issue  one 
son,  Henry  (afterwards  Henry  IV.),  and  two  daughters,  Philippa  and 
Elkabeth.— Barnes.— Hist.  qfJBdw.  III. 
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By  seynt  Johan,  on  a  rych  hille,1 
As  me  mette;  but  thus  hyt  fille. 

Ryghte  thus  me  mette,*  as  I  yow  telle, 
That  in  the  castel  ther  was  a  belle, 
As  hyt  hadde  smyte  houres  twelve; 
Therewyth  I  awooke  my  selve, 
And  fonde  me  lyinge  in  my  bedde; 
And  the  booke  that  I  hadde  redde, 
Of  Alcyone  and  Seys  the  kynge, 
And  of  the  goddys  of  slepynge, 
I  fonde  hyt  in  myn  honde  fid  evene. 
Thoughte  I,  thys  ys  so  queynt  a  swevene, 
That  I  wol,  be  processe  of  tyme, 
Fonde  to  put  this  swevene  in  ryme, 
As  I  kan  best,  and  that  anoon ; 
This  was  my  swevene;  now  hit  ys  doonl 

EXPLICIT  THE  BOKE  OF  THE  DUCHESSE. 


1  By  this  castle  on  a  hill  is  meant  Windsor,  and  by  the  Emperor 
Oct  avian,  Edward  III.  Perhaps  Chaucer,  who  held  the  office  of  clerk 
of  the  works,  may  have  intended  to  compliment  him  on  the  taste  and 
magnificence  of  his  buildings,  by  comparing  him  to  an  Emperor  who 
boasted  that  he  had  found  Borne  of  brick  and  left  it  of  marble.  '  Ut 
jure  ait  gloriatus,  marmoream  se  relinquere  quam  lateritiam  acoepisset.' 
— Suet.  D.  Augustus. 

2  The  yerb  to  mete  seems  to  mean,  not  exactly  to  dream*  but  to 
appear  in  a  dream.  Thus  me  mette  would  be  correctly  translated  into 
modern  English,  *  It  appeared  to  me  in  my  dream.'  The  construction 
is  the  same  as  in  the  expression  me  thinks,  it  seems  fa  me. 
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OF  QUENE  ANELYDA  AND  FALSE  ARCYTE 

[This  short  poem  is  unfinished,  as  appears  from  the  last 
stanza,  in  which  the  reader  is  promised  a  description  of  the 
Temple  of  Mars  in  Thrace,  and  of  the  particulars  of  Queen 
Anelyda's  vow  and  sacrifice.  The  first  few  verses  have  so 
much  the  air  of  a  weak  imitation  of  the  beginning  of  The 
Knightes  Tale,  that  we  should  be  disposed  to  doubt  the 
authenticity  of  the  piece,  were  it  not  that  it  is  expressly 
ascribed  to  Chaucer  by  Lydgate  in  the  following  verses : — 

Of  Anelyda  and  of  fals  Arcyte 

He  made  a  compleynte,  dolful  and  pitous. 

The  similarity  between  this  fragment  and  the  opening  of 
The  Knightes  Tale  may  perhaps  be  accounted  for  by  sup- 
posing that  Chaucer  at  first  intended  to  make  the  loves  of 
Anelyda  and  Arcyte  the  subject  of  a  longer  poem ;  that  he 
afterwards  changed  his  plan  in  favour  of  the  story  of  Palamon 
and  Arcite ;  and  that  in  the  latter  he  ultimately  adopted  as 
much  of  the  opening  of  the  former  as  suited  his  purpose. 

For  his  authorities  he  quotes  Statius  and  Corinne.  The 
early  stanzas,  relating  to  Theseus,  are  the  only  part  taken 
from  the  Thebais  ;  and  the  poems  of  Corinna,  the  cotempo- 
rary  of  Pindar,  are  now  lost. 

The  metre  of  the  first  part  is  the  same  as  that  of  the 
Troylus  and,  Chyseyde;  but  the  Compleynte  of  Anelyda 
is  written  in  a  stanza  of  nine  lines,  of  which  the  first,  second, 
fourth,  fifth,  eighth,  and  ninth,  fall  into  one  rhyme,  and  the 
third,  sixth,  and  seventh,  into  another.  There  are  three 
stanzas  which  consist  of  eight  lines  only,  and  of  which  each 
verse  is  composed  of  four,  instead  of  five,  iambic  feet,  or  their 
equivalents.  This  last  deficiency  Urry  most  unwarrantably 
ekes  out  with  unmeaning  expletives  of  his  own. 

The  MS.  from  which  the  present  text  has  been  taken  is 
bound  up  with  some  of  Lydgate's  and  Occleve's  poems,  in 
a  volume  numbered  372  in  the  Harleian  collection.  Though 
written  on  paper,  and  therefore  of  uncertain  date,  it  is  more 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


442         OF  QUENE  ANELYDA  AND  FALSE  ARCYTC 

correct  than  any  of  the  printed  texts.  It  supplies  some  words 
necessary  to  the  sense,  and  preserves  the  grammatical  inflec- 
tions of  Chaucer's  time,  which  are  essential  to  the  correctness 
of  the  metre.] 

*  nPHOTJ  ferse  God  of  armes,  Marse  the  rede, 
J-   That  in  thy  frosty  countre  called  Trace,1 
Withinne  thi  grisely  temples  ful  of  drede, 
Honoured  arte  as  patron  of  that  place ! 
With  thee,  Bellona,  Pallas,  ful  of  grace ! 
Be  present,  and  my  soDg  contynue  and  guye; 
At  my  begynnyng  thus  to  yow  I  crye. 

'  For  it  ful  depe  is  sonken  in  my  mynde, 
With  pitows  herte,  in  Englissh  to  endite 
This  olde  story,  in  Latyn  which  I  fynde, 
Of  queene  Anelyda  and  fals  Arcyte, 
That  elde,  which  kan  al  frete  and  byte, 
(And  it  hath  fretyn  many  a  noble  story) 
Hath  nygh  devoured  out  of  oure  memory. 

'  Be  favourable  eke  thou  Polymnya8 
On  Pernasoo  that  hath  thy  susters  glade, 
By  Elycon,  not  ferre  from  Cirrea,* 
Syngest  with  voice  memorial  in  the  shade, 
Under  the  laurer,  which  that  may  not  fade, 
And  doo  that  I  my  shippe  to  haven  wynne, 
First  folowe  I  Stace,4  and  after  hym  Corinne.5 

1  See  vol.  i.  p.  i5a,  note  i. 

8  Polyhymnia,  one  of  the  Muses. — See  Ovid,  Fasti,  y.  9. 

3  By  Cirrea  is  probably  meant  Syria;  and  Chaucer  perhaps  took  it 
for  granted  that  Helicon  was  near  Syria,  because  they  were  both  in 
the  East.  4  Statins. 

6  What  author  is  meant,  I  cannot  say.  One  can  hardly  suppose 
that  Chaucer  had  met  with  that  poem  of  the  ancient  Corinna,  the  con- 
temporary of  Pindar,  which  was  entitled  *Eirra  «ri  Bripait  (Fragm,  ex 
ApollorUa  Dyscolo,  ap.  Maittair  de  Dialect.,  p.  4*9, 1.  4).  nor  do  I 
know  that  any  fictitious  work  upon  the  war  of  Thebes  has  ever  been 
set  forth  under  her  name.  She  is  mentioned  by  Propertius  (ii.  El.  ill. 
31),  and  by  Statius  (Sylv.  v.  Carm.  ill.  i58),  but  neither  of  them  takes 
notice  of  her  having  written  on  the  affairs  of  Thebes. — T.  Some  poet 
of  this  name,  however,  appears  to  have  been  known  in  the  middle  ages, 
for  she  is  mentioned  by  Skelton. 
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Jamque  domos  patrias  Scythice  post  aspera  gentis, 
Prcelia  lawrigero  svbeuntem  Thesea  curru, 
LcRtifici  plaustts  mrmsuaque  ad  sidera  vulgi,  &cl 

Whanne  Theseus,  with  werres  longe  and  grete, 
The  aspre  folke  of  Cithee  hadde  overcome, 
Tho,  laurer  crouned,  in  his  chare,  goold  beete,* 
Home  to  his  countre  houses8  is  ycome; 
For  which  the  peuple  blisfulle  alle  and  some, 
So  criden,  that  to  the  sterres  hit  went, 
And  hym  to  honouren  did  al  hir  entent. 

Before  this  duke,  in  signe  of  victorie, 
The  trompes  come,  and  in  his  baner  large, 
The  ymage  of  Marse;4  and  in  tokyn  of  glorye, 
Men  myght  see  of  treasoure  many  a  charge, 
Many  a  bright  helme,  and  many  a  spere  and  targe, 
Many  a  fressh  knyght,  and  many  a  blisful  route, 
On  hors,  on  foot,  in  al  the  feeld  aboughte. 

Ypolita5  his  wif,  the  hardy  quene 
Of  Cithea,  that  he  conquerid  hadde, 
With  Emelye  her  younge  suster  sheene, 
Faire  in  a  chare  of  goold  he  with  hym  ladde, 
That  al  the  ground  abought  hir  chare  she  spradde 
With  brightnesse  of  beaute  in  hir  face, 
Fulfilled  of  largesse  and  of  al  grace. 

With  his  tryumphe,  and  laurere  crowned  thus, 
In  alle  the  floure  of  fortunes  yeving, 
Lete  I  this  noble  prynce,  this  Theseus, 
Toward  Attenes  in  his  way  ridyng, 
And  fonde  I  wil  inne  shortly  to  brynge 
The  sley  weye  of  that  I  gan  to  wryte, 
Of  quene  Anelyda  and  fals  Arcyte. 


i  This  is  taken  from  the  Tkebais  of  Statins,  lib.  xii.  5i9. 
2  Ornamented  with  gold. — See  vol  y.  p.  99,  note  i. 
s  That  is,  *  To  the  houses  of  his  country/  or  to  his  home. 
<  See  yol.  i.  p.  1 19.  *  See  yol.  i.  p.  i  iS. 
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Mars,  that  tliorugh  his  furious  cours  of  yre, 

The  oolde  wreth  of  Juno  to  fulfill©, 

Hath  sette  the  peples  hertys  both  on  fyre 

Of  Thebes  and  Grece,  and  everych  other  to  kille 

With  blody  speres,  restid  never  stille, 

But  thronge  now  here,  now  ther,  among  hem  bothe, 

That  everych  other  slowgh,  so  were  thei  wrothe. 

For  whanne  Amphiorax  and  Tideus, 
Ypomedon  and  Prothonolexe  also 
Were  dede,  and  slayn  proude  Campaneus, 
And  whan  the  wretched  Theban  brethren  two1 
Were  slayne,  and  kyng  Adrastus  home  ygoo, 
So  desolate  stoode  Thebes  and  so  bare, 
That  no  wighte  coude  remedye  of  his  care. 

And  whanne  the  olde  Creon  gan  espye, 

How  that  the  blode  royal  was  broughte  down, 

He  helde  the  cite  by  his  tyrannye, 

And  did  the  gentils  of  that  regioun 

To  ben  his  frendes,  and  dwellyn  in  the  toun. 

Soo  what  for  love  of  hym,  and  what  for  awe, 

The  noble  folke  were  to  the  towne  ydrawe. 

Among  alle  these,  Anelyda  the  quene 

Of  Ermonye8  was  in  that  towne  dwellynge, 

That  fairer  was  thanne  is  the  sonne  shene, 

Thorughoute  the  worlde  so  gan  hir  name  sprynge, 

That  hir  to  seen  hadde  every  wight  likynge; 

For,  as  of  trouthe,  is  ther  noon  hir  liche, 

Of  alle  the  women  in  this  worlde  riche.* 

Yong  was  this  quene,  of  twenty  yere  of  eeld, 
Of  mydel  stature,  and  of  soch  fairnesse, 
That  Nature  hadde  a  joye  hir  to  beheelde, 

1  Eteocles  and  Polynices.  8  Armenia. 

3  Riche  is  here  the  Anglo-Saxon  rice,  kingdom,  and  in  this  con- 
nexion means  the  kingdom  of  this  world.  Thus,  in  The  Romance  qf 
King  Horn: — 

*  Nis  none  his  yliche 
In  none  kinges  ryehe.* 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


OF  QUENE  ANELYDA  AND  FALSE  ARCYTE.    445 

And  for  to  spekyn  of  hir  stedfastnesse, 
She  passed  both  Penelope  and  Lucresse, 
And  shortly,  if  she  shal  be  comprehended, 
In  hir  myghte  nothyng  ben  amendid. 

This  Theban  knyghte  eek,  for  sothe  to  seyne, 
Was  yong,  therto  withal  a  lusty  knyght, 
But  he  was  double  in  love,  and  nothynge  pleyne, 
And  subtil  in  that  crafbe  over  eny  wighte, 
And  with  his  kunnyng  wan  this  lady  brighte: 
For  soo  ferforth  he  gan  hire  trouth  assure, 
That  she  hym  trusted  above  eche  creature. 

What  sholde  I  seyne]  she  loveth  Arcyte  so 
That  whanne  that  he  was  absent  eny  throwe, 
Anoon  hir  thoughte  hir  herte  brast  on  two; 
For  in  hir  sighte  to  hir  he  bar  hym  lowe, 
Soo  that  she  wende  have  alle  his  herte  yknow; 
But  he  was  fals,  it  was  but  feyned  chere, 
As  nedith  not  to  men  soche  crafte  to  lere.1 

But  neverthelesse  ful  mykel  busynesse 

Hadde  he,  er  that  he  myght  his  lady  wynne, 

And  swor  he  wolde  dye  for  distresse, 

Or  from  his  witte  he  seid  he  wolde  twynne. 

Alias  the  while !  for  it  was  routhe  and  synne, 

That  she  upon  his  sorwes  wolde  rewe, 

But  noothing  thinketh  the  fals  as  doth  the  trewe. 

Hire  fredom  fonde  Arcyte  in  such  manere, 

That  al  hisen  is  that  hirs  was,  moche  or  lyte; 

Ne  to  noo  creature  ne  made  she  cheer, 

Ferther  thanne  it  likid  to  Arcyte; 

Ther  was  no  lakke  with  which  he  myghte  hir  wyte, 

She  was  so  ferforth  sette  hym  to  plese, 

That  al  that  liked  hym  it  did  her  ese.a 

1  That  is, « As  such  craft  oomes  to  man  by  nature,  he  had  no  need  to 
learn  it.' 

*  The  Harl.  MS.  57*  reads  hit  did  her  herte  anese\  but  as  this  makes 
the  line  too  long,  Speght's  reading  has  been  retained. 
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Ther  nas  to  hir  noo  maner  letter  sente 
That  touched  love,  from  any  maner  wight, 
That  she  ne  shewid  it  hyin  or  it  was  brente; 
Soo  pleyne  she  was,  and  did  hir  fulle  myghte, 
That  she  nyl  hiden  noothyng  from  hir  knyghte, 
Lest  he  of  any  untrouthe  hire  upbreyde; 
Withoute  bode  his  herte  she  obeyde. 

And  eeke  he  made  hym  jelous  over  here, 
That  what  that  eny  man  hadde  to  hir  seyde, 
Anoon  he  wolde  preyen  hir  to  swere 
What  was  that  worde,  or  make  hym  evil  apeide; 
Than  wende  she  oute  of  hir  wytte  have  breide, 
But  alle  was  but  sleigh te  and  flaterye; 
Withoute  love  he  feyned  jelousye. 

And  alle  this  toke  she  so  deboneirly, 
That  alle  his  wille,  her  thought  it  skilful  thyng ; 
And  evere  the  lenger  she  loved  hym  tendirly, 
And  did  hym  honour  as  he  were  a  kyng. 
Hir  hert  was  wedded  to  hym  with  a  ryng; 
,For  soo  ferforth  upon  trouthe  is  hire  entente, 
That  where  he  goth,  hir  herte  with  hym  wente. 

Whanne  she  shal  ete,  on  hym  is  soo  hir  thought, 
That  wele  unneth  of  mete  toke  she  keepe; 
And  whanne  she  was  to  hir  reste  broughte, 
On  hym  she  thoughte  alwey  til  thaff  she  sleepe; 
Whanne  he  was  absente,  prively  she  weepe. 
Thus  liveth  faire  Anelyda  the  quene, 
For  fals  Arcyte,  that  did  hir  al  this  tene. 

This  fals  Arcyte,  of  his  newefanglenesse, 
For  she  to  hym  so  lowly  was  and  trewe, 
Tooke  lesse  deynte  for  hir  stedfastnesse,1 
And  sawe  another  lady,  proude  and  newe, 
And  right  anoon  he  cladde  hym  in  hire  hewe,— 


1  That  1b,  *  Valued  her  steadfastness  less/ 
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Wote  I  nought  whether  in  white,  reed,  or  grene, — 
And  falsid  faire  Anelyda  the  quene. 

But  neverthelesse,  grete  wonder  was  in  noone 
Though  he  were  fals,  for  tis  the  kynde  of  man, 
Sith  Lameth1  was,  that  is  so  longe  agoone, 
To  ben  in  love  so  false  as  ever  he  can; 
He  was  the  first  fader  that  began 
To  loven  twoo,  and  was  in  bigamye. 
And  he  fonde  tentes  first,  but  if  men  lye. 

This  fals  Arcyte  sumwhat  must  he  feyne, 

Whanne  he  wex  fals,  to  cover  his  tratrie, 

Eight  as  an  hors,  that  can  bothe  bite  and  pleyne;' 

For  he  bar  hir  in  honde  of  trecherye, 

And  swor  he  coude  hire  doublenesse  espye, 

Soo  that  alle  was  falsnesse  that  she  to  hym  mente ; 

Thus  swor  this  thefe,  and  forth  his  wey  hath  wente. 

Alas !  what  herte  mighte  endure  hit, 

For  routhe  or  woo,  hir  sorwe  for  to  telle? 

Or  what  man  hath  the  conning  or  the  witte? 

Or  what  man  mighte  wythynne  the  chambre  dwells 

If  I  to  hym  rehersen  shal  the  helle 

That  suffrith  fayre  Anelyda  the  quene, 

For  fals  Arcyte,  that  did  hir  alle  this  tene? 

She  wepith,  waileth,  and  swouneth  pitously, 
To  ground  ded  she  falleth  as  a  stone; 
Crampisheth  hire  lymmes  crokidly; 
She  spekith  as  hir  witte  were  al  agone; 
Other  colour  than  asshen  hath  she  none, 
Ne  non  other  worde  speketh  she  moche  or  lyte, 
But ' Mercy!  cruel  herte  myne,  Arcyte!' 

And  thus  endurith,  til  that  she  was  thus  mate 
That  she  nade  foote,  on  which  she  may  sustene, 
But  forth*  languyshyng  ever  in  this  estate, 

1  Lamech. — See  Gen.  iv.  19. 
*  '  Like  a  wicked  horse,  which  generally  shrieks  when  it  bites.' 
>  Goeth  is  understood  before  forth.    This  is  a  very  usual  ellipsis. 
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Of  which  Arcyte  hath  noth^r  routhe  ne  tene; 
His  herte  was  elleswhere  newe  and  grene; 
That  on  hir  woo,  ne  deyneth  hym  not  to  thynke; 
Hym  rekkith  never  wher  she  flete  or  synke. 

His  newe  lady  holdith  hym  so  narowe 

Up  by  the  brydel,  at  the  staves  ende, 

That  every  worde  he  dred  it  as  an  arwe ; 

Hir  daungier  made  hym  bothe  bowe  and  bende, 

And  as  hir  luste,  made  hym  turne  or  wende; 

For  she  ne  graunted  hym  in  hire  lyvynge, 

No  grace,  whi  that  he  hath  lust  to  synge; 

But  drof  hym  forthe,  unnethe  lyst  hir  knowe 

That  he  was  servaunt  unto  hir  ladyshippe ; 

But  leest  that  he  were  proude,  she  heelde  hym  lowe, 

Thus  servith  he,  withoute  mete  or  sippe,1 

She  sendith  hym  now  to  londe,  and  now  to  shippe, 

And  for  she  yaf  hym  daunger  alle  his  fille, 

Therefore  she  hadde  hym  at  hire  owen  wille. 

Ensample  of  this,  ye  thrifty  wommen  alle, 

Take  hede  of  Annelyda  and  fals  Arcyte, 

That  for  hir  list  hym  hire  dere  herte  calle, 

And  was  soo  meke,  therefore  he  loved  hir  lyte; 

The  kynde  of  mannes  herte  is  to  delite 

On  thyng  that  straunge  is,  al  so  God  me  save ! 

For  what  thei  may  not  gete,  that  wolde  thei  have. 

Now  turne  we  to  Anelyda  ayen, 

That  pyneth  day  by  day  in  languishinge; 

But  whanne  she  saw  that  hire  ne  gatte  no  geyn, 

Upon  a  day,  ful  sorowfully  wepynge, 

She  cast  hir  for  to  make  a  compleynyng; 

And  with  hire  owen  hande  she  gan  it  wryte, 

And  sent  it  to  hir  Theban  knyghte  Arcyte. 


1  The  MS.  reads /ee  or  sheep;  but  Speght's  reading  has  been  retained 
le  better. 
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THE  COMPLEYNT  OF  FAIRS  ANELYDA  UPON  FAL8  ARCYTE, 

*  Soo  thirlid  with  the  poynte  of  remembraunce, 
The  swerde  of  sorwe,  whette  with  fals  plesaunce, 
Myn  herte,  bare  of  blisse,  and  blake  of  hewe, 
That  torned  is  to  quakyng  alle  my  daunce, 

My  suerte  in  a  whaped  countenaunce, 
Sith  it  avayleth  noughts  to  ben  trewe : 
For  who  soo  trewest  is,  it  shal  her  riwe, 
That  serveth  love,  and  doth  hir  observaunce 
Alwey  to  oon,  and  chaungith  for  noon  newe. 

*  I  wote  my  silf  as  wele  as  any  wighte, 

For  I  loved  oon,  with  alle  myn  herte  and  myghte 
More  thanne  my  silf  an  hundred  thousand  sithe, 
And  clepid  hym  myn  herte  life,  my  knyghte, 
And  was  al  his,  as  ferre  as  it  was  righte, 
And  whanne  that  he  was  glad,  than  was  I  blithe, 
And  his  disese  was  my  dethe  as  swithe, 
And  he  ayein,  his  trouth  me  hadde  yplighte, 
For  evermore  hys  lady  me  to  kithe. 

4  Alas !  now  hath  he  leffce  me  causeles, 
And  of  my  woo  he  is  so  routheles, 
That  with  oo  worde  hym  lust  not  ones  deyne, 
To  brynge  ayein  my  sorowful  herte  in  pees, 
For  he  is  caughte  up  in  another  lees ; 
Bight  as  hym  lust,  he  laugheth  at  my  peyne, 
And  I  ne  can  myn  herte  not  restreyne 
That  I  ne  love  hym  alwey  neverthelesse, 
And  of  al  this  I  note  to  whom  me  pleyne. 

'And  shal  I  pleyne,  (alias!  the  harde  stounde!) 
Unto  my  foo,  that  yaf  myn  herte  a  wounde, 
And  yit  desireth  that  myn  harme  be  more? 
Nay,  certis  1  ferther  wil  I  never  founde 
Noon  other  helpe  my  sores  for  to  sounde; 
My  destenye  hath  shapen  it  so  yore, 
I  wil  noon  other  medicyn  ne  loore, 

VOL.  II.  2   6 
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I  wil  ben  ay  there  I  was  ones  bounde, 
That  I  have  seide,  be  seide  for  evermore. 

'  Alias!  where  is  become  your  gentilnesse? 
Youre  wordes  fulle  of  plesaunce  and  humblesse? 
Your  observaunces  in  boo  lowe  maneref 
And  your  awaytyng,  and  your  busynesse, 
Upon  me  that  ye  calleden  your  maistresse, 
Your  sovereyne  lady  in  this  worlde  here? 
Alias!  is  there  noon  other  worde  ne  chere, 
Ye  vouchesauf  upon  myn  hevynesse? 
Alias !  your  love,  I  bye  hit  al  to  dere. 

'  Now  certis,  swete,  though  that  ye 

Thus  causeles  the  cause  be, 

Of  my  deed  adversite, 

Your  manly  reson  ought  it  to  respite, 

To  sleen  your  frende,  and  namely  me, 

That  never  yet  in  no  degre 

Offended  yow,  as  wisely  he 

That  all  woot  of  woo  my  soule  quyte. 

i  But  for  I  shewyd  you,  Arcyte, 
Al  that  men  wolde  to  me  wryte, 
And  was  so  bysy  you  to  delyte, 
Myn  honour  sauf,  meke,  kynde,  and  fre, 
Therefore  ye  put  on  me  this  wyte : 
And  of  me  ye  rekke  not  a  myte, 
Though  the  swerde  of  sorwe  byte 
My  wooful  herte,  thorugh  your  cruelte.1 

'  My  swete  foo,  whi  do  ye  soo  for  shame? 
And  thinke  ye  that  furthrid  be  your  name. 
To  love  a  newe,  and  ben  untrewe  aye, 
And  put  yow  in  sclaunder  now  and  blame, 
And  doo  to  me  adversite  and  grame, 

1  This,  and  the  foregoing  stanza,  are  in  a  different  metre.  They  are 
composed  of  eight,  instead  of  nine  verses,  and  each  verse  consists  of 
four,  instead  of  five,  iambic  feet. 
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That  love  you  most,  God  thou  it  wost!  alweyet 
Yet  tome  ayein,  and  be  pleyne  som  daye, 
And  torne  al  this,  that  hath  be  mys,  to  game; 
And  '  al  foryive,'1  while  that  I  lyve  may. 

'  Loo,  herte  myn,  al  this  is  for  to  seyne, 
As  whethir  shal  I  preye  or  elles  pleyne? 
Which  is  the  way  to  doon  you  to  be  trewel 
For  either  mot  I  have  you  in  my  oheyne, 
Or  with  the  deth  ye  mote  departe  us  tweyne; 
There  been  noon  other  mene  weyes  newe, 
For  God  soo  wisly  on  my  soule  rewe, 
As  verrily  ye  sleen  me  with  the  peyne ; 
That  may  ye  see  unfeyned  on  myn  hewe. 

'  For  thus  ferforth  have  I  my  dethe  soughte, 
My  silf  I  murdre  with  my  pryvye  thoughte; 
For  sorwe  and  routhe  of  your  unkyndenesse, 
I  wepe,  I  wake,  I  fast,  al  helpith  nought; 
I  weyve  joye  that  is  to  speke  of  ought, 
I  voyde  companye,  I  flee  gladnesse; 
Who  may  avaunte  hir  befcte  of  hevynesse, 
Thanne  I?  and  to  this  plite  have  ye  me  broughte, 
Withoute  gilte,  me  needith  no  witnesse. 

*  And  shal  I  pray,  and  weyve  wommanhede) 

Nay !  rather  deth,  than  doo  soo  foule  a  dede, 

And  axe  mercy,  and  giltlesse!  what  nede?* 

And  if  I  pleyne  what  lif  I  lede, 

You  rekketh  nought;  that  knowe  I  oute  of  drede, 

And  if  I  to  you  myn  othes  bede, 

For  myn  excuse,  a  scorne  shal  be  my  mede, 

Bele  chere  nourith,  but  it  wil  not  seede, 

Fullong  agoon  I  ought  have  taken  heede;' 


1  Al  foryive  appears  to  be  an  idiomatic  expression,  meaning  *  all  is 

forgiven.' 
.2  That  is,  ■  What  need  is  there  to  ask  mercy  when  I  am  guiltless  F 
*  That  is,  *I  might  have  long  ago  perceived  that  your  expressions  of 

love  were  only  flowery  protestations,  which  produce  no  fruit  or  seed.: 

2  o  2 
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*  For  though  I  hadde  you  to  morwe  ageyne. 

I  myght  as  wele  holde  April  fro  reyne,  # 

As  holde  you  to  make  you  be  stedfast 

Almyghti  God,  of  trouthe  the  sovereyn! 

Where  is  that  trouthe  of  man?  who  hath  it  slaynf 

She  that  hem  loveth,  shal  hem  fynde  as  fast, 

As  in  a  tempest  is  a  roten  mast. 

Is  that  a  tame  beest,  that  is  aye  feyne 

To  renne  away,  whanne  he  is  leest  agast? 

rNow  mercy,  swete,  if  I  mysseye ! 

Have  I  seide  ought  amys,  I  preyel 

I  noot,  my  wytte  is  al  aweye. 

I  fare  as  doth  the  songe  of  chantepleure;1 

For  now  I  pleyne,  and  now  I  pleye, 

I  am  so  mased  that  I  deye, 

Arcyte  hath  borne  awey  the  keye 

Of  al  my  world,  and  my  good  aYenture* 

*  For  in  this  world  there  is  noo  creature, 
Walkyng  in  more  discomfiture, 

Than  I,  ne  more  sorwe  endure, 

And  if  I  sleepe  a  f urlonge  weye  or  tweye, 

Thanne  thinketh  me  that  your  figure 

Before  me  stant  cladde  in  asure,* 

Efte  to  profre  a  newe  assure, 

For  to  ben  trewe,  and  merey  me  to  preye. 

*  The  longe  night,  this  wonder  sight  I  drye, 
And  on  the  day  for  this  affray  I  dye, 

And  of  al  this  right  naught,  ywis,  ye  recche, 

Ne  nevermoo  myn  eyen  two  ben  drye, 

And  to  youre  routhe,  and  to  your  trouthe  1  crye; 

1  Tyrwhitt  says  that  this  is  a  sort  of  proverbial  expression  for  sing- 
ing and  weeping  successively. — See  Lydgate,  Tra§.  st.  the  last,  where 
he  says  that  the  book  is — 

•Lyke  Chantepleure,  now  singing,  now  weping.' 
In  Harl.  MS.  4333  is  a  ballad  which  turns  upon  this  expression.    I 
begins,  Moult  vaut  mieux  pleure  chante  que  ne  fait  chantepleure. 
3  See  voL  iii.  p.  146,  note  u 
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But,  wele  awey !  to  ferre  be  thei  to  fecche, 
Thus  noldith  me  my  destyne  a  wreochey 
But  me  to  rede  out  of  this  drede  or  gye, 
Ne  may  my  witte,  so  weyke  it  is,  not  stretche. 

'  Thanne  ende  I  thus,  sith  I  may  do  noo  more, 
I  yif  it  up  for  now  and  evermore ; 
For  I  shal  never  effce  putte  in  balaunce 
My  sikernesse,  ne  lerne  of  love  the  lore ; 
'But  as  the  swan,1  I  have  herde  seyde  ful  yore, 
Ayens  his  deth  wol  synge  in  his  penaunce, 
So  synge  I  here  the  destyne  or  chaunce, 
How  that  Arcyte,  Anelyda  so  soore 
Hath  thrilled  with  the  poynt  of  remembraunce.' 

Whanne  that  Anelyda,  this  wofull  quene, 
Hath  of  her  hande  written  in  this  wise, 
With  face  deed,  betwixe  pale  and  grene, 
She  fel  a-swoune;  and  sithe  she  gan  to  rise, 
And  unto  Mars  avoweth  sacrifise 
Within  the  temple,  with  a  sorowful  chere, 
That  fihapeu  was,  as  ye  schal  plainly  here.1 

EXPLICIT. 


i  See  above,  pr 3^  note  4. 
f  This  stanza  is  not  in  the  UarL  3f& 
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THE   HOUSE   OF -FAME. 

[The  Fditio-princeps  of  The  Souse  of  Fame  was  that 
printed  by  Caxton  in  quarto,  under  the  title  of  The  Boke  of 
Fame.  It  was  reprinted,  with  other  works  of  Chaucer,  by 
Rycharde  Pynson  in  1526.  In  1508  a  version  in  the 
Scottish  dialect,  or  orthography,  was  published  in  Edinburgh 
by  Walter  Chepman,  called  The  Maying  or  Disport  of 
Chaucer.  The  received  text  is  that  of  Speght's  edition  of 
1604,  m  which  he  has  followed  his  customary  system  of 
adapting  the  orthography  to  that  of  his  time,  thus  destroying 
both  grammar  and  metre. 

The  text  of  the  present  edition  is  taken  from  a  MS.  on 
vellum,  contained  in  a  volume  of  miscellaneous  poems  by 
Chaucer,  Lydgate,  and  others,  marked  16  in  the  Fairfax 
Collection,  Bod.  Lib.  This  MS.  is  written  in  a  fine,  small 
hand,  is  richly  illuminated,  and  the  volume  bears  the  auto- 
graph of  Fairfax,  and  the  date  of  1450  on  a  fly-leaf.  In  this 
MS.  the  grammatical  inflections,  a  point  of  the  greatest 
moment,  are  generally  preserved  with  accuracy  throughout, 
and  the  metre  is  consequently  restored  by  collation  to  regu- 
larity and  correctness. 

The  central  feature  of  The  House  of  Fame  is,  as  its  title 
indicates,  the  description  of  the  palace  of  the  goddess ;  but  that  \ 
occupies  only  a  small  part  of  the  poem.  The  allegory,  as  on 
other  occasions,  takes  the  form  of  a  dreim,  in  which  the 
poet  finds  himself  in  the  Temple  of  Venus,  from  whence  he  is 
carried  by  an  eagle  to  a  magnificent  palace  built  upon  a 
mountain  of  ice,  and  supported  by  rows  of  pillars,  on  which 
are  inscribed  the  names  of  the  most  illustrious  poets*  Here 
he  finds  the  goddess  seated  on  her  throne,  dispensing  her 
judgments  to  the  crowds  who  come  to  solicit  her  favours. 
The  caprice  and  injustice  of  her  decrees  constitute  the  satire 
of  the  piece.  Leaving  the  palace  to  seek  for  further  informa- 
tion, Chaucer  is  again  caught  up  by  the  eagle,  and  conveyed 
to  a  house  sixty  miles  in  length,  built  of  twigs,  and  continue 
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ally  whfrling  about.  Under  this  strange  mansion  are  col- 
lecrad,^n  the  forms  of  their  original  propagators,  all  the 
rumours  current  upon  earth,  which,  issuing  out  through 
innumerable  doors,  windows,  and  crevices,  ultimately  fly  to 
the  presence  of  the  goddess,  who  assigns  a  name  and  dura* 
tion  to  each. 

Warton  infers,  from  the  frequent  introduction  of  similes 
drawn  from  continental  scenes  and  customs,  that  The  Souse 
of  Fame  is  a  translation  from  the  Provencal ;  and  amongst 
other  evidences  of  a  foreign  origin,  points  out  two  places  in 
which  the  eagle  addresses  the  poet  under  the  name  of  Peter. 
The  continental  allusions,  however,  may  be  explained  without 
referring  them  to  a  Provencal  author.  In  Chaucer's  time  a 
considerable  part  of  the  British  dominions  lay  on  the  conti- 
nent; France  was  the  native  country  of  many  of  our  aris- 
tocracy ;  and  it  can  be  easily  supposed  that  a  courtly  poet, 
like  Chaucer,  might  designedly  choose  his  images  from 
abroad,  for  the  purpose  of  imparting  an  air  of  refinement  and 
elegance  to  his  verse.  With  respect  to  the  name  of  Peter, 
Warton  is  in  error  in  supposing  that  it  is  addressed  to 
Chaucer.  It  is  not  employed  as  a  name  at  all,  but  as  an 
oath,  or  exclamation,  very  common  at  that  period,  and  really 
meaning  '  By  Saint  Peter  V 

In  none  of  his  other  poems  has  Chaucer  displayed  such  an 
extent  of  knowledge,  or  drawn  his  images  from  such  a  variety 
of  sources.  The  Arabic  system  of  numeration,  then  lately 
introduced  into  Europe,  the  explosion  of  gunpowder,  and  the 
theory  of  sound,  may  be  mentioned  as  examples  of  the  topics 
of  illustration  and  disquisition  in  which  he  abounds.  His 
intimate  acquaintance  with  classical  authors  is  exhibited  in 
the  felicitous  judgments  he  pronounces  on  their  writings. 
For  instance,  what  can  be  more  happy  than  the  distinction 
he  indicates  between  Homer  and  Virgil,  by  placing  each  on 
a  pillar  of  iron,  characteristic  of  their  warlike  themes,  but  at 
the  same  time  covering  Yirgil's  iron  with  tinP 

The  octosyllabic  measure  adopted  in  The  Souse  of  Fame  i» 
peculiarly  suited  to  this  Btyle  of  familiar  narrative  interspersed 
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with  humorous  dialogue.  It  is  that  which  Butler  after- 
wards employed  so  successfully;  and  there  are  in  tins  essen- 
tially different  work,  many  passages  that  will  remind  the 
reader  of  the  wit,  erudition,  and  burlesque  rhymes  of  Hudi- 
bra*.'] 

I.OD  turne  us  every  dreme,  to  goode ! 
For  hyt  is  wonder  thing,  be1  the  roode, 

To  my  wytte,  what  causeth  swevenes 

Eyther  on  morwes,  or  on  evenes ; 

And  why  theffecte  folweth  of  somme, 

And  of  somme  hit  shal  never  come; 

Why  this  is  an  avision, 

And  why  this  a  revelacion; 

Why  this  a  dreme,  why  that  a  swevene, 

And  noght  to  every  man  lyche  evene; 

Why  this  a  fantome,  why  these  oracles, 

I  not :  but  who  so  of  these  meracles 

The  causes  knoweth  bet  then  I, 

Devyne  he;  for  I  oerteinly 

Ne  kan  hem  noght,  ne  never  thinke 

To  besely  my  wytte  to  swinke,* 

To  knowe  of  hir  significaunce 

The  gendres,  neyther  the  distaunce 

Of  tymes  of  hem,  ne  the  causis, 

For  why  this  more  then  that  cause  is;* 

As  yf  folkys  complexiouns, 

Make  hem  dreme  of  refiecciouns; 
3r  ellis  thus,  as  other  sayne, 
For  to  grete  feblenesse  of  her  brayne, 


a 


1  It  may  save  the  reader  trouble  to  observe  that  in  the  MS.  Fairfax 
16,  from  which  the  text  of  this  poem  is  taken,  the  word  by  is  generally 
written  6e,  as  it  was  pronounced. 

*  Swinke  is  here  a  verb  active,  governing  my  tcitte.  The  meaning  is, 
*  To  belabour  my  wit  too  busily.' 

3  This  line  is  somewhat  obscure.  The  meaning  appears  to  be,  *  Why 
any  one  circumstance  [the  complexion,  or  feebleness  of  brain,  or  absti- 
nence, or  sickness,  &c]  rather  than  another,  should  be  the  cause  of 
dreams.' 
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'  abstinence,  or  by  sekenesse, 
on,  stewe  or  grete  distresse; 
Or  ellis  by  disordynaunce, 
Or  naturel  accustumaunce, 
That  somme  man  is  to  curiouse 
In  studye,  or  melancolyouse ; 
Or  thus,  so  inly  ful  of  drede, 
That  no  man  may  hym  bote  bede;1 
Or  ellis  that  devocion 
Of  somme,  and  contemplation, 
Causeth  suche  dremes  offce; 
Or  that  the  cruelle  lyfe  unsofte 
"Whiche  those  ilke  lovres  leden, 
Oft  hopen  over  moche  or  dreden, 
That  purely  her  impressions 
Causeth  hem  a  visions; 
Or  yf  that  spiritis  have  the  myght 
To  make  folke  to  dreme  anight; 
Or  yf  the  soule,  of  propre  kynde, 
Be  so  perfit  as  men  fynde, 
That  yt  forwote  that  ys  to  come, 
And  that  hyt  werneth  al  and  some 
Of  everyche  of  her  aventures, 
Be  avisions,  or  be  figures, 
But  that  oure  flessh  ne  hath  no  myghte 
To  understonde  hyt  arighte, 
For  hyt  is  werned  to  derkly; 
But  why  the  cause  is,  noght  wote  I. 
Wele  worthe*  of  this  thinge  grete  clerkes, 
That  trete  of  this,  and  other  werkes; 
For  I  of  noon  opinion 
Nyl  as  now  make  mensyon; 


»  Speght  rends  rede. 
*  Worihe  Is  a  verb,  of  which  grete  clerkes  is  the  subject.  It  often  occurs 
iu  combination  with  vtele  and  woe.  [It  means  to  he  or  to  become,  like  G. 
werden.  Thus  the  meaning  of  this  sentence  is,  *  May  good  befal  great  clerics 
a«  respects  this  matter ;'  and  the  exclamation,  *  Woe  worth  the  day,'  means 
•  May  evil  be  to  this  day.'— W.  W.  S  J 
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But  oonly  that  the  holy  roode1  £ 

Turne  usNevery  dreme  to  goode; 
For  never  sith  that  I  was  borne, 
Ne  no  man  elles  me  beforne, 
Mette,  I  trowe  sfcedfastly, 
So  wonderful  c  dreme  as  I, 
The  tenthe  day  now  of  Decembre ; 
The  whiche,  as  I  kan  yow  remembre, 
I  wol  yow  telle  everydele. 

But  at  my  begynnynge,  trusteth  wele, 
I  wol  make  invocacion, 
With  special  devpcion 
Unto  the  god  of  slepe  anoon, 
That  dwelleth  in  a  cave  of  stoon, 
Upon  a  streme  that  cometh  fro  Lete/ 
That  is  a  floode  of  helle  unswete, 
Besyde  a  folke  men  clepeth  Cymerie;1 
There  slepeth  ay  this  god  unmerie, 
With  his  slepy  thousand  sonnes, 
That  alwey  for  to  slepe  hir  wone  is; 
That  to  this  god  that  I  of  rede, 
Prey  I,  that  he  wplde  me  spede, 
My  swevene  for  to  telle  aryght, 
If  every  dreme  'stonde  in  his  iayghto. 
And  he  that  mover  ys  of  alle 
That  is  and  was,  and  ever  shalle, 
So  yive  hem  joye  that  hyt  here, 
Of  alle  that  they  dreme  to-yere; 
And  for  to  stonde  al  in  grace 
Of  her  loves,  or  in  what  place 


1  The  Cross. 

3  In  the  margin  of  the  MS.  is  the  following  Latin  note.  '  Ovidhis : 
tamen  exit  ab  imo,  Riyus  aque  lethes.'  It  is  from  the  description  of 
the  Palace  of  Somnius  in  the  xith  book  of  Ovid's  Metamorphotea, 
which  had  already  supplied  Chancer  with  the  original  of  the  description 
in  The  Soke  of  the  Diichesse. — See  ante,  p.  40*. 

3  Here  again  is  a  gloss  in  the  margin.  *  Unde  Ovidius,  li°.  xi0.  Eat 
prope  Ommerio8  longo  spelunca  reoessu,'  &c. 
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jjThat  hem  were  levest  for  to  stonde, 
And  shelde  hem  fro  poverte  and  shondo, 
And  fro  unhappe  and  eche  disese, 
And  sende  hem  alle  that  may  hem  plese, 
That  take  hit  wele  and  skorne  hit  noghte, 
Ne  hyt  mysdeme  in  her  thoghte, 
Thorugh  maliciouse  entencion. 
And  who  so,  thorgh  presnmpcion, 
Or  hate,  or  skorne,  or  thorgh  envye, 
Dispite,  or  jape,  or.vilanye, 
Mysdeme  hyt,  pray  I  Jhesus  God, 
That  dreme  he  barefote,  dreme  he  shod, 
That  every  harme,  that  any  man 
Hath  had  syth  that  the  worlde  began, 
Befalle  hym  thereof,  or  he  sterve, 
And  graunte  he  mote  hit  ful  deserve,1 
Loo,  with  suche  a  conclusion, 
As  had  of  his  avision 
Oresus,  that  was  kynge  of  Lyde,a 
That  high  upon  a  genet  dide. 
This  prayer  shal  he  have  of  me; 
I  am  no  bet  in  charitye. 

Now  herkeneth,  as  I  have  yow  seyde, 
What  that  I  met  or  I  abreyde. 
Of  Decembre  the  tenthe  day, 
Whan  hit  was  nighte,  to  slepe  I  lay, 
Ryghte  ther  as  I  was  wonte  to  done, 
And  fille  on  slepe  wonder  sone, 
As  he  that  wery  was  for-goo* 
On  pilgrymage  myles  two 


1  Deserve  may  possibly  mean  only  obtain,  like  mereo  in  theology. 
But  the  prayer  that  the  unhappy  person  who  misinterprets  this  dream 
may  not  only  suffer,  but  deserve,  all  these  misfortunes,  is  more  pro- 
bably intended  to  add  to  the  grotesque  exaggeration  of  the  whole 
passage. 

2  By  some  supposed  to  hare  been  put  to  death  by  being  obliged  to 
drink  molten  gold. — See  vol.  iii.  p.  io"3,  note  5. 

3  That  is,  *  As  he  that  was  weary  from  having  gone,'  &o.  St. 
.Leonard  was  the  patron  of  captives,  whose  fetters  he  was  supposed  to 
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To  the  corseynt  Leonarde, 
To  make  ly  the  of  that  was  harde. 
But  as  I  slept,  me  mette  I  was 
Withyn  a  temple  ymade  of  glas; 
In  whiohe  ther  were  moo  yinages 
Of  golde,  stondynge  in  sondry  stages, 
And  moo  ryche  tabernacles, 
And  with  perre  moo  pynacles, 
And  moo  curiouse  portreytures, 
And  queynt  maner  of  figures 
Of  golde  werke,  than  I  sawgh  ever.1 
But  certeynly  I  nyste  never 
Wher  that  I  was,  but  wel  wiste  I, 
Hyt  was  of  Venus,  redely, 
This  temple;  for  in  portreyture, 
I  sawgh  anoon  ryghte  hir  figure 
Naked  fletynge  in  a  see. 
And  also  on  hir  hede,  parde, 
Hir  rose  garlonde  white  and  rede, 
And  hir  combe  to  kembe  hyr  hede, 
Hir  dowves,  and  daun  Cupido, 
Hir  blynde  sone,  and  Vulcano, 
That  in  his  face  was  ful  browne.' 
But  as  I  romed  up  and  downe, 
I  fonde  that  on  a  walle  ther  was 
Thus  writen  on  a  table  of  bras : — 
'  I  wol  now  say  yif.  I  kan,* 
The  armes,  and  also  the  man, 


unloose.  There  appears  to  be  some  burlesque  allusion  which  we 
cannot  trace. 

1  This  is  one  of  many  passages  in  Chaucer's  poems  which  show 
that  he  took  an  interest  in  architecture,  an  art  which  attained  itg 
highest  perfection  perhaps  a  little  previous  to  his  time.  This  taste 
probably  led  to  his  appointment,  in  1 389,  to  the  office  of  clerk  of  the 
works  for  the  royal  palaces. — See  Life,  vol.  i.  p.  3o. 

*  Warton  supposes  that  Chaucer  derived  the  idea  of  covering  the 
walls  of  the  Temple  of  Venus  with  paintings  denoting  the  power  of  the 
goddess,  from  Marie's  Lay  of  Gvigemar,  or  from  Boccaccio's  Theseid. 

3  This  is  a  translation  from  the  first  few  lines  of  the  JEneid,  from 
which  the  succeeding  account  of  the  adventures  of  Aune&s  is  taken. 
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That  first  came,  thorgh  his  destanee, 
Fugityfe  of  Troy  countree, 
In  Itayle,  with  ful  moche  pyne, 
Unto  the  strondes  of  Lavyne.' 
And  tho  began  the  story  anoon, 
As  I  shal  telle  yow  echoon. 

First  sawgh  I  the  destruccion 
Of  Troye,  thorgh  the  Greke  Synon, 
With  his  fals  forswerynge, 
And  his  chere  and  hi*  lesynge 
Made  the  hors  broght  into  Troye, 
Thorgh  which  Troyens  lost  al  her  joya 

And  afbir  this  was  grave,  alias, 
How  Ilyon  assayled  was 
And  wonne,  and  kynge  Priam  yslayne, 
And  Polite  his  sone,  certayne, 
Dispitously  of  daun  Pirru&1 

And  next  that  sawgh  I  how  Venus 
Whan  that  she  sawgh  the  castel  brcnde, 
Downe  fro  the  hevene  gan  descende, 
And  bad  hir  sone  Eneas  flee; 
And  how  he  fled,  and  how  that  he 
Escaped  was  from  al  the  pres, 
And  tooke  his  fader,  Anchises, 
And  bare  hym  on  hys  bakke  away, 
Cryinge  '  Alias  and  welaway.' 
The  whiche  Anchises  in  hys  honde 
Bare  the  goddes  of  the  londe, 
Thilke  that  unbrende  were. 

And  I  sawgh  next  in  al  hys  fere, 
How  Creusa,  daun  Eneas  wife, 
Whiche  that  he  lovede  as  hys  lyfe, 
And  hir  yonge  sone  Iulo, 
And  eke  Askanius  also,9 


i  In  the  margin  of  the  MS.  is  this  gloss. :  *  Unde  VirgUlua:  Eooe 
autem  elapsus  Pirri  de  cede  Folites.' 

-  « And  eke  Ascanius  also'  must  mean  '  who  was  also  oalled  Ascanius ; 
for  Ascanius  and  loins  were  the  same  person. 
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Fleden  eke  with  drery  chere, 

That  hyt  was  pitee  for  to  here; 

And  in  a  forrest  as  they  went, 

At  a  turnynge  of  a  went, 

How  Creusa  was  yloste,  alias ! 

That  dede,  not  I  how, she  was;1 

How  he  hir  soughte,  and  how  hir  gosfce 

Bad  hjma.  to  flee  the  GrekeApste, 

And^HflfAuost  unto  Itayle, 

As  waHrjraQestanye,  sauns  faille. 

That  hyt  was  pitee  for  to  here, 

When  hir  spirite  gan  appere 

The  wordes  that  she  to  hym  seyde, 

And  for  to  kepe  hir  sone  hym  preyde. 

Ther  sawgh  I  grave  eke  how  he, 
Hys  fader  eke,  and  his  meyne, 
With  hys  shippes  gan  to  sayle 
ToWardes  the  countree  of  Itaylle, 
As  streighte  as  that  they  myghte  goo. 

Ther  saugh  I  the,  crwel  Juno, 
That  art  daun  Jupiteres  wife, 
That  hast  yhated,  al  thy  lyfe, 
A  He  the  Troyanysshe  bloode, 
Renne  and  crye,  as  thou  were  woode, 
On  Eolus,  the  god  of  wyndes, 
To  blowe  oute  of  alle  kyndes 
So  lowde,  that  he  sholde  drenche 
Lord,  lady,  grome,  and  wenche 
Of  al  the  Troyan  nacion, 
Withoute  any  savacion. 

Ther  saugh  I  suche  tempeste  aryse. 
That  every  herte  myghte  agryse, 
To  see  hyt  peynted  on  the  walle. 

Ther  saugh  I  grave  eke  withalle, 
Venus,  how  ye,  my  lady  dere, 
Wepynge  with  ful  woful  chere, 


»  That  is, '  So  that,  I  know  not  how,  she  was  dead,'  or  died 
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Prayen  Jupiter  on  hye 
To  save  and  kepe  that  navye 
Of  the  Troyan  Eneas, 
Sythe  that  he  hir  sone  was. 

Ther  saugh  I  Joves  Venus  kysse, 
And  graunted  of  the  tempest  lyase.1 

Ther  saugh  I  how  the  tempest  stent, 
And  how*flth  alle  pyne  hewenik 
And  prev|fy  toke  arryyaAfe^^V 
In  the  cop tree  of  Cartagejr    ^* 
And  on  the  morwe  how  that  he, 
And  a  knyghte  highte  Achate, 
Mette  with  Venus  that  day, 
Goynge  in  a  queynt  array, 
As  she  had  ben  an  hunteresse, 
With  wynde  blowynge  upon  hir  tressef 
How  Eneas  gan  hym  to  pleyne, 
Whan  that  he  knewe  hir,  of  his  peyne; 
And  how  his  shippes  dreynte  were, 
Or  elles  lost,  he  nyste  where; 
How  she  gan  hym  comforte  thoo, 
And  bad  hym  to  Cartage  goo, 
And  ther  he  sholde  his  folke  fynde, 
That  in  the  see  were  lefte  behynde. 
And,  shortly  of  this  thyng  to  pace, 
She  made  Eneas  so  in  grace 
Of  Dido,  quene  of  that  contree, 
That,  shortly  for  to  telle,  she 
Became  hys  love,  and  lete  hym  doo 
That  that  weddynge  longeth  too* 
What  sholde  I  speke  it  more  queynte, 
Or  peyne  me  my  wordes  peynte, 
To  speke  of  love?  hyt  wol  not  be; 
I  kannot  of  that  faculte. 


*  In  MS.  Fairfax  i6\  instead  oily  see,  stent  has  been  written  by  mis- 
take, from  the  next  line,  which  is  omitted  altogether.  Speght's  reading 
has  therefore  been  adopted. 
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And  eke  to  telle  the  manere 
How  they  aqueynteden  in  fere, 
Hyt  were  a  longe  processe  to  telle, 
And  oyer  longe  for  yow  to  dwelle. 

Ther  saugh  I  grave,  how  Eneas 
Tolde  Dido  every  caas, 
That  hym  was  tyd  upon  the  see. 

And  aftir  grave  was  how  shoe 
Made  of  hym,  shortly  at  op  worde, 
Hyr  lyfe,  hir  love,  hir  luste,  hir  lorde 
And  did  hym  al  the  reverence, 
And  leyde  on  hym  al  dispence, 
That  any  woman  mighte  do, 
Wenynge  hyt  hadde  al  be  so, 
As  he 'hir  swore;  and  herby  domed 
That  he  was  good,  for  he  suche  semed. 

Alias,  .what  harme  dothe  apparence, 
Whan  hit  is  fals  in  existence ! 
For  he  Itfhir  a  traytour  was; 
Wherfore  she  slowe  hir  selfe,  alias! 

Loo,  how  a  woman  dothe  amys, 
To  love  hym  that  unknowe  ys ! 
!  For,  be  Cryste,  lo  thus  yt  fareth; 
.1  Hyt  is  not  al  golde  that  glareth.1 
For,  al  so  browke  I  wel  myn  hede, 
Ther,  may  be  under  godelyhede 
Kovered  many  a  shrewde  vice ; 
Therfore  be  no  wyght  so  nyce, 
To  take  a  love  oonly  for  chere, 
Or  speche,  or  for  frendly  manere; 
For  xhis  shal  every  woman  fynde, 
That  some  man,  of  his  pure  kinde1 


1  This  proverb  is  still  current,  and  affords  the  moral  to  Gray's 
poem  On  the  death  of  a  favourite  cat. — See  vol.  ii.  p.  37,  note  a. 

2  Instead  of  this  line  the  scribe  of  the  Fairfax  MS.  passed  on  to  the 
fourth  succeeding  one,  which  ends  with  the  same  word,  omitting  all 
that  intervenes.  In  this  mistake  it  is  followed  by  the  Bodleian,  $38. 
The  omitted  lines  have  been  supplied  from  Speght. 
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Wol  shewen  otitwarde  the  fairest, 
Til  he  have  caught  that  what  him  lest; 
And  than  wol  he  causes  find, 
And  sweren  that  she  is  unkyndd, 
Or  fals,  or  prevy  double  was. 
Alle  this  sey  I  be  Eneas 
And  Dido,  and  her  nyce  lest, 
That  loved  al  to  sone  a  gest;1 
Therfore  I  wol  seye  a  proverbe, 
That  he  that  fully  knoweth  therbe, 
May  savely  leye  hyt  to  his  eye;1 
Wlthoute  drede,  this  ys  no  lye. 

But  let  us  speke  of  Eneas, 
How  he  betrayed  hir,  alias  1 
And  lefte  hir  fill  unkyndely. 

So  whan  she  sawgh  al  outterly, 
That  he  wolde  hir  of  trouthe  fayle, 
And  wende  fro  hir  to  Itayle, 
She  gan  to  wring©  hir  hondes  two. 
'Alias!'  quod  she,  'what  me  ys  wo! 
Alias  1  is  every  man  thus  trewe, 
That  every  yere  wolde  have  a  newe, 
Yf  hit  so  longe  tyme  dure? 
Or  elles  three,  para  ventured 
As  thus :— of  one  he  wolde  have  fame 
In  magnyfying  of  hys  name ; 
Another  for  frendshippe,  seyth  he; 
And  yett  ther  shal  the  thridde  be, 
That  shal  be  take  for  delyte, 
Loo,  or  for  synguler  profite.* 
In  suche  wordes  gan  to  pleyne 
Dydo  of  hir  grete  peyne, 

i « proh  Jupiter!  ibit 

Hie,  ait ;  et  nostris  ffluserit  advena  regnis  • 

Jtoei&>  It.  5yo. 

*  He  who  knows  the  medicinal  properties  of  the  herb  may  apply  it  as  * 
remedy  to  his  eye  with  safety;  otherwise  he  may  blind  himself. 

*  Opposite  this  line,  in  the  MS.,  is  a  marginal  note,  apparently  ironies! 
'Cavete  toj  innoeentes  mnlieres.' 

YOL.  Q.  2.H 
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As  me  mette  redely; 
None  other  auttour  alegge  L 
'  Alias !'  quod  she,  '  my  swete  herte, 
Have  pitee  on  my  sorwes  smerte, 
And  slee  mee  not!  goo  noght  aweyl 
'  0  woful  Dido,  weleaway !' 
Quod  she  to  her  selfe  thoo. 
'  O  Eneas !  what  wol  ye  doo? 
O,  that  your  love,  ne  your  bonde, 
That  ye  han  sworne  with  your  ryght  hbnde, 
Ne  my  crewel  deth,'  quod  she, 
'  May  holde  yow  stille  here  with  me  i  • 
O,  haveth  of  my  deth  pitee! 
Ywys  my  dere  herte,  ye 
Knowen  ful  well  that  never  yit, 
As  fer  forth  as  ever  I  had  wytte, 
Agylte  yow  in  thoght  ne  dede. 
O,  have  ye  men  suche  godelyhede 
In  speche,  and  never  a  dele  of  trouthe? 
Alias,  that  ever  hadde  routbe 
Any  woman  on  any  man! 
Now  see  I  wel,  and  telle  kan, 
We  wrecohed  wymmen  konne  noon. arte; 
For  certeyne,  for  the  more  parte, 
Thus  we  be  served  everychon. 
How  sore  that  ye  men  konne  gron, 
Anoon  as  we  have  yow  receyved, 
Oertenly  we  bendeoeyved";1 
For,  though  your  love  laste  a  seson, 
Wayte  upon  the  conclusyon, 
And  eke  how  that  ye  determynen, 
And  for  the  more  part  dinynen. 
O,  weleawey  that  I  was  borne ! 
For  thorgh  yow  is  my  name  lorne, 
And  alia  youre  actes  redde  and  songe 
Over  al  thys  londe,  on  every  tonge. 

i  This  line  is  omitted  in  MS.  Fairfax  16.     It  is  supplied  in  Ms. 
Bodleian  63a 
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0  wikke  Fame !  for  ther  nys 
Nothinge  so  swiffce,  lo,  as  she  is. 
O,  sothe  is,  every  thynge  is  wyste, 
Though  hit  be  kevered  with  the  myste. 
Eke,  though  I  myghte  dure  ever, 
That  I  have  do  rekever  I  never, 
That  I  ne  shal  be  seyde,  alias, 

1  shamed  be  thorugh  Eneas, 
And  that  I  shal  thus  juged  be: — 
Loo,  ryght  as  she  hath  done,  now  she1 
Wol  do  effcesones  hardely. 

Thus  seyth  the  peple  prevely.' 
But  that  is  do,  nis  not  to  done; 
For  al  hir  compleynt  ne  al  hir  moone, 
Certeyne  avayleth  hir  not  a  stre. 
And  when  she  wiste  sothely  he 
Was  forthe  unto  his  shippes  agoon, 
She  into  hir  chambre  wente  anoon, 
And  called  on  hir  suster  Anne,* 
And  gan  hir  to  compleyne  thanne; 
And  seyde,  that  she  cause  was, 
That  she  first  loved  hym,  alas, 
And  thus  counseylled  hir  thertoo. 
But  what?  whan  this  was  seyde  and  doo, 
She  rofe  hir  selfe  to  the  herte, 
And  dyed  thorgh  the  wounde  smerte. 
But  al  the  maner  how  she  dyede, 
And  alle  the  wordes  that  she  seyde, 
Who  so  to  knowe  hit  hath  purpos, 
ftede  Virgile  in  Eneydos, 
Or  the  epistele  of  Ovyde,* 
What  that  she  wrote  or  that  she  dyde; 
And  nor  hyt  were  to  longe  tendyte, 
Be  God,  I  wolde  hyt  here  write. 

i  This  seems  to  have  been  a  Latin  proverb.  In  the  margin  is  written: 
*Cras  poterunt  tnrpia  fieri,  secut  heri.' 

2  In  the  margin  of  the  MS.  are  the  words  of  Dido  to  her  sister :  *  O  Anna, 
tu  primi  forentem,'  &c  »  Ovid,  Keroides,  Ep.  vii. 

2   H   2 
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But,  weleaway!  the  harme,  the  routhe, 
That  hath  betyd  for  suche  untrouthe, 
As  men  may  ofbe  in  bokes  rede, 
And  al  day  se  hy t  yet  in  dede, 
That  for  to  thynke  hyt  a  tene  is. 

Loo  Demophon,1  duke  of  Athenys, 
How  he  forswore  hym  ful  falsly, 
And  trayed  Phillis  wikkidly, 
That  kynges  doghtre  was  of  Trace, 
And  falsly  gan  hys  terme  pace; 
And  when  she  wiste  that  he  was  fals, 
She  honge  hir  selfe  ryght  be  the  hale, 
For  he  had  doo  hir  suche  untrouthe; 
Loo!  was  not  this  a  woo  and  routhef 

Eke  lo  how  fals  and  reccheles 
Was  to  Breseyda  Achilles/ 
And  Paris  to  Enone,* 
And  Jason  to  Isiphile,* 
And  eft  Jason  to  Medea,* 
Ercules  to  Dyanira ;  * 
For  he  left  her  for  Yole, 
That  made  hym  cache  his  dethe,  parde. 

How  fills  eke  was  he,  Theseus; 
That,  as  the  story  telleth  us, 
How  he  betrayed  Adriane; 
The  devel  be  hys  soules  bane! 
For  had  he  lawghed,  had  he  loured, 
He  moste  hane  be  devoured, 
Yf  Adriane  ne  had  ybe. 
And,  for  she  had  of  hym  pite, 
She  made  hym  fro  the  dethe  escape, 
And  he  made  hir  a  ful  fals  jape; 
For  aflar  this,  withyn  a  while, 
He  lefbe  hir  slepynge  in  an  ile, 
Deserte  allone,  ryght  in  the  se, 
And  stale  away,  and  lete  hir  be; 

i  Ovid,  Heroides,  Ep.  il.  3  /&.  Ep.  m.  8  ft.  Ep.  v. 

*  lb.  Ep. yi.  «  Ib>  Ep.xiL  «  lb.  Ep.bc 
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And  tooke  hir  suster  Phedra  thoo 
With  him,  and  gan  to  shippe  goo. 
And  yet  he  had  yswore  to  hire, 
On  alle  that  ever  he  myghte  swere, 
That  so  she  saved  hym  hys  lyfe, 
He  wolde  hane  take  hir  to  hys  wife, 
For  she  desired  nothing  ellis, 
In  certeyne,  as  the  booke  tellis,1 

But  to  excusen  Eneas 
Fullyche  of  al  his  trespas, 
The  booke  sayth  Mercury  sauns  fayle, 
Bade  hym  go  into  Itayle, 
And  leve  Auffrikes  regioun, 
And  Dido  and  hir  faire  toun. 
Tho  sawgh  I  grave  how  that  to  Itayle 
Daun  Eneas  gan  for  to  sayle; 
And  how  the  tempest  al  began, 
And  how  he  lost  hys  sterisman,1 
Which  that  the  stere,  or  he  toke  kepe, 
Smote  overe  borde,  loo,  as  he  slepe* 

And  also  sawgh  I  how  Sybile 
And  Eneas,  besyde  an  yle, 
To  helle  wente,  for  to  see 
His  fader  Anchyses  the  free. 
How  he  ther  fonde  Palinurus, 
And  Dido,  and  eke  Deiphebus, 
And  every  torment  eke  in  helle 
Sawgh  he,  which  is  longe  to  telle. 
Which  who  so  willeth  for  to  knowe, 
He  most  rede  many  a  rowe 
On  Virgile  or  in  Claudian, 
Or  Daunte,*  that  hit  telle  kan. 


»  Ovid,  Heroides,  Ep.  x.  3  Sdl.  Palinurus. 

3  For  information  on  the  wonders  of  the  infernal  regions  Chancer 
refers  the  reader  to  Claudian,  because  one  of  his  poems  is  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  Rape  of  Proserpine.  Dante  is  associated  with  him,  of  course 
on  account  of  his  Inferno.  Tyrwhitt  thinks  it  probable  that  Chaucer 
did  not  know  Italian;  but  his  frequent  allusions  to  Dante  seem  to 
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Tho  sawgh  I  grave  al  the  aryvayle 
That  Eneas  hadde  in  Itayle ; 
And  with  kyng  Latyns  hys  trete, 
And  alle  the  batayles  that  hee 
Was  at  hymselfe,  and  eke  hys  knyghtes 
Or  he  had  al  y  wonne  hys  ryghtis ; 
And  how  he  Turnus  reft  his  lyfe, 
And  wanne  Lavinia  to  his  wife; 
And  alle  the  marvelous©  signals 
Of  the  goddys  celestials; 
How  mawgree  Juno,  Eneas 
For  al  hir  sleighte  and  hir  compas, 
Acheved  alle  his  aventure; 
For  Jupiter  tooke  of  hym  cure, 
At  the  prayer  of  Venus, 
The  whiche  I  prey  alwey  save  us, 
And  us  ay  of  oure  sorwes  lyghte. 

When  I  had  seene  al  this  syghte 
In  this  noble  temple  thus, 
'  A  lorde !'  thought  I,  '  that  madest  us. 
Yet  sawgh  I  never  suche  noblesse 
Of  yroages,  ne  suche  richesse, 
As  I  sawgh  grave  in  this  chirohe; 
But  not  wote  I  whoo  did  hem  wircho, 
Ne  where  I  am,  ne  what  contree. 
But  now  wol  I  goo  oute  and  see, 
Ryght  at  the  wiket,  yf  I  kan 
See  oughtwhere  stiryng  any  man, 
That  may  me  telle  where  I  am.' 

When  I  oute  at  the  dores  cam, 
I  faste  aboute  me  behelde. 
Then  sawgh  I  but  a  large  felde, 
As  fer  as  that  I  myghte  see, 
Withouten  toune,  or  house,  or  tree, 

favour  the  contrary  opinion.  In  The  Wife  of  Bathes  Tab  several  lines 
are  translated  from  Dante;  in  The  MonJees  Tale  the  story  of  Hngolin  of 
Pisa  is  taken  from  the  Inferno,  and  a  sentence  is  also  cited  from  Dante 
in  The  Ugende  of  Qode  Women. 
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Or  bussh,  or  gras,  or  eryd  londq; 

For  al  the  felde  nas  but  sonde, 

As  smale  as  man  may  ae  yt  lye1 

In  the  desert  of  Lybye; 

Ne  no  maner  creature, 

That  ys  yformed  be  nature, 

Ne  sawgh  I,  me  to  rede  or  wisse. 

'  O  Criste,'  thought  I,  'that  art  in  blysse, 

Fro  fantome  and  illusion 

Me  save !'  and  with  devotion 

Myn  eyen  to  the  hevene  I  caste. 

Thoo  was  I  war  atte  laste, 

That  faste  be  the  sonne,  as  hye 

As  kenne  myght  I  with  myn  ye, 

Me  thought  I  sawgh  an  egle  sore, 

But  that  hit  semed  moche  more 

Then  I  had  any  egle  seyne. 

But,  this  as  soothe  as  deth  oerteyne, 

Hyt  was  of  golde,  and  shone  so  bryghte/ 

That  never  saugh  men  suche  a  syghte, 

But  if  the  hevene  hadde  y  wonne 

Al  newe  of  God  another  sonne; 

So  shone  the  egles  fetheres  bryghte, 

And  somewhat  downwarde  gan  hyt  lyghte. 

EXPLICIT  LIBER  PRIMUS. 


LIBER  SECUKDtrS. 

Now  herkeneth  every  maner  man, 
That  Englissh  understonde  kan, 
And  listeneth  of  my  dreme  to  lere ; 
For  nowe  at  erste  shul  ye  here 


*  The  US.,  instead  of  yt,  reads  yet,  which  is  so  manifestly  a  mistake 
that  yt  has  been  adopted  eonjecturally.    Speght  reads  at  eye. 

*  The  copyist  has  again,  in  this  instance,  been  misled  by  the  simi- 
larity of  the  rhymes,  and  passed  on  to  the  last  line,  omitting  all  those 
which  intervene.    They  have  been  supplied  from  Speght. 
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So  sely  an  avision, 
That  I  saye  ne  Cipion,1 
Ne  kynge  Nabugodonosor,1 
Pharoo,*  Turnus,4  ne  Eleanor, 
Ne  mette  suche  a  dreme  as  this. 
Now  faire  blisftdle,  O  Cipris, 
So  be  my  favor*  at  this  tyme ! 
And  ye  me  to  endite  and  ryme 
Helpeth,  that  in  Pernaso  dwelle, 
Be  Elicon  the  clere  weile. 

O  Thought,  that  wrote  al  that  I  mette, 
And  in  the  tresorye  hyt  shette 
Of  my  brayne !  now  shal  men  se 
If  any  vertu  in  the  be, 
To  telle  al  my  dreme  aryghte ; 
Now  kythe  thyn  engyne6  and  thy  myghte ! 

This  egle  of  whiche  I  have  yow  tolde, 
That  shone  with  fetheres  as  of  golde, 
Which  that  so  highe  gan  to  sore, 
I  gan  beholde  more  and  more, 
To  se  her  beaute  and  the  wonder; 
But  never  was  ther  dynt  of  thonder, 
Ne  that  thynge  that  men  calle  foudre,* 
That  smoote  sometyme  a  toure  to  powdre, 
And  in  his  swifte  comynge  brende, 
That  so  swithe  gan  descende, 
As  this  foule  whan  hyt  behelde, 
That  I  a-roume8  was  in  the  felde; 
And  with  hys  grym  pawes  stronge, 
Withyn  hys  sharpe  nayles  longe, 
Me,  fleyng,  in  a  swappe  he  hente, 
And  with  hys  sours  ayene  up  wente, 


i  See  vol.  11.  p.  359t  note  i.  3  Daniel  11.  *  Genesis  xU. 

<  Allusion  to  the  mission  of  Iris  to  Tarnns. — jEneid.  ix. 
*  This  word  ought  to  be  favourer,  or  perhaps  fautor. 

6  Engyne  here  means  understanding,  from  the  Latin  ingmium, 

7  Foudre  is  the  thunderbolt. 

8  A-roume  means  roaming  about. 
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Me  caryinge  in  his  clawes  starke, 
As  lyghtly  as  I  were  a  larke, 
How  high,  J  cannot  telle  yow, 
For  I  came  up,  I  nyste  how. 
For  so  astonyed  and  asweved 
Was  every  vertu  in  my  heved, 
What  with  his  sours  and  with  my  drede, 
That  al  my  felynge  gan  to  dede ; 
For  whi?  hit  was  to  grete  affray. 
Thus  I  longe  in  hys  clawes  lay, 
Til  at  the  last  he  to  me  spake 
In  marines  vois,  and  seyde,  '  Awake! 
And  be  not  agaste,  for  shame P 
And  called  me  tho  by  my  name.1 
And  for  I  sholde  the  bet  abreyde, 
Me  mette,  he  to  me  thus  seyde, 
Byghte  in  the  same  vois  and  stevene, 
That  useth  oon  I  koude  nevene;" 
And  with  that  vois,  soth  for  to  seyne, 
My  mynde  came  to  me  ageyne, 
For  hit  was  goodely  seyde  to  me, 
So  was  hyt  never  wonte  to  be. 
And  herewithalle  I  gan  to  stere, 
As  he  me  in  his  fete  bere, 
Til  that  he  felt  that  I  had  hete, 
And  felte  eke  tho  myn  herte  bete. 
And  thoo  gan  he  me  to  disporte, 
And  with  wordes  to  comforte, 
And  seyde  twyes,  'Seynte  Mary! 
Thou  arte  noyouse  for  to  cary, 
And  nothynge  nedith  it,  parde; 
For,  al  so  wis  God  helpe  me, 
As  thou  noon  harme  shalt  have  of  this; 
And  this  caas  that  betydde  the  is, 


*  This  expression  resembles  the  Homeric  phrase  ex  Tfotfju^e.  Calling 
by  the  name  denoted  confidence  and  affection. 

3  There  appears  to  be  here  some  personal  allusion,  which  it  is  im- 
possible to  trace. 
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Is  for  thy  lore  and  for  thy  prowe, 

Let  see!  darst  thou  yet  loke  no  we? 

Be  f ul  assured,  boldely, 

I  am  thy  frende.'    And  therewith  I 

Gan  for  to  wondren  in  my  mynde. 

'  O  God,'  thought  I,  '  that  madeate  kynde, 

Shal  I  noon  other  weyes  dye? 

Wher  Joves  wol  me  stellefye,1 

Or  what  thinge  may  this  sygnifyet 

I  neither  am  Ennok,  ne  Elye,1 

Ne  Romulus,*  ne  Ganymede,4 

That  was  ybore  up,  as  men  rede, 

To  hevene  with  daun  Jupiter, 

And  made  the  goddys  botiller.** 

Loo,  this  was  thoo  my  fantasy  e ! 

But  he  that  bare  me  gan  espye, 

That  I  so  thoughte  and  seyde  this: — 

'  Thow  dement  of  thy  selfe  amys; 

For  Joves  ys  not  theraboiite, 

I  dar  wel  put  the  out  of  doute, 

To  make  of  the  as  yet  a  sterre. 

But  er  I  bere  the  moche  ferre, 

I  wol  the  telle  what  I  am, 

And  whider  thou  shalt,  and  why  I  cam 


1  That  is, '  Change  me  into  a  star/  an  allusion  to  the  metamorphoses 
of  most  of  the  heathen  demi-gods. 

9  Enoch  and  Elijah,  or  Elias,  were  both  translated.— See  Gen.  v.  34, 
and  %  Kings,  ii.  11. 

3  Romulus  was  carried  to  heaven  by  Mars. — Ovid,  Met.  xiv.  8*  1. 

4  Ganymede,  the  son  of  Tros,  or  Dardanas,  carried  up  to  Olympus 
by  Jupiter's  eagle  to  be  his  cap-bearer. 

* qui  nunc  quoque  pocula  miacet, 

Invitique  Jovi  nectar  Junone  ministrat.' 

Ovid. — Met.  x.  160. 
*  It  is  not  easy  to  discover  whether  Chaucer  intends  this  to  be  bur- 
lesque or  not.  The  idea  of  Ganymede  being  biitler  to  the  gods  appears 
ludicrous  to  us,  who  are  accustomed  to  see  the  office  performed  by 
menial  servants.  But  it  was  not  so  in  the  middle  ages.  Young  gentle- 
men of  high  rank  carved  the  dishes  and  poured  out  the  wine  at  the 
tables  of  the  nobility ;  and  grace  in  the  performance  of  these  duties  was 
highly  prized.  One  of  the  oldest  of  our  noble  families  derives  its  sur- 
name from  the  fact  that  its  founder  was  butler  to  the  king. 
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To  do  thys,  so  that  thou  take 

Goode  herte,  and  not  for  fere  quake.' 

'Gladly,'  quod  I.     'Now  wel,'  quod  he: 

*  First,  I,  that  in  my  fete  have  the, 

Of  whiche  thou  haste  a  fere  and  wonder, 

Am  dwellynge  with  the  god  of  thonder, 

Whiche  that  men  callen  Jupiter, 

That  dooth  me  flee  ful  ofte  fer 

To  do  al  hys  comaundement. 

And  for  this  cause  he  hath  me  sent 

To  the:  now  herke,  be  thy  trouthel 

Gerteyn  he  hath  of  the  routhe, 

That  thou  so  longe  trewely 

Hast  served  so  ententyfly 

Hys  blynd  nevewe  Cupido, 

And  falre  Yenus  also, 

Withoute  guerdon  ever  yitte, 

And  neverthelesse  hast  set  thy  witte, 

(Although  in  thy  hede  ful  lyte  is) 

To  make  bookys,  songes,  and  dyteos1 

In  ryme,  or  elles  in  cadence,1 

As  thou  best  canst  in  reverence 

Of  Love,  and  of  hys  servantes  eke, 

That  have  hys  servyse  soght,  and  seke ; 

And  peynest  the  to  preyse  hys  arte, 

Although  thou  haddest  never  parte; 

Wherfore,  al  so  God  me  blesse, 

Joves  halt  hyt  grete  humblesse, 

And  vertu  eke,  that  thou  wolt  make 

A  nyghte  ful  ofte  thyn  hede  to  ake, 

In  thy  studye  so  thou  writest, 

And  evermo  of  love  enditest, 


1  This  rhyme,  and  many  others  in  the  poem,  will  remind  the  reader 
Of  those  which  were  afterwards  used  by  Butler  in  his  Budibras,  with 
such  happy  effect. 

8  It  is  difficult  to  understand  what  Chaucer  means  by  compositions 
'in  cadence,'  as  opposed  to  rhyme.  The  nearest  approach  to  this  de- 
scription is  the  rhythmical  prose  of  The  Tale  of  Melibeus,  which  appear* 
to  be  continually  running  into  blank  verse.— See  General  Introduction, 
T0l.i.p.57. 


Drgftized  by  G00gle 


476  THE  HOUSE  OF  FAME. 

In  honour  of  hym  and  preysynges, 
And  in  his  folkes  furtherynges, 
And  in  hir  matere  al  devisest, 
And  noght  hym  nor  his  folke  dispisest, 
Although  thou  maiste  goo  in  the  daunoe 
Of  hem  that  hym  lyst  not  avaunce. 
Wherfore,  as  I  seyde,  ywys, 
Jupiter  oonsidereth  wel  this; 
And  also,  beausire,  other  thynges; 
That  is,  that  thou  hast  no  tydynges 
Of  Lores  folke,  yf  they  be  glade, 
Ne  of  noght  elles  that  God  made; 
And  noght  oonly  fro  ferre  contree, 
That  ther  no  tydynge  cometh  to  thee. 
Not  of  thy  verray  neyghbors, 
That  dwelle  almoste  at  thy  dors, 
Thou  herist  neyther  that  nor  this, 
For  when  thy  labour  doon  al  is, 
And  hast  ymade  rekenynges,1 
Instid  of  reste  and  newe  thynges, 
Thou  goost  home  to  thy  house  anoon, 
And,  al  so  dombe  as  any  stone, 
Thou  sittest  at  another  booke, 
Tyl  fully  dasewyd  ys  thy  looke, 
And  lyvest  thus  as  an  heremyte,1 
Although  thyn  abstynence  ys  lyte. 
And  therfore  Joves,  thorgh  hys  grace, 
Wol  that  I  bere  the  to  a  place, 
Which  that  hight  the  House  of  Fame, 
To  do  the  somme  disport  and  game, 
In  somme  recompensacion 
Of  labour  aud  devocion 


1  It  has  been  conjectured  from  this  passage  that  The  ffotue  qf  Foam 
was  written  while  Chaucer  was  Comptroller  of  the  Customs,  to  which 
office  he  was  appointed  in  i374»  and  from  which  he  was  dismissed  in 
December,  1386. — See  Life,  vol.  i.  pp.  26  and  ao. 

2  If  this  be  a  true  picture  of  the  poet's  habits,  he  must  have  been  a 
man  of  great  industry;  which,  however,  is  sufficiently  clear  from  the 
number  of  his  literary  productions. 
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That  thou  bast  had,  loo  1  causeles, 

To  Cupido  the  reocheles. 

And  thus  this  god,  thorgh  his  merite, 

Wol  with  somme  maner  thinge  the  quyte, 

So  that  thou  wolt  be  of  goode  chere. 

For  truste  wel  that  thou  shalt  here, 

When  we  be  commen  there  as  I  seye, 

Mo  wonder  thynges,  dar  I  leye, 

Of  Loves  folke  moo  tydynges, 

Both  sothe  sawes  and  leysinges; 

And  moo  loves  newe  begonne, 

And  longe  yserved  loves  wonne; 

And  moo  loves  oasuelly, 

That  betyde,  no  man  wote  why, 

But  as  a  blende  man  stert  an  hare;1 

And  more  jolytee  and  fere, 

While  that  they  fynde  love  of  stele,* 

As  thinketh  hem,  and  over  al  wele; 

Mo  discordes,  and  moo  jelousies, 

Mo  murmures,  and  moo  novelries, 

And  moo  dissymulacions, 

And  feyned  reparations; 

And  moo  berdys  in  two  oures 

Withoute  rasour  or  sisoures 

Ymade,*  than  groynes  be  of  sondes; 

And  eke  moo  holdynge  in  hondes, 

And  also  mo  ronoveilaunces 

Of  olde  forleten  aqueyntaunces;. 

Mo  love-dayes,  and  acordes* 

Then  on  instrumentes  ben  oordes; 


1  Lore  won  by  long  attendance  is  here  contrasted  with  sudden 
passion,  which  is  awakened  without  reason  or  premeditation  Just  as  a 
hare  is  started  by  a  blind  man. 

*  Loot  oj  stele  is  love  as  true  as  steel. 

s  To  make  the  beard  is  a  translation  of  the  French,  falre  la  barbe,  to 
shave,  like  favre  les  angles,  to  out  the  nails,  and  means,  metaphorically, 
to  deoeive. 

*  For  an  explanation  of  Love-dayes,  see  toL  i.  p.  89*  note  a.  Acordet 
seems  to  be  almost  synonymous. 
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And  eke  of  love  moo  eschaunges, 

Than  ever  cornea  were  in  graunges ; 

TJnnethe  maistow  trowen  this?' 

Quod  he.     '  Noo,  helpe  me  God  so  wysT 

Quod  T.     '  Noot  why?'  quod  he.     <  For  hytte 

Were  impossible  to  my  witte, 

Though  Fame  hadde  alle  the  pies1 

In  al  a  realme,  and  alle  the  spies, 

How  that  yet  he  sholde  here  al  this, 

Or  they  espie  hyt.  — '  O  yis,  yis  V 

Quod  he,  to  me,  '  that  kan  I  preve 

Be  resan,  worthy  for  to  leve, 

So  that  thou  yeve  thyn  advertence 

To  understonde  my  sentence. 

'  First  shalt  thou  here  where  she  dwelleth, 
And  so  thyn  owne  boke*  hyt  tellith, 
Hir  paleys  stant  as  I  shal  sey 
Ryght  even  in  myddes  of  the  wey 
Betwexen  hevene,  erthe,  and  see; 
That  whatsoever  in  al  these  three 
Is  spoken  either  prevy  or  aperte, 
The  aire  therto  ys  so  overte, 
And  stant  eke  in  so  just  a  place, 
That  every  sowne  mot  to  hyt  pace, 
Or  what  so  cometh  fro  any  tonge, 
Be  hyt  rowned,  red,  or  songe, 
Or  spoke  in  suerte  or  in  drede, 
Certeyn  hyt  most  thider  nede.* 

*  Now  herkene  wel;  for  why?     I  wille 
Tellen  the  a  propre  skille, 


/ 


1  Hag-pies,  used  metaphorically  for  chattering  persona,  or  spoil- 
sports.— See  vol.  iii.  p.  1 33,  note  a. 

*  The  eagle  would  appear  to  allude  to  some  book  of  Chaucer's,  in 
which  the  Temple  of  Fame  had  already  been  described :  but  as  we 
know  of  none  such,  the  reference  may  possibly  be  to  Ovid's  Meter 
morphoaes,  xii.  40 ;  and  this  book  may  be  called  Chaucer's  own,  from 
his  fondness  for  it. 

•  The  regular  form  of  the  adverb  would  be  nede$.  [iVede,  dative,  is  u*ed 
as  an  adverb  as  well  as  nede*,  genitive.— W.  W.  8.] 
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And  worthe  a  demonstration 
In  myn  ymagynacion. 

'  Geffrey,  thou  wost  ryght  wel  this, 
That  every  kyndely  thynge  that  is, 
Hath  a  kyndely  stede  ther  he 
May  best  in  hyt  conserved  be ; 
Unto  whiche  place  every  thynge, 
Thorgh  his  kyndely  enclynynge, 
Meveth  for  to  come  to, 
Whan  that  it  is  awey  therfro. 
As  thus,  loo,  thou  maist  al  day  se : — 
Take  any  thinge  that  hevy  be, 
As  stoon  or  lede,  or  thynge  of  weight, 
And  bere  hyt  never  so  hye  on  height, 
Lat  goo  thyn  hande;  hit  falleth  doune* 
Ryght  so  sey  I,  be  fire,  or  sowne, 
Or  smoke,  or  other  thynges  lyghte, 
Alwey  they  neke  upward  on  highte, 
While  eche  of  hem  is  at  his  large; 
Lyghte  thynges  upward,  and  dounward  charge.1 
And  for  this  cause  mayste  thow  see, 
That  every  ryver  to  the  see 
Enclyned  ys  to  goo  by  kynde. 
And  by  these  skilles,  as  I  fynde, 
Hath  fysshe  dwellynge  in  floode  and  see, 
And  trees  eke  in  erthe  be. 
Thus  every  thinge  by  this  reason 
Hath  his  propre  mansyon, 
To  which  he  seketh  to  repaire, 
As  there  hit  sholde  not  apaire.' 
Loo,  this  sentence  is  knowen  coutne 
Of  every  philosophres  mouthe, 
As  Aristotile  and  daun  Platon, 
And  other  clerkys  many  con, 


*  Charge  may,  perhaps,  mean  heavy,  or  loaded,  from  the  French 
ehargi.  The  verb  seke  is  understood  from  the  last  sentence,  thus  :— 
*  light  things  seek  [i.  c,  have  a  tendency  to  go]  upward ;  and  charge 
[heavy  or  loaded  things]  have  a  tendency  to  go  downward.' 

3  In  the  MS.  opposite  this  line  is  a  gloss, '  but  be  kept.' 
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And  to  continue  my  resoun, 
Thou  wost  wel  this,  that  speche  is  soun, 
Or  elles  no  man  myght  hyt  here; 
Now  herke  what  I  wol  the  lere. 

*  Sonne  ys  noght  but  eyre  ybroken,1 
And  every  speche  that  ys  yspoken, 
Lowde  or  pryvee,  foule  or  faire, 
In  his  substaunce  ys  but  eyre. 
For  as  flaumbe  ys  but  lyghted  smoke, 
Ryghte  soo  sowne  ys  eyre  ybroke. 
But  this  may  be  in  many  wyse, 
Of  which  I  wil  the.twoo  devyse, 
As  soune  that  cometh  of  pipe  or  harpe. 
For  whan  a  pipe  is  blowen  sharpe, 
The  eyre  ys  twyst  with  violence, 
And  rent :  loo,  this  ys  my  sentence; 
Eke,  whan  men  harpe  strynges  smyte, 
Whether  hyt  be  moche  or  lyte, 
Loo,  with  the  stroke  the  eyre  to-breketh; 
And  right  so  breketh  hit  whan  men  speketh. 
Thus  wost  thou  wel  what  thinge  is  speche. 
/        '  Now  hennesforthe  I  wol  the  teche, 
How  eveiy  speche,  or  ooyse,  or  soune, 
Thurgh  hys  multiplicacioune, 
Thogh  hyt  were  piped  of  a  mouse, 
Mote  node  come  to  Fames  House. 
I  preve  hyt  thus : — Take  hede  now 
Be  experience,  for  yf  that  thow 
Throwe  on  water  now  a  stoon, 
Well  wost  thow  hyt  wol  make  anoon 
A  litel  roundelle  as  a  sercle, 
Paraunture  brode  as  a  covercle; 
And  ryght  anoon  thow  shalt  see  wele, 
That  sercle  wol  cause  another  whele, 
And  that  the  thridde,  and  so  forth,  brother, 
Every  sercle  causynge  other, 

*  This  will  remind  the  reader  of  the  theory  of  sounds  maintained  by 
the  nobleman  in  The  SompnoWt  Tale.— See  yoL  i.  p.  *8j. 
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Wydder  than  hymselfe  wa& 

And  this  fro  roundell  to  compas, 

Eohe  about  other  goynge, 

Caused  of  otheres  sterynge, 

And  multiply inge  evermoo, 

Til  that  hyt  so  for  ygo 

That  hyt  at  bothe  brynkes  bee. 

Although  thou  mowe  hyt  not  ysee 

Above,  hyt  gooth  yet  alwey  under, 

Although  thou  thenke  hyt  a  grete  wonder* 

And  who  so  seyth  of  trouthe  I  varye, 

Bid  hym  proven  the  contrarye.1 

And  ryghte  thus  every  worde,  ywys,       \ 

That  lowde  or  pryve  yspoken  ys, 

Moveth  first  an  eyre  aboute, 

And  of  this  movynge,  out  of  doute, 

Another  eyre  anoon  ys  moved,  .  >  ; 

As  I  have  of  the  watir  preved,  ' 

That  every  cercle  causeth  other. 

Ryght  so  of  eyre,  my  leve  brother; 

Everych  eyre  other  stereth 

More  and  more,  and  speche  up  bereth, 

Or  voyse,  or  noyse,  or  worde,  or  soun, 

Aye  through  multiplicacioun, 

Til  hyt  be  atte  House  of  Fame;— 

Take  yt  in  ernest  or  in  game. 

'  Now  have  I  tolde,  yf  ye  haven  mynde, 
How  speche  or  soune,  of  pure  kynde 
Enclyned  ys  upwarde  to  meve; 
This  mayst  thou  fele  wel  I  preva 
And  that  same  place  or  stede,  ywys, 
That  every  thynge  enclyned  to  ys, 
Hath  his  kyndelyche  stede:* 
That  sheweth  hyt,  withoute  drede, 

*  The  eagle  here  mistakes  his  position.     Having  stated  his  hypo* 
thesis,  he  requires  his  adversary  to  prove  the  contrary;  whereas  the 
onus  proband*  lies  on  himself. 
2  Kyndely  stede  means  natural  place,  *.«.,  the  place  assigned  to  it  by 
VOL.  IL  2   I 
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That  kyndely  the  mansioun 
Of  everich  speche,  of  every  soun, 
Be  hyt  eyther  foule  or  faire, 
Hath  hys  kynde  place  in  ayre. 
And  syn  that  every  thing  that  is 
Out  of  hys  kynde  place,  y wys, 
Moveth  thidder  for  to  goo, 
Y  if  hyt  awey  be  therfro, 
As  I  have  before  proved  the, 
Hyt  seweth,  every  soune,  parde, 
Moveth  kyndely  to  pace, 
Al  up  into  his  kyndely  place. 
And  this  place  of  which  I  telle, 
Ther  as  Fame  lyst  to  dwelle, 
Ys  sette  amyddys  of  these  three, 
Hevene,  erthe,  and  eke  the  see, 
As  most  conservatyf  the  soun.1 
Than  is  this  the  conclusioun, 
That  every  speche  of  every  man, 
As  I  the  telle  first  began, 
Moveth  up  on  height  to  pace 
Kyndely  to  Fames  place. 

'  Telle  me  this  now  feythfullyi 
nsf*         Have  I  not  preved  thus  symply, 
Withouten  any  subtilite 
Of  speche,  or  grete  prolyxite  '  : 

Of  termes  of  philosophic, 
Of  figures  of  poetrie, 
Or  coloures  of  retorike? 
Pardee,  hyt  oughte  the  to  lyke; 
For  harde  langage,  and  harde  matere 
Is  encombrouse  for  to  here 
Attones;  wost  thou  not  wel  this? 
And  I  answered  and  seyde,  '  Yis.' 

nature.    Stede,  meaning  place,  enters  into  the  composition  of  many 

modern  words;  thus  homestead,  the  place  where  the  dwelling-house 

stands ;  roadstead,  the  place  where  ships  ride ;  instead  of,  in  place  of. 

1  That  is, '  As  being  best  calculated  to  preserve  the  sound.' 
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•  A  ha!'  quod  he,  Mo,  so  I  can, 

Lewdely  to  a  lowed1  man 

Speke,  and  shewe  hym  swyche  skilles, 

That  he  may  shake  hem  be  the  billes." 

So  palpable  they  sholden  be. 

But  telle  me  this  now  preye  I  the, 

How  thenketh  the  my  conclusyoun? 

'  A  goode  persuasioun,' 

Quod  I,  'hyt  is;  and  lyke  to  be, 

Bight  so  as  thou  hast  preyed  me.' 

'Be  God,'  quod  he,  'and  as  I  leve, 

Thou  shalt  have  yet,  or  it  be  eve, 

Of  every  word  of  thys  sentence, 

A  preve  by  experience; 

And  with  thyn  eres  heren  wel, 

Toppe  and  tayle,  and  everidell, 

That  every  word  that  spoken  ys, 

Cometh  into  Fames  House,  ywys, 

As  I  have  seyde;  what  wilt  thou  more?' 

And  with  this  word  upper  to  sore, 

He  gan  and  seyde,  '  Be  seynt  Jame,s 

Now  wil  we  speke  al  of  game. 

'  How  farest  thouf  quod  he  to  me. 
'Wel,'  quod  I.     '  Now  see,'  quod  he, 
'  By  thy  trouthe,  yonde  adoune, 
Wher  that  thou  knowest  any  toune, 
Or  hous,  or  any  other  thinge. 
And  whan  thou  hast  of  ought  knowynge, 
Loke  that  thou  werne  me, 
And  I  anoon  shal  telle  the, 
How  fer  that  thou  art  now  therfro.' 

And  I  adoun  to  loken  thoo, 

i  Lewed  means  unlearned,  gross,  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  {lawed,  ignorant, 
lay.-W.W.S.] 

s  This  is  perhaps  intended  to  be  characteristic  of  the  eagle.  His 
reasons  [skilles]  are,  he  says,  so  familiar  and  palpable,  thai  they  may 
be  shaken  by  the  bills. 

3  St.  James  the  Greater ;  a  favourite  oath,  because  of  the  celebrity  of 
his  relics,  supposed  to  be  preserved  at  Compostella. 

2  I  2 


Digiti: 


zed  by  G00gle 


484  THB  HOUSE  OF  FAME. 

And  behelde  feldes  and  playnes, 

And  now  hilles,  and  now  mountaynea* 

Now  valeys,  and  now  forestes, 

And  now  unnethes  grete  bestes; 

Now  ryveres,  mow  dtees, 

Now  tonnes,  and  now  grete  trees, 

Now  shippes  seyllynge  in  the  sea 

Bat  thus  sone  in  a  while  hee 
Was  flowen  fro  the  groonde  so  hyt, 
That  al  the  woride,  as  to  myn  ye,. 
No  more  semed  than  a  prikke  ; 
Or  elles  was  the  eyre  so  thikke 
That  I  ne  myghte  not  discerne. 
With-  that  he  spak  to  me  as  yerne, 
And  seyde:  '  Seestow  any  token, 
Or  ought  that  in  this  world  of  spoken  V  * 

I  seyde,  *  Nay.'     '  No  wonder  nys,' 
Quod  he,  '  for  halfe  so  high  as  this, 
Nas  Alexandre  of  Macedo 
Ne  the  king,  daun  Cipio,* 
That  saw  in  dreme,  at  poynt  deryse,* 
Helle  and  erth,  and  paradys; 
Ne  eke  the  wrecche  Didalus, 
Ne  his  childe,  nyse  Ykarus, 
That  flegh  so  highe,  that  the  hete 
His  wynges  malte,  and  he  fel  wete 
In  myd  the  see,  and  ther  he  dreynt, 
For  whom  was  maked  moche  oompleynt. 

*  Now  turne  upward,'  quod  he, ( thy  face, 
And  beholde  this  large  place, 

1  This  sentence,  as  it  stands,  is  unintelligible.  We  ought  probably 
to  read : — 

1 Seestow  any  tokenis, 

Or  ought  that  in  this  world  of  spoken  is  ?■ 

2  See  vol.  ii.  p.  359,  note  1. 

3  Skinner  derives  this  expression  from  the  French,  a  points 
dimes,  which  he  explains,  'secundum  puncta  multo  com  studio 
designata.'  This  supposed  French  phrase  has  all  the  appearance  of 
being  made  for  the  nonce.  Poynt  devys  would  rather  seem  to  be  a 
corruption  of  the  French  point  de  vice,  without  fault.  At  poynt  devgm 
would  then  mean  so  exact  as  to  be  faultless. 
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This  eyre;  but  loke  thou  ne  be 

Adrad  of  hem  that  thou  shalt  se; 

For  in  this  regioun  certeyne, 

Dwelleth  many  a  citezeyne, 

Of  which  that  speketh  daun  Plato.1 

These  ben  eyrisshe  bestes,  lo !' 

And  so  saugh  I  alle  that  meynee, 

Boothe  goone  and  also  flee. 

*Now,'  quod  he  thoo,  'cast  up  thyne  ye; 

Se  yonder,  loo,  the  galaxie, 

Whiche  men  clepeth  the  melky  weye, 

For  hit  ys  white :  and  somme,  parfeye, 

Kallen  hyt  Watlynge  strete,1 

That  ones  was  ybrente  wyth  hete, 

"Whan  the  sonnes  sonne,  the  rede, 

That  highte  Pheton,8  wolde  lede 

Algate  hys  fader  carte,  and  gye. 

The  carte  hors  gonne  wel  espye, 


1  This  appears  to  be  an  allusion  to  Plato's  Republic. 
3  The  galaxy,  or  milky  way,  was,  in  the  middle  ages,  very  gene- 
rally called  Watlynge  strete.  In  The  Compleynt  of  Scotland,  p.  90,  it 
is  said  of  the  comet, '  it  aperis  oft  in  the  qohyt  circle,  the  quhilk  the 
marinali8  callis  Yatlanstreit.*  In  the  translation  of  the  jEneid,  by 
Gawain  Douglas,  it  occurs  again : — 

'  Of  every  sterne  the  twynkling  notis  he, 
That  in  the  still  hevin  more  cours  we  se, 
Arthurys  house,  and  Hyades,  betaikning  rane, 
WaUingestrete^  the  Horne,  and  the  Charlewane, 
The  feirs  Orion  with  his  golden  glave.' 
This,  however,  was  only  an  application  of  the  word,  not  its  proper  and 
original  meaning.    The  real  Watling-street  was  a  road  which  ran 
across  England  from  east  to  west,  and  remains  of  which  are  still 
visible.    It  existed  under  the  Britons  as  a  forest-lane  or  trackway, 
was  constructed  as  a  solid  road  by  the  Eomans,  and  from  its  mag- 
nificence was  attributed,  by  succeeding  generations,  to  supernatural, 
or  at  least  heroic,  agency.    Florence  of  Worcester,  who  lived  about 
the  beginning  of  the  twelfth  century,  supposes  it  to  have  derived  its 
name  from  a  race  whom  he  calls  the  sons  of  King  Waetla.    •  Omnia 
populu8  qui  habitabat  in  septentrionali  plaga  Weatlingastreatae,  id 
est  strata  quam  filii  Weatlae  regis  ab  oriental!  raari  usque  ad  occi- 
dental per  Angliam  straverunt.' — Flor.  Wig.  Chron.  sub  an.  1013. 
— See  Essays  on  Subjects  connected  with  Literature,  &c.,  by  Thomas 
Wright,  Esq.,  M.A..  F.S.A. 

'  See  Ovid,  Met.  U. 
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That  he  koude  no  governaunce, 

And  gonne  for  to  lepe  and  taunce, 

And  beren  hym  now  up,  now  doun, 

Til  that  he  sey  the  Scorpioun, 

Whiche  that  in  heven  a  sygne  is  yit. 

And  he  for  ferde  lost  hys  wyt 

Of  that,  and  lat  the  reynes  goon 

Of  his  hors;  and  they  anoon 

Gonne  up  to  mounten,  and  doun  descend^ 

Till  bothe  the  eyre  and  erthe  brende; 

Til  Jupiter,  loo,  atte  laste 

Hym  slewe,  and  fro  the  carte  caste. 

Lo,  ys  it  not  a  mochil  myschaunce, 

To  lat  a  foole  han  governaunce 

Of  thinges  that  he  can  not  demeynef  * 

And  with  this  word,  sothe  for  to  seyne 
He  gan  upper  alwey  to  sore, 
And  gladded  me  ay  more  and  more, 
So  feythfully  to  me  spake  he. 
$T        Tho  gan  I  loken  under  me, 
And  behelde  the  eyerisshe  bestes, 
Cloudes,  mystes,  and  tempestes, 
Snowes,  hayles,  reynes,  and  wyndes, 
And  hir  gendrynge  in  hir  kyndes, 
Alle  the  wey  tborugh  whiche  I  cam; 
'  O  God/  quod  I, '  that  made  Adam, 
Moche  is  thy  myghte  and  thy  noblesse.' 

And  thoo  thought  I  upon  Boesse, 
That  writ  of  thoughte  may  flee  so  hye, 
With  fetheres  of  philosophye, 
To  passen  everiche  elemente; 
And  when  he  hath  so  fer  ywente, 
Than  may  be  seen,  behynde  hys  bak, 
Cloude,  and  erthe,  that  I  of  spak.1 

1  Demeyne  appears  to  be  derived  from  the  French,  mener,  to  guide. 

>  The  allusion  is  to  the  De  Consoiatione  Philosophies  of  Boethius,  lib.  ir.v 
met.  i.  '  Sunt  eulm  pennse  volacres  mini,'  &c.  It  is  thus  translated,. or 
rather  paraphrased,  by  Chaucer : — *  When  for  thy  swift  fetheres  that 
surmounten  the  heighte  of  the  heyene,  when  the  swifte  thoughte  hath 
clothed  it  in  tho  fetheres,  it  despiseth  the  hateful  erthe,  and  surmounteth 
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Thoo  gan  I  wexen  in  a  were, 
And  seyde,  'I  wote  wel  I  am  here; 
But  wher  in  body  or  in  gost, 
I  not  ywys,  but  God,  thou  wost !' 
For  more  clere  entendement, 
Kas  me  never  yit  ysent. 
And  than  thought  I  on  Marcian,1 
And  eke  of  Anteclaudian,' 
That  sooth  was  her  descripcion 
Of  alle  hevenes  region, 
As  fer  as  that  I  sey  the  preve; 
Therefore  I  kan  hem  now  beleve. 

With  that  the  egle  began  to  crye, 
'  Lat  be,'  quod  he, '  thy  fantasye, 
Wilt  thou  lerne  of  sterres  aught?' 
*  Nay,  certenly,'  quod  I,  'right  naught/     ' 
'And  why?'     'For  I  am  now  to  olde.' 
« EUes  I  wold  the  have  tolde,* 
Quod  he,  '  the  sterres  names,  lo, 
And  aH  the  hevenes  svgnes  to, 
And  which  they  ben.'     '  No  fors/  quod  1. 
'  Yes,  parde,'  quod  he,  '  wostow  why? 
For  whan  thou  redest  poetrie, 
How  goddes  gonne  stellifye 
Briddes,  fisshe,  beste,  or  hym,  or  here, 
As  the  ravene  or  eyther  here8 

Che  roundeness  of  the  grete  aire,  and  it  seeth  the  cloudes  behind  hit 
bakke,  and  passeth  the  height  of  the  regioun  of  the  fire  that  enchaufeth 
by  the  swifte  movinge  of  the  firmamente,  til  that  he  arises  into  the 
houses  that  bereth  the  sterres,  and  joyneth  the  weye  with  the  sunne 
Phebus,  and  felawshippeth  the  way  of  the  olde  colde  Satnrnus,  and  is 
ymaked  a  knighte  of  the  clere  sterre.  That  is  to  seyne,  when  the 
thooghte  is  made  Oodes  knighte,  by  the  sekinge  of  olere  trouthe  to 
eomen  to  the  yerrey  knowleche  of  God/ 

*  The  allusion  is  to  the  De  Nupt&t  Philologies  et  Mercurii,  one 
section  of  which  is  on  astronomy. 

2  The  Anticlaudianus  is  a  Latin  poem  by  Alanus  de  Insulis,  a  poet 
and  divine  of  the  .twelfth  century. — See  Fabriciub,  Bib.  Med.  JEtiA. 
His  poem,  De  Planrtu  Nature,  has  been  already  alluded  to  in  The 
Assembly  of  FotUes. — See  vol.  ii  p.  3^.  ? 

•  The  constellations  known  as  Una  Major  and  Ursa  Minor. 
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Or  Ariones  harpe  fyne, 

Castor,  Polexe,  or  Delphyne, 

Or  Athalantes  doughtres  sevene,1 

How  alle  these  arne  set  in  hevene ; 

For  though  thou  have  hem  ofte  on  honde, 

Yet  nostow  not  wher  that  thej  stonde.' 

*  No  fors,'  quod  I, '  hyt  is  no  nede, 
I  leve  as  wele,  so  God  me  spede, 
Hem  that  write  of  this  matere, 
Alle  though  I  knew  her  places  here; 
And  eke  they  semen1  here  so  bryghte, 
Hyt  sholde  shenden  al  my  syghte, 

To  loke  on  hem.'     *  That  may  wel  be,9 
Quod  he.    And  so  forthe  bar  he  me 
A  while,  and  than  he  gan  to  crye, 
That  never  herd  I  thing  so  hye, 

*  Now  up  the  hede,  for  alle  is  wele; 
Seynt  Julyane,*  loo,  bon  hostelel 
Se  here  the  House  of  Fame,  lol 
Mastow  not  heren  that  I  do?' 

1  Whatr  quod  L     '  The  grete  soune/ 
Quod  he, '  that  rumbleth  up  and  doune 
In  Fames  House,  ful  of  tydynges, 
Bothe  of  feyre  speche  and  chidynges, 
And  of  mis  and  soth  compouned; 
Herkeneth  wel;  hyt  is  not  rouned. 
Herestow  not  the  grete  swough?' 

*  Yis,  perde,'  quod  I,  'wel  ynough.' 

1  And  what  soune  is  it  lyke?  quod  hee. 

*  Peter  1*  betynge  of  the  see,' 

1  These  are  all  constellations. 

*  The  MS.  reads  thy  when,  which  makes  no  sense.  They  femen  hat 
therefore  been  adopted  from  Speght. 

8  St.  Julian  was  the  patron  saint  of  hospitality ;  the  eagle  therefore 
calls  out  his  name  when  he  sees  the  House  of  Fame,  in  thanksgiving, 
tor  having  been  brought  to  so  splendid  an  hostel,  or  lodging.— See 
vol.  i.  p.  9*,  note  a. 

4  Among  Warton's  arguments  in  favour  of  his  supposition,  that  this 
poem  is  a  translation  from  the  Provencal,  is  one  founded  on  the  use  of 
this  word,  Peter.    He  observes  in  a  note :— *  In  one  place  he  (Chaucer) 
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Quod  I,  'ageyn  the  roches  holowe, 
Whan  tempeste  doth  the  shippes  swolowe, 
And  lat  a  man  tttonde,  oute  of  doute, 
A  myle  thens,  and  here  hyt  route. 
Or  elles  lyke  the  last  humblynge 
After  the  clappe  of  oo  thundringe, 
When  Joves  hath  the  eyre  ybete;1 
But  it  doth  me  for  feare  swete.' 
'  Nay,  drede  the  not  thero£'  quod  he, 
'  Hyt  is  nothinge  wille  biten  the, 
Thou  shalt  non  harme  have  truly.' 

And  with  that  word  both  he  and  I 
As  nigh  the  place  arryved  were, 
As  men  myght  casten  with  a  spere. 
I  nyste  how,  but  in  a  strete 
He  sette  me  faire  on  my  fete, 
And  seyde,  *  Walke  forth  a  pace, 
And  take  thyn  aventure  or  case, 
That  thou  shalt  fynde  in  Fames  place.' 

'  Now,'  quod  I, '  while  we  han  space 
To  speke,  or  that  I  goo  fro  the, 
For  the  love  of  God,  telle  me, 
In  soothe,  that  wil  I  of  the  lere, 
Yf  this  noyse  that  I  here 
Be,  as  I  have  herde  the  tellen, 
Of  folke  that  doune  in  erthe  dwellen, 

is  addressed  by  the  name  of  Geffiray.  B.  ii.  v.  %%  i .  But  in  two  others 
by  that  of  Peter.  B.  ii.  y.  5*6.  B.  iii.  v.  144.*— Bist.  Eng.  Poet. 
sect.  xiv.  Therefore,  he  would  conclude,  Chaucer  had  adapted  the 
original  poem  to  his  own  case  in  one  instance,  and  had  neglected  to 
alter  it  in  two  others.  It  is  amazing  that  a  man  of  Warton's  reading 
in  mediaeval  poetry  should  not  have  perceived  that  Peter  t  is  here  an 
exclamation,  or  oath,  meaning  by  St.  Peter;  like  Marry  1  meaning  by 
St.  Mary. 

1  The  whole  idea  of  Fame  and  her  palace  is  evidently  derived  from 
Ovid,  Met.  xii.,  and  Virgil,  jEneid.  iv.  But  this  passage  is  almost  a 
literal  translation  of  the  former:— 

*  Nee  tamen  est  clamor,  sed  parvae  murmura  vocis: 
Qualia  de  pelagi,  si  quls  procul  audiat,  undis 
Esse  solent :  qualemve  sonum,  oum  Jupiter  atras 
Tnti^poit  nubes,  extrema  tonitrua  reddunt.' — Met.  xii.  *a 
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And  commeth  here  in  the  same  wyse, 
As  I  the  herde,  or  this,  devyse? 
And  that  there  lives  body  nys 
In  al  that  hous  that  yonder  ys, 
That  maketh  al  this  loude  fare?' 

*  Noo/  quod  he, '  by  seynte  Clare ! 
And  al  so  wis  God  rede  me, 

But  o  thinge  I  wil  werne  the, 

Of  the  whiche  thou  wolt  have  wonder. 

Loo,  to  the  House  of  Fame  yonder, 

Thou  wost  how  commeth  every  speche, 

Hyt  nedeth  noght  efte  the  to  teche. 

But  understonde  now  ryght  wel  this, 

Whan  any  speche  yeomen  ys 

Up  to  the  paleys,  anone  ryghte 

Hyt  wexith  lyke  the  same  wighte, 

Which  that  the  worde  in  erthe  spak, 

Be  hyt  clothed  rede  or  blak; 

And  so  were  hys  lykenesse, 

And  spake  the  worde,1  that  thou  wilt  gesse 

That  it  the  same  body  be, 

Man  or  woman,  he  or  she. 

And  ys  not  this  a  wonder  thinge  V 

1  Yis,'  quod  I  tho,  '  by  heven  kynge  f 

And  with  this  worde, '  Farewel/  quod  he, 

*  And  here  I  wol  abyden  the, 

And  God  of  hevene  sende  the  grace, 
Some  goode  to  lerne  in  this  place.' 
And  I  of  him  toke  leve  anone, 
And  gan  forth  to  the  paleys  gone. 

EXPLICIT  LIBER  SECUNDUS. 


1  That  is, '  And  bo  wore  [were]  his  appearance,  and  bo  spake  the 
word,  that  yon  would  imagine  him  or  her  the  same  person  who  said  it 
on  earth.'— This  idea  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  classical  writers. 
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LIBEB  TERTIUS. 

0  God  of  science  and  of  lyghte, 
Apollo,  thurgh  thy  grete  myghte, 
This  lytel  last  boke  thou  gye ! 
Nat  that  I  wilne  for  maistrye 
Here  art  poetical  be  shewed. 

But,  for  the  ryme  ys  lyght  and  lewed, 
Yit  make  hyt  sum  what  agreable, 
Though  somme  vers  fayle  in  a  Billable;1 
And  that  I  do  no  diligence, 
To  shewe  craffce,  but  o  sentence. 
And  yif  devyne  vertu  thou, 
Wilt  helpe  me  to  shewe  nowe, 
That  in  myn  hede  ymarked  ys, 
(Loo,  that  is  for  to  menen  this, 
The  House  of  Fame  for  to  descryve) 
Thou  shalt  se  me  go  as  blyve 
Unto  the  next  laurer  I  see, 
And  kysse  hyt,  for  hyt  is  thy  tree. 
Now  entreth  in  my  brest  anoon. 
Whan  I  was  fro  thys  egle  goon, 

1  gan  beholde  upon  this  place. 
And  oerteine,  or  I  ferther  pace, 
I  wol  yow  al  the  shape  devyse 

Of  hous  and  citee;  and  al  the  wyse 
Hhrw  I  gan  to  thys  place  approche, 
That  stood  upon  so  hygh  a  roche, 
Hyer  stant  there  none  in  Spayne. 
But  up  I  clombe  with  alle  payne, 
And  though  to  clymbe  greyed  mee, 
Tit  I  ententyf  was  to  see, 


1  This  passage  Is  in  itself  sufficient  to  establish  the  fact,  that 
Chancer  understood  and  aimed  at  a  certain  amount  of  syllabic  regu- 
larity in  his  verse,  at  least  so  far  as  this,  that  he  considered  a  deficiency 
in  a  syllable  a  blemish.  It  does  not,  however,  show  that  he  conceived 
a  redundant  syllable  to  be  a  fault.— See  General  Introduction,  vol.  L 
p.  5i. 
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And  for  to  powren  wondre  lowe, 

Yf  I  koude  eny  weyes  know 

What  maner  stoon  this  roche  was, 

For  hyt  was  lyke  a  thynge  of  glas,1 

But  that  hyt  shoon  ful  more  clere ; 

But  of  what  congeled  matere 

Hyt  was,  nyste  I  redely. 

But  at  the  laste  espied  I, 

And  founde  that  hit  was  everydele, 

A  roche  of  yse,  and  not  of  stele. 

Thought  I, '  By  seynt  Thomas  of  Kent,* 

This  were  a  feble  fundament, 

To  bilden  on  a  place  hye; 

He  ought  him  lytel  glorifye 

That  heron  bilte,  God  so  me  save!" 

Tho  saugh  I  the  halfe4  ygrave 
With  famouse  folkes  names  fele, 
That  had  yben  in  mochel  wele, 
And  her  fames  wide  yblowe. 
But  well  unnethes  koude  I  knowe 
Any  lettres  for  to  rede 
Hir  names  be;  for,  out  of  drede, 
They  weren  almost  of  thowed  so, 
That  of  the  lettres  oon  or  two 
Were  molte  away  of  every  name, 
So  unfamouse  was  wox  hir  fame; 
But  men  seyn,  'what  may  ever  laste f 

Thoo  gan  I  in  myn  herte  caste, 


*  The  printed  editions  read  limed  glass,  and  TyrwhKt  explains 
lkned  to  mean  polished  with  a  file.  But  filed  glass  would  not  shine  at 
all  Perhaps  limed  might  have  been  a  misprint  for  Itomed,  painted. 
The  reading  of  the  MS.,  however,  is  better  than  either. 

'  Thomas  a  Becket,  whose  shrine  at  Canterbury  was  the  resort  of 
vast  multitudes  of  pilgrims. — See  Erasmi  Col.  Peregrinatio  reiigiomt 
ttgo. 

3  This  is  one  of  many  instances  of  Chaucer's  familiarity  with  the 
details  of  architecture. — See  ante,  p,  460,  note  1. 

«  The  printed  editions  read  hdlle;  bnt  no  hall  has  yet  been  spoken 
o£  Haije  means  the  half  of  the  hill  which  was  towards  the  poet  aa  he 
was  ascending.    The  other  half  is  afterwards  spoken  of. 
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That  they  were  molte  awey  with  hete,1 

And  not  awey  with  stormes  beta. 

For  on  the  other  syde  I  sey 

Of  this  hille,  that  northwerde  ley, 

How  hit  was  writen  ful  of  names, 

Of  fblkes  that  hadden  grete  fames 

Of  olde  tymes,  and  yet  they  were 

As  fressh  as  men  hadde  writen  hem  here 

The  selfe-day,  ryght  or  that  houre 

That  I  upon  hem  gan  to  poure. 

But  well  I  wiste  what  yt  made; 

Hyt  was  conserved  with  the  shade, 

Alle  this  wrytynge  that  I  sigh, 

Of  a  castel  stoode  on  high ; 

And  stoode  eke  on  so.  colde  a  place, 

That  hete  myght  hyt  not  deface* 

Thoo  gan  I  on  this  hille  to  goone, 
And  fonde  upon  the  coppe  a  woone, 
That  alle  the  men  that  ben  on  lyve 
Ne  han  the  kunnynge  to  descrive 
The  beaute  of  that  ylke  place, 
Ne  coude  casten  no  compace 
Swich  another  for  to  make, 
That  myghte  of  beaute  be  hys  make; 
Ne  so  wonderlyche  ywroughte, 
That  hyt  astonyeth  yit  my  thoughte, 
And  maketh  alle  my  wytte  to  swynke 
On  this  castel  to  bethynke. 
So  that  the  grete  beautie, 
The*  caste,  the  curiosity e, 
Ne  kan  I  not  to  yow  devyse, 
My  witte  ne  may  me  not  suffise* 

1  It  is  not  easy  to  determine  the  allegorical  meaning  of  the  heat  by 
which  the  names  were  melted  away.  Perhaps  it  may  signify  that 
works  written  in  the  heat  of  party- spirit  are  not  made  for  immortality. 
Or  heat  may  mean  haste. 

-  The  Fairfax  MS.  reads  to,  which  makes  the  sentence  very  involved. 
The  Bodleian,  which  is  a  copy  of  the  former,  alters  it  to  the,  which  is 
probably  correct.    The  caste  means  the  forecast,  contrivance. 
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But  natheles  alio  the  substaunce 

I  have  yit  in  my  remembraunce; 

For  whyl     Me  thoughte,  by  saint  Gyle,* 

Alle  was  of  stone  of  beryle, 

Both  the  castel  and  the  toure, 

And  eke  the  halle,  and  every  boure, 

Wythouten  peces  or  joynynges. 

But  many  subtile  compassinges, 

As  rabewyures'  and  pynnacles, 

Ymagerie8  and  tabernacles, 

I  say;  and  ful  eke  of  wyndowes* 

As  flakes  falles  in  grete  snowes. 

And  eke  in  eche  of  the  pynnacles 

Weren  sundry  habitacles,* 

In  whiche  stooden,  alle  withoute, 

Ful  the  castel  alle  aboute, 

Of  al  maner  of  mynstralles, 

And  gestiours,  that  tellen  tales 

Both  of  wepinge  and  of  game, 

Of  alle  that  longeth  unto  Fame. 

There  herd  I  pleyen  upon  an  harpe, 
That  souneth  bothe  wel  and  sharpe, 
Orpheus  ful  craftely; 
And  on  the  syde  faste  by 
Sat  the  harper  Orion,4 
And  Eacydes  Chiron  3* 


1  See  vol.  li.  p.  46*,  note  1. 
3  Speght  reads  babeuries,  which  he  explains  antiquets ;  Urry  reads 
barbican,  probably  because  he  did  not  understand  babeuries.     The 
Fairfax  MS.  reads  rabewyures,  which  is  just  as  likely  to  be  a  genuine 
word  as  babeuries,  though  it  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  glossaries. 

3  The  general  plan  of  the  temple  is  that  of  a  church  of  Chaucer's 
time ;  but  minstrels  and  gestours  take  the  place  of  the  saints,  whose 
statues  may  still  be  seen  in  crooketted  niches  on  the  buttresses  and 
pinnacles  of  our  cathedrals. 

4  Arion,  the  poet  and  harper,  whose  adventures  form  the  subject  of 
one  of  Lucian's  most  lively  satires. 

5  The  Centaur  Chiron,  who  instructed  Peleus,  Achilles,  and  others  of 
the  family  of  JSacus,  in  music  and  other  accomplishments.  This  is  an 
example  of  a  curious  mode  of  distinguishing  persons  from  others  of 
the  same  name  by  adding  the  name  of  some  distinguished  friend.  Thai 
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And  other  harpers  many  oon, 

Ajid  the  gret  Glascurion. 

And  smale  harpers  with  her  glees, 

Saten  under  hym  in  sees; 

And  gonne  on  hym  upwarde  to  gape, 

And  coiintrefet  hym  as  an  ape, 

Or  as  crafte  countrefeteth  kynde.1 

Tho  saugh  I  stonden  hym  behynde, 
A  fer  fro  hem,  alle  be  hemselve, 
Many  thousand  tymes  twelve, 
That  maden  lowde  menstralcies 
In  cornemuse  and  shalmyes/ 
And  many  other  maner  pipe, 
That  craftely  begunne  to  pipe, 
Bothe  in  doucet  and  in  riede,* 
That  ben  at  festes  with  the  bride. 


flhe  celebrated  Oliver  is  called  Charles  Oliver,  to  show  that  the  paladin 
of  Charlemagne  is  the  person  intended. — See  vol.  ii.  p.  aoo,  note  3- 
Here  Chiron  is  called  Eacydes,  or  the  Chiron  who  was  the  friend  of 
the  <£2acides,  Peleus,  Achilles,  &c.  Thus  the  ecclesiastical  historian 
is  called  Eusebius  Pampkili,  or  Eusebius  the  friend  of  Pamphilus,  to 
distinguish  him  from  others  of  the  same  name. 

1  Chaucer  had  a  high  opinion  of  the  merits  of  Glascurion,  who,  he 
says,  excels  his  imitators  as  muoh  as  nature  (kynde)  does  art  (crafte). 
This  is  probably  the  same  person  as  that  Glasgerion  celebrated  in  the 
ballad  which  goes  by  his  name  in  Percy's  ReUques: — 
*  Glasgerion  was  a  Binges  owne  son, 
And  a  harper  he  was  goode ; 
He  harped  in  the  Kinges  chambere 
Where  cuppe  and  candle  stoode.' 
*  Urry  and  Tyrwhitt  interpret  this  to  be  the  shawm,  an  instrument 
mentioned  in  the  translation  of  Psalm  xcviii.  in  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer,  or  the  psaltery,  an  instrument  like  the  harp,  in  the  shape 

of  a  A See  vol.  iv.  p.  262,  note  a. 

3  The  doucet  appears  from  the  context  to  have  been  a  sort  of  pipe. 
It  is  mentioned  in  a  poem  of  Lydgate*s  in  MS.  Fairfax  16 : — 
*  There  were  trumpes  and  trumpettes 
Lowde  shallys  (shalmys  ?)  and  doucettes.* 
It  seems  to  be  derived  from  the  French  word  douce,  sweet,  and  was 
probably  the  same   as  the   dulcimer  in  the  English  translation  of 
Daniel  iii.  5, '  That  at  what  time  ye  hear  the  sound  of  the  cornet,  flute, 
harp,  sackbut,  psaltery,  dulcimer,*  fro.  It  is  distinguished  here  from  the 
rede,  an  instrument  in  which  the  sound  was  produced  by  the  vibration 
of  a  reed,  as  in  the  clarionet  or  hautboys. 
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And  many  flowte1  and  liltyng  home, 
And  pipes  made  of  grene  corne, 
As  han  thise  lytel  herde  gromes, 
That  kepen  bestis  in  the  Dromes. 

Ther  sough  I  than  Atileris, 
And  of  Athenes  daun  Pseustis," 
And  Marcia*  that  lost  her  skynne, 
Bothe  in  face,  body,  and  chynne, 
For  that  she  wolde  envien,  loo, 
To  pipen  bet  than  Apollo. 

There  saugh  I  famous,  olde  and  yonge, 
Pipers  of  alle  Dutche  tonge,4 
To  lerne  love-daunces,  spryuges, 
Reues,  and  these  straunge  thynges. 

Tho  saugh  I  in  another  place, 
Stonden  in  a  large  space 
Of  hem  that  maken  blody  soun, 
In  trumpe,  beme,  and  clary oun; 
'  For  in  feghte  and  blodeshedynges 
Ys  used  gladly  clarionynges. 

Ther  herd  I  trumpen,  Messenus,* 
Of  whom  that  speketh  Yergilius. 

Ther  herd  I  trumpe  Joab  also, 
Theodomas/  and  othere  mo, 

*  Flowte  is  evidently  the  flute. 
5  In  the  printed  editions  Atileris  and  Pseustie  are  CUherus  and 
Prosertu,  names  which  defy  all  conjecture.  Atileris  may  possibly  be 
the  freed-man  Atilius,  who  exhibited  games  at  Fidenae,  in  the  amphi- 
theatre, which  fell  during  the  performance  and  killed  great  multitudes. 
•—See  Tacit.  Annales.  iv.  Pseustis  in  Greek  means  a  female  liar ;  but 
who  the  particular  person  alluded  to  is  can  now  hardly  be  determined. 
Any  one  who  is  at  all  conversant  with  MSS.  will  be  slow  to  attribute 
these,  and  such  like  mistakes  in  the  orthography  of  proper  names,  to 
the  author. 

3  Marcia  is  Marsyas,  here  transformed  into  a  woman,  probably  by 
the  ignorant  copyist.  He  was  a  celebrated  flute-player  of  Celenae.  in 
Phrygia,  and  being  defeated  in  a  trial  of  skill  by  Apollo*  was,  accord- 
tag  to  the  previous  agreement,  flayed  alive. 

4  The  Germans  were  early  celebrated  for  their  love  of  poetry  and 
songv— See  Tacitus,  Germankt. 

*  Misenus  is  the  trumpeter  of  Hector  and  Mne&B.sEndd,  ii.  a  39. 
«  See  voL  L  p.  4*9,.note  i. 
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And  alle  that  used  clarion, 
In  Cataloigne  and  Aragon,1 
That  in  her  tymes  famous  were 
To  lerne,  saugh  I  trumpe  there. 

Ther  saugh  I  sit  in  other  sees, 
Pleyinge  upon  sondry  glees, 
Which  that  I  kannot  nevene, 
Moo  than  sterres  ben  in  hevene, 
Of  whiche  I  nyl  not  now  ryme, 
For  ese  of  yow,  and  losse  of  tyme: 
For  tyme  ylost,  this  knowen  ye, 
Be  no  way  may  recovered  be. 

There  saugh  I  pleyen  jugelours, 
Magiciens,  and  tregetours,1 
And  phitonisses,*  charmeresses, 
Olde  witches,  sorceresses, 
That  use  exorsisaciouns, 
And  eke  thes  fumygaciouns; 
And  clerkes  eke,  which  konne  wel 
Alle  this  magike  nature], 
That  crafbely  doon  her  ententes, 
To  maken,  in  certeyn  ascendentes, 
Ymages,  lo,  thurgh  which  magike, 
To  make  a  man  ben  hool  or  syke. 
Ther  saugh  I  the  quene  Medea,4 
And  Circes  eke,  and  Calipsa.* 


l  This  is  one  of  the  passages  upon  which  Warton  founds  his  opinion 
that  this  poem  is  a  translation  from  the  French.  He  says, '  To  the 
trumpeters  ot  renown,  the  poet  adds — 

'  — —  all  that  used  clarion 
In  Casteloigne  or  Arragon.' 
Oasteloigne  is  Catalonia,  in  Spain.    The  martial  musicians  of  English 
tournaments,  so  celebrated  in  story,  were  a  more  natural  and  obvious 
allusion  for  an  English  poet.'— Hi*.  Bug,  Poet.,  sect.  xir. 

*  See  toL  L  p.  901,  note  4.  *  See  vol.  i.  p.  159,  note  2. 

«  Medea,  the  daughter  of  JEetes,  and  wife  of  Jason,  whose  fiither, 
iBson,  she  restored  to  youth  by  her  magical  art. 

*  The  Fairfax  MS.  reads  ArUs,  but  the  printed  editions  Curves. 
Circe  is,  of  course,  the  person  intended.    Calypsa  is  Calypso. 

VOL.  n.  2  k 
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Ther  saugh  I  Hermes  Ballenus,1 
Lyineote,  and  eke  Symon  Magus.* 
Ther  saugh  I,  and  knew  by  name, 
That  by  such  art  done  men  have  fame* 
Ther  saugh  I  Colle  Tregetour* 
Upon  a  table  of  sygamour 
Pleye  an  unoouthe  thynge  to  telle; 
I  saugh  hym  carien  a  wynd-melle 
Under  a  wal-note  shale. 

What  shold  I  make  lenger  tale, 
Of  alle  the  pepil  I  ther  say, 
Fro  hennes  into  domesday? 

Whan  I  had  al  this  folkys  beholde, 
And  fonde  me  louse  and  noght  yholde, 
And  eft  I  mused  longe  while 
Upon  these  walles  of  berile, 
That  shoone  ful  lyghter  than  a  glas, 
And  made  wel  more  than  hit  was, 
To  semen  every  thynge,  ywis, 
As  kynde  thynge  of  Fames  is; 
I  gan  forth  romen  til  I  fonde 
The  castel  yate  on  my  ryght  honde, 
Whiche  that  so  wel  corven  was, 
That  never  suche  another  nas; 
And  yit  it  was  be  aventure 
Ywrought,  as  often  as  be  cure.4 

Hyt  nedeth  noght  yow  more  to  tellen, 
To  make  yow  to  longe  dwellen, 
Of  these  yates  florishinges, 
Ne  of  compasses,  ne  of  kervynges, 
Ne  how  they  hat  in  masoneries, 
As  corbetz,  ful  of  imageries. 

*  This  is  probably  Hermes  Trismegistus. — See  vol.  ii.  p.  3t,  note  a. 

3  Actsviii.9.  Who  this  Limeote,  or  Limote  (for  so  the  printed  editions 
spell  the  name)  was,  none  of  the  commentators  have  been  able  to 
discover. 

3  This  Colle  Tregetour  seems  to  have  been  some  celebrated  juggler,  of 
Whom  nothing  is  now  known. 

*  It  was  as  often  done  by  luck  as  by  skill. 
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But,  Lord!  so  faire  yt  was  to  shewe, 

For  hit  was  alle  with  golde  behewe. 

But  in  I  went,  and  that  anoon; 

Ther  mette  I  cryinge  many  oon,  ^ 

*  A  larges,  larges!1  hald  up  wel! 

God  save  the  lady  of  this  pel, 

Our  oune  gentil  lady  Fame, 

And  hem  that  wilnen  to  have  name 

Of  us !'     Thus  herd  I  crien  alle, 

And  fast  ©omen  out  of  halle, 

And  shoon  nobles  and  sterlynges. 

And  some  crownes  were  a$  kynges, 

With  crounes  wroughte  ful  of  losynges;* 

And  many  rybaDS,  and  many  frenges 

~ere  on  her  clothes  trewely. 

Tho  atte  last  aspyed  I 
That  pursevauntes  and  herauldes, 
That  crien  ryche  folkes  laudes, 
Hyt  weren ;  alle  and  every  man 
Of  hem,  as  I  yow  tellen  can, 
Had  on  him  throwen  a  vesture, 
Whiche  that  men  clepen  a  cote  armure,s 
Enbrowded  wonderlyche  ryche, 
As  though  ther  nere  nought  yliche. 
But  nought  wyl  I,  so  mote  I  thry  ve, 
Ben  aboute  to  descryve 


1  *  This  was  the  cry  with  which  heralds  and  pursuivants  were  wont 
to  acknowledge  the  bounty  received  from  the  knights.  The  heralds, 
like  the  minstrels,  were  a  race  allowed  to  have  great  claims  upon  the 
liberality  of  the  knights,  of  whose  feats  they  kept  a  record,  and  pro- 
claimed them  aloud  upon  particular  occasions.' — Marmion,  canto  i.,  note. 

It  is  the  custom  for  the  labourers  in  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  after  har- 
vest, to  gather  money  at  the  gentlemen's  houses  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  to  levy  contributions  on  casual  passers,  for  the  purpose  of  pro- 
viding a  harvest  supper.  On  receiving  a  gratuity  they  take  hands  in 
a  circle,  and '  halloa  largess,'  as  it  is  called. 

*  These  were  the  kings-at-arms,  who  wore  crowns  wrought  with  the 
heraldic  figures  called  lozenges. 

a  The  oote-armure  was  the  herald's  laoard,  whence  the  inn  at  which 
the  pilgrims  in  The  Canterbury  Talcs  lodged,  derived  its  name.  See  vol.  i 
p.  16  note  1. 

2  K  2 
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Alle  these  armes  that  ther  weren, 

That  they  thus  on  her  cotes  beren, 

For  hyt  to  me  were  impossible ; 

Men  myghte  make  of  hem  a  bible. 

Twenty  foote  thykke  I  trowe. 

For  certeyn  who  so  koude  knowe 

Myght  ther  alle  the  armes  seen, 

Of  famouse  folke  that  han  ybeen 

In  Auffrike,  Europe,  and  Asye, 
^        Syth  first  began  the  chevalrie. 
fT  Loo!  how  sholde  I  now  telle  al  thysf 

Ne  of  the  halle  eke  what  neede  is, 

To  tellen  yow  that  every  wall 

Of  hit,  and  fl ore,  and  roofe,  and  alle, 

Was  plated  half  a  foote  thikke 

Of  golde,  and  that  nas  no  thynge  wykke, 

But,  for  to  proye  in  alle  wyse, 

As  fyne  as  ducat  in  Venyse,1 

Of  whiche  to  litel  al  in  my  pouche  isf    ■ 

And  they  wer  set  as  thik  of  nouchis 

Fyne,  of  the  fynest  stones  faire, 

That  men  reden  in  the  Lam'daire,* 

As  grasses*  growen  in  a  mede. 

But  hit  were  alle  to  longe  to  rede 

The  names;  and  therfore  I  pace. 

But  in  this  lusty  and  ryche  place, 

That  Fames  halle  called  was, 

Ful  moche  prees  of  folke  there  nas, 

Ne  crowding,  for  to  mochel  prees. 

But  al  on  hye,  above  a  dees, 

Sit  in  a  see  imperialle, 

That  made  was  of  rubee  alle, 

1  This  is  one  of  the  passages  from  which  Warton  Infers  the  conti- 
nental origin  of  this  poem. 

-  This  is  a  treatise  on  precious  stones,  and  is  probably  a  translation 
from  the  Latin  poem  de  gemmis  of  Marbodus,  often  quoted  by  the  name 
of  Lapidarius.— Fabric  BibL  Med.  JEl. 

>  The  Fairfax  MS.  reads  o/preet,  which  appears  to  be  a  mete  clerical 
error. 
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Which  that  a  carbuncle  ys  y called, 
I  saugh  perpetually  ystalled, 
A  femynyne  creature; 
That  never  formed  by  nature 
Was  suche  another  thing  yseye. 
For  alderfirste,  soth  for  to  seye, 
Me  thoughte  that  she  was  so  lyte, 
That  the  lengthe  of  a  cubite, 
Was  lengere  than  she  seemed  be ; 
This  was  gret  marvaylle  to  me,1 
Hir  self  tho  wonderly  streighte,    . 
That  with  hir  fete  she  erthe  reighte, 
And  with  hir  hed  she  touched  heveie, 
Ther  as  shynen  sterres  sevene.1 
And  therto  eke,  as  to  my  witte, 
I  saugh  a  greter  wonder  yitte, 
Upon  her  eyen  to  beholde, 
But  certeynly  I  hem  never  tolde. 
For  as  feele  yen  had  she, 
As  fetheres  upon  foules  be, 
Or  weren  on  the  bestes  foure, 
That  Goddes  trone  gunne  honoure, 
As  Johan  writ  in  thapocalips.' 
Her  heere  that  oundye  was  and  criprv 
As  burned  gold  hyt  shoon  to  see. 
And  sothe  to  tellen  also  shee 
Had  al  so  fele  up  stondyng  eres 
And  tonges,  as  on  bestes  heres ; 
And  on  hir  fete  wexen  saugh  I 
Fartriches  winges  redely.4 

1  The  printed  editions  read  •  But  thus  soon e  in  a  while  she,*  which  is 
perhaps  better.  *  The  planets. 

3  *  And  in  the  midst  of  the  throne,  and  round  about  the  throne,  were 
four  beasts  [rather  living  creatures  or  animals]  full  of  eyes  before  and 
behind.'— Rev.  iv.  6. 

4  Her  feet  are  furnished  with  partridge  wings  to  denote  swiftness, 
as  the  partridge  is  remarkable  for  running  with  great  celerity  with 
outspread  wings.  This  description  is  taken  almost  literally  from  the 
description  of  Fame  in  the  jEneid,  except  the  allusion  to  the  Apoca- 
lypse and  the  partridge  wings. 
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Bat,  Lorde !  the  perrye  and  the  richesse 
I  saugh  sittyng  on  this  godessel 
And,  Lorde !  the  hevenyssh  melodye, 
Of  songes  fulle  of  armonye, 
I  herde  about  her  trone  ysonge, 
That  all  the  paleys  walles  ronge ! 
(So  songe  the  myghty  Muse,  she 
That  cleped  ys  Caliope, 
And  hir  eighte  sustrer  eke, 
That  in  her  face  semen  meke)  * 

And  evermo  eternally, 
They  synge  of  Fame  as  tho  herd  I, 
'  Heryed  be  thou  and  thy  name, 
Goddesse  of  renoun  or  Fame/ 
®  Tho  was  I  war,  loo,  atte  laste, 

As  I  myn  eyen  gan  up  caste, 
That  thys  ilke  noble  quene 
On  her  sholders  gan  sustene 
Bothe  armes,  and  the  name 
Of  thoo  that  hadde  large  fame; 
Alexander,  and  Hercules, 
That  with  a  sherte  hys  lyfe  les!1 
And  thus  fonde  I  syttynge  this  goddes, 
Jzi  noble  honour  and  ryches; 
Of  which  I  stynte  a  while  nowe, 
Other  thinge  to  tellen  yowe. 

Tho  saugh  I  stonde  on  eyther  syde, 
Streight  doun  to  the  dores  wide, 
Fro  the  dees  many  a  pelere 
Of  metal,  that  shoon  not  ful  clere, 
But  though  they  ner  of  no  rychesse, 
Yet  they  were  made  for  gret  noblesse, 
And  in  hem  grete  sentence. 
And  folkes  of  digne  reverence, 
Of  whiche  I  wil  yow  telle  fonde, 
Upon  the  piler  saugh  I  stonde. 

1  The  allusion  is  to  the  poisoned  shirt  of  Nessus  sent  by  Dejanira  to 
Hercules,  who  put  it  on,  and  died  from  the  effects. 
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AJderfirste  loo  ther  I  sighe, 
Upon  a  piler  stonde  on  highe. 
That  was  of  lede  and  yren  fyne, 
Hym  of  secte  Saturnyne,1 
The  Ebrayke  Josephus  the  olde. 
That  of  Jewes  gestes  tolde; 
And  he  bare  on  hys  shulderes  hye, 
The  fame  up  of  the  Jurye. 
And  by  hym  stonden  other  sevene. 
Wise  and  worthy  for  to  nevene, 
To  helpen  him  bere  up  the  charge, 
Hyt  was  so  hevy  and  so  large. 
And  for  they  writen  of  batayles, 
As  wel  as  other  olde  mervayles, 
Therfor  was,  loo,  thys  pilere, 
Of  whiehe  that  I  yow  telle  here, 
Of  lede  and  yren  bothe  y  wys. 
For  yren  Martes  metal  ys, 
Which  that  God  is  of  batayle. 
And  the  lede  withouten  faille, 
Is,  loo,  the  metal  of  tiaturne, 
That  hath  a  ful  large  whele  to  turne.1 
Thoo  stonden  forthe  on  every  rowe 
Of  hem,  which  I  koude  knowe, 
Though  I  hem  nought  be  ordre  telle. 
To  make  yow  to  longe  to  dwelle. 

These,  of  whiehe  I  gynne  rede, 
There  saugh  I  stonde,  out  of  drede, 
Upon  an  yren  piler  stronge, 
That  peynted  was,  al  endelonge, 
With  tigres  blode  in  every  place, 
The  Tholason  that  highte  Stace,' 

1  Called  of  the  sect  of  Saturn,  because  relating  the  frightful  famine, 
pestilences,  and  slaughters,  which  the  Jews  endured  during  the  siege 
of  Jerusalem,  and  over  which  Saturn  presided. — See  vol.  i.  p.  168. 

*  Whose  orbit  is  larger  than  that  of  any  other  planet. 

*  Public  Fapirius  Statius,  author  of  the  Thebate  and  AchiUeis,  called 
Thdasen,  because  by  some  supposed,  incorrectly,  to  have  been  a  native 
of  Tolosa,  or  Toulouse.    'Qui  vero  Tolasanum  existimarunt,  inter  quos 
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That  bare  of  Thebes  up  the  fame 
Upon  his  shuldrea,  and  the  name 
Also  of  cruelle  Achilles.1 
And  by  him  stoode,  withouten  le^s, 
Full  wonder  hye  on  a  pilere 
Of  yren,  he,  the  gret  Omere ; 
And  with  him  Dares'  and  Tytus3 
Before,  and  eke  he  Lollius,4 
And  Guydo  eke  de  Columpnis,* 
And  Englyssh  Gaunfride6  eke,  ywya 
And  eche  of  these,  as  have  I  joye, 
Was  besye  for  to  here  up  Troye. 
So  hevy  therof  was  the  fame, 
That  for  to  bere  hyt  was  no  gama 
But  yet  I  gan  ful  wel  espie, 
Betwex  hem  was  a  litil  envye. 
Oon  seyde  that  Omere  made  lyes/ 
Feynynge  in  hys  poetries, 
And  was  to  Grekes  favourable; 
Therfor  held  he  hyt  but  fable. 

Tho  saugh  I  stonde  on  a  pilere. 
That  was  of  tynned  yren  clere,8 
That  Latyn  poete  Virgile, 
That  bore  hath  up  a  longe  while 

Danthes  frit,  poeta  Hetruscorum  vernaculus,  decepti  sunt  altering 
Statii  rhetoris  patria,  cujus  meminit  Eusebius ' — VUa,  ex  Lilio  Gre- 
oorio  Gybaldo.  Chaucer  probably  derived  this  mistake  from 
Dante  2— 

«  Tanto  fa  dolce  mio  vocale  spirto 

Che  Toloaano  a  se  mi  trasae  Roma, 
Dove  mertai  le  tempie  ornar  di  mirto.'— Purg  xxi. 
1  His  other  great  work,  whioh  he  left  incomplete,  is  the  Achilleis. 
s  See  vol.  ill.  p.  22,  note  s. 

s  Tytus  is  evidently  a  mistake  for  Dytis  or  Dictys,  called  Cretensis. 
—See  vol.  iii.  p.  22,  note  4.  *  See  vol.  ill.  p.  10. 

«  See  voL  iii.  p.  9,  note  2. 

•  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth,  who  derives  the  origin  of  the  Britons  from 
the  Trojan  fugitives. 

7  The  Fairfax  MS.  reads  this  line, '  Oon  seyde  Omere  was  lies.    The 
reading,  of  the  printed  editions  has  been  adopted  as  being  much  better. 

8  Homer's  iron  is  here  admirably  represented  as  having  been  by 
Virgil  covered  over  with  tin. 
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The  fame  of  pius  Eneas. 

And  next  hym  on  a  piler  was 
Of  copper,1  Venus'  clerke,  Ovide, 
That  hath  ysowen  wonder  wide 
The  grete  god  of  loves  name. 
And  ther  he  bar  up  wel  hys  fame, 
Upon  this  piler  al  so  hye, 
.  As  I  hyt  myght  see  with  myn  ye: 
For  why)  this  halle  of  whiche  £  rede, 
Was  woxen  on  hight,  the  length,  and  brede, 
Well  more  be  a  thousande  dele, 
Than  hyt  was  erst,  that  saugh  I  wele. 

Thoo  saugh  I  on  a  piler  by, 
Of  yren  wrought  full  sternely, 
The  grete  poet,  daun  Lucan, 
That  on  hys  shulders  bare  up  than, 
As  high  as  that  I  mighte  see, 
The  fame  of  Julius,  and  Pompee.* 
And  by  him  stoden  alle  these  clerkes, 
That  writen  of  Homes  myghty  werkes, 
That  yif  I  wolde  her  names  telle, 
Alle  to  longe  most  I  dwelle. 

And  next  him  on  a  piler  stoode 
Of  soulfre,  lyke  as  he  were  woode, 
Daun  Claudian,8  the  sothe  to  telle, 
That  bare  up  the  fame  of  hell, 
Of  Pluto,  and  of  Proserpyne, 
That  quene  ys  of  the  derke  pyne. 

What  sholde  I  more  telle  of  this? 
The  halle  was  alle  ful,  y wis, 
Of  hem  that  writen  olde  gestes, 
As  ben  on  trees  rokes  nestes; 


*  Ovid,  as  being  an  amatory  poet,  is  represented  standing  on  a  pillar 
of  copper,  a  metal  sacred  to  Venus. 

2  The  allusion  is  to  Lucan's  PJtarsalia,  a  poem  on  the  civil  war 
between  Casar  and  Pompey,  ended  by  the  defeat  of  the  latter  at  Phar- 
aalia,  in  Thessaly. 

»  See  vol.  i.  p.  455t  note  2. 
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But  bit  a  fill  confuse  matere 
Were  alle  the  gestes  for  to  here, 
That  they  of  write,  and  how  they  highte* 
But  while  that  I  behelde  thys  syght, 
I  herd  a  noyse  aprochen  blyve, 
That  ferd  as  been  done  in  an  hive, 
Ay  en  her  tyme  of  oute  fleyynge; 
Byghte  suche  a  maner  murmurynge, 
For  al  the  world  hyt  semed  me. 

Tho  gan  I  loke  aboute  and  see, 
That  ther  oome  entryng  into  the  halle, 
A  ryght  grete  oompanye  withalle, 
And  that  of  sondry  regiouns, 
Of  alle  skylines  condiciouns,1 
That  dweUe  in  erthe  under  the  mone, 
Pore  and  ryche.     And  al  so  sone 
As  they  were  oome  into  the  halle. 
They  gonne  doune  on  knees  falle, 
Before  this  ilke  noble  quene, 
And  seyde,  '  Graunte  us,  lady  shene, 
Eche  of  us  of  thy  grace  a  bone !' 
And  somme  of  hem  she  graunted  sone, 
And  somme  she  werned  wel  and  faire; 
And  somme  she  graunted  the  contraire 
Of  her  axyng  outterly. 
But  this  I  sey  yow  trewely, 
What  her  cause  was,  I  nyste. 
For  of  this  folke  ful  wel  I  wiste, 
They  badde  goode  fame  eche  deserved, 
Although  they  were  diversly  served. 
Byght  as  her  suster,  dame  Fortune, 
Is  wonte  to  serven  in  commune. 

Now  herke  how  she  gan  to  paye 
That  gonne  of  her  grace  praye, 


1  The  printed  editions  read  kynd  qft  but  the  reading  in  the  text  it 
probably  correct.  \AXU  tkynnet  is  for  aUtt  kywnes;  the  meaning  is '  of  sorts 
of  every  kind.'— W.  W.  SJ 
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And  right  lo,  al  this  companye 
Seyden  sooth,  and  noght  a  lye. 

'  Madame/  quod  they,  '  we  be 
Folke  that  here  besechen  the, 
That  thou  graunte  us  now  good  fame, 
And  let  our  werkes  han  that  name. 
In  ful  recompensacioun 
Of  goode  werke,  yive  us  good  renoun.' 

'  I  werne  yow,'  quod  she,  'anoon, 
Te  gete  of  me  good  fame  noon, 
Be  God !  and  therfore  goo  your  wey.' 

'  Alias,'  quod  they,  *  and  welaway  I 
Telle  us  what  may  your  cause  be.' 

'  For  us  lyst  hyt  noght,'  quod  she,1 
'  No  wyghte  shal  speke  of  yow,  y  wis, 
Good  ne  harme,  ne  that  ne  this.' 
And  with  that  worde  she  gan  to  calle 
Her  messangere  that  was  in  hallo. 
And  bad  that  he  shuld  faste  goon, 
Upon  peyne  to  be  blynde  anone, 
For  Eolus  the  god  of  winde, 
'  In  Trace  there  ye  shall  him  finde," 
And  byd  hym  brynge  his  clarioun, 
That  is  full  dyvers  of  his  soun, 
And  hyt  is  cleped  Clere  Laude, 
With  which  he  wonte  is  to  hiraude 
Hem  that  me  list  ypreised  be : 
And  also  bid  him  how  that  he 
Brynge  his  other  clarioun, 
That  highte  Sclaundre  in  every  toun, 
With  whiche  he  wonte  is  to  diname 
Hem  that  me  liste,  and  do  him  shame. 

1  That  is, '  Because  it  is  not  pleasing  to  us.'    Us  Is  the  dative  case 
Fame,  as  being  a  sovereign,  speaks  of  herself  in  the  plural  number. 

2  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  MS3.    The  passage  stands  thus : — 

*  And  bad  that  he  shnlde  faste  goon 
Upon  the  peyne  to  be  blynde, 
For  Eolns,  the  god  of  wynde. 
And  bid  him/  fcc 
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This  messenger  gan  facte  goon, 
And  found  where  in  a  cave  of  stoon, 
In  a  contree  highte  Trace, 
This  Eolus,  with  harde  grace, 
Helde  the  wyndes  in  distresse, 
And  gan  hem  under  him  to  presse, 
That  they  gonne  as  beres  rore, 
He  bonde  and  pressed  hem  so  sore.1 

This  messanger  gan  faste  crie, 
•  Ryse  up/  quod  he, '  and  faste  hye, 
Til  thou  at  my  lady  be; 
And  take  thy  clariouns  eke  with  the. 
And  spede  the  forther.'    And  he  anon, 
Toke  to  a  man  that  hight  Tritone, 
His  clariouns  to  beren  thoo, 
And  lete  a  certeyn  wynde  to  goo,        , 
And  blewe  so  hydously  and  hye, 
That  hyt  ne  lefte  not  a  skye 
In  alle  the  welkene  longe  and  brode. 

This  Eolus  no  where  abode, 
Til  he  was  come  to  Fames  fete, 
And  eke  the  man  that  Triton  hete; 
And  ther  he  stode  as  stille  as  stoon. 
And  herwithal  ther  came  anoon 
Another  huge  companye 
Of  goode  folke  and  gunne  crie, 
'  Lady  graunte  us  goode  fame 
And  lat  oure  werkes  han  that  name, 
Now  in  honour  of  gentilesse, 
And  al  so  God  your  soule  blesse! 
For  we  han  wel  deserved  hyt, 
Therfore  is  ryght  that  we  ben  wel  quyt* 

'  As  thryve  I,'  quod  she, '  ye  shal  faylle, 
Good  werkes  shall  yow  noght  availle, 
To  have  of  me  good  feme  as  n3w. 
But  wete  ye  what?  I  graunte  yow, 


i  Imitated  from  Virgil,  JEneid.  i.  5a. 
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That  ye  shal  have  a  shrewde  fame, 
And  wikkyd  loos  and  wors  name, 
Though  ye  good  loos  have  wel  deserved. 
Now  goo  your  wey  for  ye  be  served; 
Have  doon!  Eolus,  let  see! 
Take  forth  thy  trumpe  anoon,'  quod  she; 
i  That  is  ycleped  Sclaunder  lyght, 
And  blow  her  loos,  that  every  wight 
Speke  of  hem  harme  and  shrewdenesse, 
In  stede  of  good  and  worthynesse. 
For  thou  shalt  trumpe  alle  the  contrayre, 
Of  that  they  han  don  wel  or  fayre.' 
Alias,  thought  I,  what  aventures 
Han  these  sory  creatures, 
For  they  amonges  al  the  pres, 
Shuld  thus  be  shamed  gil teles! 
But  what?  hyt  moste  nedes  be. 
What  did  this  Eolus,  but  he 
Toke  out  hys  blake  trumpe  of  bras, 
That  fouler  than  the  Devel  was, 
And  gan  this  trumpe  for  to  blowe, 
As  al  the  worlde  shuld  overthrowe. 
Throughoute  every  regioun, 
Went  this  foule  trumpes  soun, 
As  swifbe  as  pelet  out  of  gonne, 
Whan  fire  is  in  the  poudre  ronne.1 
And  suche  a  smoke  gan  oute  wende, 
Oute  of  his  foule  trumpes  ende, 
Blak,  bloo,  grenysshe,  swarte,  rede, 
As  dothe  where  that  men  melte  lede, 
Loo,  alle  on  high  fro  the  tuelle. 
And  therto  oo  thing  saugh  I  welle, 
That  the  ferther  that  hit  ran, 
The  gretter  wexen  hit  began, 


1  It  appears  from  this  passage  that  the  use  of  gunnery  was  well 
known  in  Chaucer's  time;  but  the  bow  maintained  its  place  even  till 
the  seventeenth  century. 
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As  dooth  the  ryver  from  a  welle, 
And  hyt  stank  as  the  pitte  of  hello. 
Alias,  thus  was  her  shame  yronge, 
And  giltelesse  on  every  tonge. 

Tho  come  the  thridde  companye, 
And  gnnne  up  to  the  dees  to  hye, 
And  doun  on  knees  they  fille  anoon, 
And  seyde, '  We  ben  everychoon 
Folke  that  han  ful  truely 
Deserved  fame  ryghtfully, 
And  preye  yow  hit  mote  be  knowe, 
Byght  as  hit  is,  and  forthy  bio  we.' 

*  I  graunte,'  quod  she,  '  for  me  leste 
That  now  your  goode  werkes  be  wiste ; 
And  yet  ye  shul  han  better  loos, 
In  dispite  of  alle  your  foos, 
Than  worthy  is,  and  that  anoon : 
Late  now/  quod  she, '  thy  trumpe  goon, 
Thou  Eolus,  that  is  so  blake; 
And  out  thyn  other  trumpe  take 
That  highte  Laude,  and  blowe  yt  soo 
That  thorugh  the  worlde  her  feme  goo, 
Esely  and  not  to  faste, 
That  hyt  be  knowen  atte  laste.' 

'  Ful  gladly,  lady  myn,'  he  seyde; 
And  oute  hys  trumpe  of  golde  he  brayde 
Anoon,  and  set  hyt  to  his  mouthe, 
And  blewe  it  est,  and  west,  and  southe, 
And  northe,  as  lowde  as  any  thunder, 
That  every  wighte  hath  of  hit  wonder, 
So  brode  hyt  ran  or  than  hit  stynt.    ' 
And,  certes,  al  the  breth  that  went 
Oute  of  his  trumpes  mouthe  smelde, 
As  men  a  potte  nil  of  bawme  helde 
Amonge  a  basket  ful  of  roses ; 
This  favour  did  he  til  her  loses. 

And  ryghte  with  this  I  gan  aspye, 
Ther  come  the  ferthe  companye, 
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(But  certeyne  they  were  wonder  fewe) 
And  gunne  to  stonden  in  a  rewe, 
And  seyden,  '  Certes,  lady  bryghte, 
We  han  done  wel  with  al  our  mighte, 
But  we  ne  kepen  have  no  fame. 
Hide  our  werkes  and  our  name, 
For  Goddys  love !  for  certes  we 
Han  certeyn  doon  hyt  for  bounte, 
And  for  no  maner  other  t hinge.' 
'  I  graunte  you  alle  your  askynge,' 
Quod  she;  '  let  your  werkes  be  dede.' 

With  that  aboute  I  cly  we  myn  hede, 
And  saugh  anoon  the  fifte  route 
That  to  this  lady  gunne  loute, 
And  doun  on  knees  anoon  to  falle; 
And  to  hir  thoo  besoughten  alle, 
To  hiden  her  goode  werkes  eke, 
And  seyden,  they  yeven  noght  a  leke 
For  no  fame,  ne  suche  renoun; 
For  they  for  contemplacioun, 
And  Goddes  love,  hadde  ywroughte, 
Ne  of  fame  wolde  they  noughte. 

'  What?'  quod  she,  '  and  be  ye  woodet 
And  wene  ye  for  to  doo  goode, 
And  for  to  have  of  that  no  fame? 
Have  ye  dispite  to  have  my  name] 
^ay>  ye  8null  lyen  everychoon  1 
Blow  thy  tmmpes  and  that  anoon,' 
Quod  she,  *  thou,  Eolus  yhote, 
And  rynge  this  folkes  werkes  be  note, 
And  alle  the  worlde  may  of  hyt  here.9 
And  he  gan  blowe  hir  loos  so  clere, 
In  his  golden  clarioun, 
That  thorugh  the  worlde  went  the  soun, 
Al  so  kenely,  and  eke  so  sofbe, 
But  atte  last  hyt  was  on  lofte. 

Tho  come  the  sexte  companye, 
And  gunne  fast  on  Fame  crie. 
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Byght  verraly  in  this  manere 
They  seyden :— '  Mercy,  lady  deere ! 
To  telle  certeyn  as  hyt  is, 
We  ban  don  neither  that  ne  this, 
But  ydel  al  oure  lyfe  ybe. 
But,  natheles,  yet  preye  we, 
That  we  mowe  han  as  goode  feme, 
And  gret  renoum  and  knowen  name* 
As  they  that  han  doon  noble  gestes, 
And  acheved  alle  her  lestes, 
As  wel  of  love  as  other  thynge; 
Alle  was  us  never  broche  ne  rynge, 
Ne  elles  nought  from  wymmen  sent; 
Ne  ones  in  her  herte  yment, 
To  maken  us  oonly  frendly  chere, 
But  mighten  temen  us  upon  bere, 
Yet  lat  us  to  peple  seeme 
Suche  as  the  worlde  may  of  us  deme, 
That  wommen  loven  us  for  wode. 
Hyt  shal  doon  us  as  moche  goode, 
And  to  oure  herte  as  moche  avaylle, 
The  countrepese,  ese,  and  travaylle, 
As  we  had  wonne  hyt  with  labour; 
For  that  is  dere  boghte  honour, 
At  regard  of  oure  gret  ese. 
And  yet  ye  most  us  more  plese; 
Let  us  be  holden,  eke  therto, 
Worthy,  wise,  and  goode  also, 
And  riche,  and  happy  unto  love* 
For  Goddes  love  that  sit  above, 
Thogh  we  may  not  the  body  have 
Of  wymmen,  yet,  so  God  yow  save, 
Leet  men  glewe  on  us  the  name; 
Suffiseth  that  we  han  the  feme.' 

*  I  graunte,'  quod  she,  '  be  my  trouthe  ! 
Now  Eolus,  withouten  slouthe, 
Take  out  thy  trumpe  of  golde,'  quod  she, 
'  And  blowe  as  they  han  axed  me, 
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That  every  man  wene  hem  at  ese, 
Though  they  goon  in  ful  badde  lese.' 
This  Eolus  gan  hit  so  blowe, 
That  thorugh  the  worlde  hyt  was  yknowe. 

Thoo  come  the  seventh  route  anoon, 
And  fiUe  on  knees  everychoon, 
And  seyde, '  Lady,  graunte  us  sone 
The  same  thing,  the  same  bone, 
That  this  nexte  folke  han  doon.' 

'Fy  on  yow,'  quod  she,  'everychoon ! 
Ye  maisly  swyne,  ye  ydel  wrecches, 
Ful  of  roten  slowe  tecches ! 
What?  fals  theves !  or  ye  wolde, 
Be  famous  good,  and  nothing  nolde 
Deserve  why,  ne  never  ye  roughte, 
Men  rather  yow  hangen  oughte!1 
For  ye  be  lyke  the  swynt*  catte, 
That  wolde  have  fissh;  but  wostow  whattet 
He  wolde  nothinge  wete  his  clowes. 
Ywel  thrifte  come  to  your  jowes, 
And  eke  to  myn  yif  I  hit  graunte, 
Or  do  yow  favour  yow  to  avaunte ! 
Thou  Eolus,  thou  kynge  of  Trace, 
Goo,  blowe  this  folke  a  sory  grace,9 
Quod  she, '  anoon;  and  wostow  how, 
As  I  shal  telle  ryghte  now. 
Sey,  These  ben  that  wolden  honour 
Have,  and  do  no  skynnes  labour, 
Ne  doo  no  good,  and  yet  han  lawde; 
And  that  men  wende  that  bele  Isawde,* 
Ne  coude  hem  noght  of  love  werne; 
And  yet  she  that  grynt  atte  querne,* 

*  That  is,  *  Bather  than  yon  should  have  good  fame  without  deserving 
it,  or  even  caring  to  deserve  it,  men  ought  to  hang  yotn* 

*  Swptti  appears  to  be  put  for  noinkt,  the  past  participle  of  to  swkike, 
to  labour,  and  to  mean  tired.  Thus  Milton : — •  the  o'er-swinkt  hedger.' 

3  Isawde  or  Iwlte.the  heroine  of  the  celebrated  romance  of  Trtttram. 
-—See  vol.  ii.  p.  J7°,  note  5. 

4  Grint  is  the  contracted  form  of  grindeUL    To  grind  at  the  quern. 

VOL.  It  2  L 
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Is  aJle  to  good  to  ese  her  herte.* 
%      This  Eolus  anoon  up  sterte, 
And  with  his  blake  clarioun 
He  gan  to  blasen  out  a  soun, 
As  lowde  as  beloweth  wynde  in  hella. 
And  eke  therwith,  sothe  to  telle, 
This  soune  was  so  ful  of  japes, 
As  ever  mowes  were  in  apes. 
And  that  went  al  the  worlde  aboute, 
That  every  wight  gan  on  hem  shoute, 
And  for  to  lawghe  as  they  were  wode  ; 
Suche  game  fonde  they  in  her  hode. 

Tho  come  another  companye, 
That  had  ydoon  the  trayterye, 
The  harme  and  grete  wikkednesse, 
That  any  herte  kouthe  gesse; 
And  prayed  her  to  han  good  fame, 
And  that  she  nolde  doon  hem  no  shame, 
But  yeve  hem  loos  and  good  renoun, 
And  do  hyt  blowe  in  a  clarioun. 
*  Nay,  wis !'  quod  she,  '  hyt  were  a  vice.; 
Al  be  ther  in  me  no  justice, 
Me  lyste  not  to  doo  hyt  nowe, 
Ne  this  nyl  I  graunte  yowe.' 

Tho  come  ther  lepynge  in  a  route, 
And  gunne  choppen  al  aboute 
Every  man  upon  the  crowne, 
That  alle  the  halle  gan  to  sowne ; 
And  seyden,  *  Lady,  leefe  and  dere, 
'We  ben  suche  folkes  as  ye  mowe  here. 
To  telle  al  the  tale  aryghte, 
We  ben  shrewes  every  wyghte, 

or  hand-mill,  was  a  peculiarly  servile  office.     Thus  Simo  threaten! 
Davos: — 

•Si  sensero  hodie,  quidquam  in  his  te  nuptiia 
Fallacia)  oonarl,  quo  fiant  minus, 
Aut  velle  in  ea  te  ostendi,  quam  sis  callidas, 
Verberibus  ccsum  te  in  piatrinum,  Dave,  dedam  usque  ad  necem. 

AndriatActi.f*i.** 
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And  han  delyte  in  wikkednes, 
As  goode  folke  han  in  goodnes; 
And  joy e  to  be  knowen  shrewes, 
And  ful  of  vices  and  wikked  thewes ; 
Wherefore  we  preye  yow  a  rowe, 
That  oure  fame  suche  be  knowe, 
In  alle  thing  ryghte  as  hit  is. 
*  I  graunte  hyt  yow,'  quod  she, i  ywis. 
But  what  art  thow  that  seyst  this  tale, 
That  werest  on  thy  hose  a  pale, 
And  on  thy  tipet  suohe  a  belle)' 
<  Madame/  quod  he,  '  sothe  to  telle, 
I  am  that  ylke  shrewe,  ywis, 
That  brende  the  temple  of  Ysidis1 
In  Athenes,  loo,  that  citee.' 
'  And  wherfor  didest  thou  so?  quod  she. 
'  By  my  thrift/  quod  he,  '  madame, 
I  wolde  fayne  han  hadde  a  feme, 
As  other  folke  hadde  in  the  towne, 
Allethough  they  were  of  grete  renoune 
For  her  vertue  and  her  thewes, 
Thought  I,  as  grete  fame  han  shrewes, 
(Though  hit  be  noght*)  for  shrewdenesse, 
As  good  folke  han  for  godenesse; 
And  sith  I  may  not  have  that  oon, 
That  other  nyl  I  noght  forgoon. 
As  for  to  gette  of  fames  hire, 
The  temple  set  I  alle  a-fire. 


i  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  Chaucer  here  alludes  to  the  burning 
of  the  Temple  of  Diana  at  Ephesus ;  but  why  he  calls  that  goddess  by 
her  Egyptian  name  of  Ysis,  or  Isis,  is  not  clear.  The  circumstance  is 
related  by  Valerius  Maximus,  who  says  that  the  incendiary,  when  tor- 
tured by  an  instrument  called  ectdeus,  confessed  that  his  motive  was 
that  his  name  might  be  known  to  all  the  world  as  the  destroyer  of  so 
beautiful  an  edifice.  The  pale  on  his  hose  may  perhaps  denote  the 
ectdeus,  or  instrument  of  his  torture ;  the  bell  on  his  tippet,  the  object 
of  his  crime,  a  bell  being  the  emblem  of  publicity. — See  vol.  iv.  p.  $1$. 

3  Noght  here  means  bad,  or  naughty.  It  is  used  in  this  sense  by 
Shakspeare:— 

'  He  swore  the  mustard  was  naught' 

2  l  2 
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Now  doon,  our  loos  be  blowen  swithe, 
As  wialy  be  thou  ever  blyth&' 
'  Gladly/  quod  she.     '  Thow  Eolus, 
Herestow  not  what  this  folke  prayen  u&T 
1  Madame,  yis,  ful  wel/  quod  he, 
'And  I  wil  trumpen  hit,  parde!' 
And  toke  his  blake  trumpe  faste, 
And  gan  to  puffen  and  to  blaste, 
TU  hyt  was  at  the  worldes  ende. 

With  that  I  gan  aboute  wende, 
For  oon  that  stoode  ryght  at  my  bake, 
Me  thought  ful  goodely  to  me  spake, 
And  seyde,  c  Frende,  what  is  thy  name? 
Artow  come  hider  to  han  fame?' 
'Nay,  forsothe,  frende  P  quod  I; 
'  I  cam  noght  hyder,  graunt  mercy, 
For  no  suche  cause,  by  my  hede! 
Sufficeth  me,  as  I  were  dede, 
That  no  wight  have  my  name  in  honda 
I  wote  my  selfe  best  how  1  stonde, 
For  what  I  drye  or  what  I  thynke, 
I  wil  my  selfe  alle  hyt  drynke, 
Certeyn  for  the  more  parte, 
As  ferforthe  as  I  kan  myn  arte.' 
'But  what  doost  thou  here?'  quod  he. 
Quod  I,  « That  wyl  I  tellen  the, 
The  cause  why  I  stonde  here. 
Somme  newe  tydyngis  for  to  lere, 
Somme  newe  thinge,  I  not  what, 
Tydynges  other  this  or  that, 
Of  love,  or  suche  thinges  glade. 
For,  certeynly,  he  that  me  made  ' 
To  come  hyder  seyde  me 
I  shulde  bothe  here  and  se, 
In  this  place,  wonder  thynges; 
But  these  be  no  suche  tydynges 
As  I  mene  of. — '  Noof  quod  heu 
And  I  answerde, ( Noo,  parde ! 
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For  wel  I  vote  ever  yit, 

Sith  that  first  I  hadde  wit. 

That  somme  folke  han  desired  fame 

Diversly,  and  loos  and  name; 

But  certeynly  I  nyste  howe, 

Ne  where  that  Fame  dwelled,  or  no  we; 

And  eke  of  her  descripcioun, 

Ne  also  her  condicioun, 

Ne  the  ordre  of  her  dome, 

Unto  tyme  I  thidder  come.' 

'  Why  than,  loo,  be  these  tydynges, 

That  thow  now  hider  brynges, 

That  thou  hast  herde?  quod  he  to  me; 

*  But  now,  no  fors;  for  wel  I  se 

What  thou  desirest  for  to  lere. 

Come  forth,  and  stonde  no  lenger  here, 

And  I  wil  the,  withouten  drede, 

In  suche  another  place  lede, 

Ther  thou  shalt  here  many  oon.' 

Tho  gan  I  forthe  with  hym  goon, 
Oute  of  the  castel,  sothe  to  sey. 
Tho  saugh  I  stonde  in  a  valey, 
Under  the  castel  faste  by, 
An  house,  that  domus  Dedaly, 
That  Laborintus1  ycleped  ys, 
Nas  made  so  wonderlyche  ywis, 
Ne  half  so  queyntlyche  ywrought. 
And  evermo,  so  swyft  as  thought. 
This  queynte  hous  aboute  went, 
That  nevermo  stille  hyt  stent. 
And  theroute  come  so  grete  a  noyse, 
That  had  hyt  stonde  upon  Oyse,* 
Men  myghte  hyt  han  herd  esely 
To  Borne,  I  trowe  sikerly. 


1  The  labyrinth  made  by  Daedalus  for  Minos,  King  of  Crete,  in  imi- 
tation of  the  celebrated  one  in  Egypt,  described  by  Herodotus,  ii.  148. 

3  This  is  one  of  the  passages  upon  which  Warton  founds  his  belief  in 
the  continental  origin  of  this  poem. 
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And  the  noyse  which  that  I  have  herde, 
For  alle  the  world  right  so  hyt  ferde, 
As  dooth  the  rowtynge  of  the  stoon, 
That  from  thengyne  ys  leten  goon.1 

And  al  thys  hous  of  whiche  I  rede, 
"Was  made  of  twigges,  salwe,  rede, 
And  grene  eke,  and  somme  weren  white, 
Swiche  as  men  to  these  cages  thwite, 
Or  maken  of  these  panyers, 
Or  elles  hattes  or  dossers; 
That  for  the  swough  and  for  the  twygges, 
This  house  was  al  so  ful  of  gygges, 
And  al  so  ftd  eke  of  chirkynges, 
And  of  many  other  werkynges; — * 
And  eke  this  hous  hath  of  entrees 
As  fele  of  leves  as  ben  on  trees, 
In  somer  whan  they  grene  ben, 
And  on  the  rove  men  may  yet  seen 
A  thousand  holes,  and  wel  moo, 
To  leten  wel  the  soune  oute  goo. 
And  be  day  in  every  tyde 
Been  alle  the  dores  opened  wide, 


1  These  engines,  called  by  the  ancients  baUteUe  and  oatapultm,  were 
constructed  on  the  principle  of  a  crossbow,  drawn  back  by  machinery. 
They  constituted  the  siege  artillery  of  the  crusaders.  The  following  is 
a  description  of  one  used  by  Richard  I.  at  the  siege  of  Acre : — 4  He  had 
also  built  one  (a  petraria,  as  it  was  called),  put  together  very  com- 
pactly, which  the  people  called  '  Berefred,'  with  steps  to  mount  it,  fit- 
ting most  tightly  to  it,  covered  with  raw  hides  and  ropes,  and  having 
layers  of  most  solid  wood,  not  to  be  destroyed  by  any  blows,  nor  open 
to  injury  from  the  pouring  thereon  of  Greek  fire,  or  any  other  material. 
He  also  prepared  two  mangonels,  one  of  which  was  of  such  violence 
and  rapidity,  that  what  it  hurled  reached  the  inner  rows  of  the  city 
market-place.  These  engines  were  plied  day  and  night ;  and  it  is  well 
known  that  a  stone  sent  from  one  of  them  killed  twelve  men  with  its 
blow.'— Geof.  of  Vins.  Itin.  of  King  Richard,  b.  tii.  7.    Eng.  Trans. 

2  In  the  first  member  of  this  sentence,  the  house  is  said  to  be  as  (al  so) 
full  of  gygges,  &c.,  which  would  require  a  corresponding  member,  begin- 
ning, also,  with  as,  to  complete  the  sense;  but  it  does  not  follow.  [Al  a> 
ul  merely  means  *  very  full,',  and  the  idiom  is  common,  though  also  is 
commonly  written  as  or  als.  We  find  at  writhe,  i.e.  as  quickly  as  possible, 
very  quickly,  and  the  like.— W.  VV.  S.] 
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And  be  nyght  echoon  unshette, 
Ne  porter  ther  is  noon  to  lette 
No  maner  tydynges  in  to  pace ; 
Ne  never  rest  is  in  that  place. 
That  hit  nys  filde  foil  of  tydynges, 
Other  loude  or  of  wisperynges; 
And  over  alle  the  houses  angles, 
Ys  ftd  of  rounynges  and  of  jangles, 
Of  werres,  of  pes,  of  manages, 
Of  restes,  of  labour,  of  viages, 
Of  abood,  of  deeth,  of  lyfe, 
Of  love,  of  hate,  acorde,  of  stryfe, 
Of  loos,  of  lore,  and  of  wynnynges, 
Of  hele,  of  sekenesse,  of  bUdynges, 
Of  faire  wyndes,  of  tempestes, 
Of  qwalme  of  folke,  and  eke  of  bestes; 
Of  dyvers  transmutaciouns, 
Of  estates  and  eke  of  regiouns; 
Of  trust,  of  drede,  of  jelousye, 
Of  witte,  of  wynnynge,  of  folye; 
Of  plente,  and  of  grete  famyne, 
Of  chepe,  of  derthe,  and  of  ruyne; 
Of  good  or  mysgovernement, 
Of  fire,  and  of  dyvers  accident.1 


1  This  description  is  a  gothic  amplification  of  that  in  Ovid  ? — 

*  Orbe  locus  medins  est  inter  terrasqne  fretumque 
CkBlestesqne  plagas,  triplicis  conflnia  mundi ; 
Unde  quod  est  usquam,  quamvis  regionibus  absit, 
4  Inspicitnr ;  penetratque  cavas  vox  omnis  ad  aures. 

Fama  tenet,  summaque  domum  sibi  legit  in  arce : 
Innumerosque  aditus,  ac  mille  foramina  teotis 
Addidit ;  et  nullis  inclusit  limina  portis. 
Nocte,  dieque  patent ;  tota  est  ex  aure  sonanti: 
Tota  fremit :  vocesqne  refert :  iteratqtie  quod  audit. 
Nulla  quies  intus,  nullaque  silentia  parte. 
Kec  tamen  est  clamor,  sed  parvae  murmura  vocis: 
Qualia  de  pelagi,  si  quis  procnl  audiat,  undis 
Esse  solent :  qualemve  sonum,  cum  Jupiter  acras 
Increpuit  nubes,  extrema  tonitrua  reddunt. 
Atria  turba  tenent:  veniunt  leve  vulgus,  euntque 
Mista  cum  veris  p^issim  commenta  vagantur. 
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And  loo,  thys  hous  of  which  I  write, 
Syker  be  ye,  hit  nas  not  ly  te ; 
For  hit  was  sixty  myle  of  lengthe, 
Alle  was  the  tymber  of  no  strengthe ; 
Tet  hit  is  founded  to  endure, 
While  that  hit  lyst  to  Aventure, 
That  is  the  moder  of  tydynges. 
As  the  see  of  welles  and  sprynges;        * 
And  hyt  was  shapen  lyke  a  cage. 

'  Certys,'  quod  I,  '  in  al  myne  age, 
JTe  saugh  I  suche  an  hous  as  this.' 
And  as  I  wondred  me,  ywis, 
Upon  this  hous,  tho  war  was  I, 
How  that  myn  egle,  faste  by, 
Was  perched  hye  upon  a  stoon; 
And  I  gan  streighte  to  hym  goon, 
And  seyde  thus : — i  I  preye  the 
That  thou  a  while  abide  me 
For  goddes  love,  and  lete  me  seen 
What  wondres  in  this  place  been; 
For  yit  paraunture  I  may  lere 
Somme  good  thereon,  or  sum  what  here 
That  leef  me  were,  or  that  I  went.' 

1  Petre ! x  that  is  myn  entent/ 
Quod  he  to  me;  'therfore  I  dwelle; 
But  certeyn  oon  thyng  I  the  telle, 
That,  but  I  bringe  the  therinne, 
Ne  shalt  thou  never  kunne  gynne 
To  come  into  hyt,  out  of  doute, 
So  faste  hit  whirleth,  lo,  aboute. 


MiDla  rnmonun :  confosaque  verba  volutant. 
£  quibua  hi  racuas  implent  sermonibus  auras  t 
Hi  narrata  ferunt  alio :  mensuraque  ficti 
Cresoit ;  et  auditis  aliquid  novus  actyicit  aactor. 
Illic  Credulitas,  illio  temerarius  Error 
Vanaque  Letitia  est,  consternatique  timorea, 
Beditioque  repens,  dubioque  auctore  Susurri.' 

Metam.  zii.  3* 
1  See  ante,  p.  488,  note  4. 
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But  si  the  that  Jovys,  of  his  grace, 
As  I  have  seyde,  wol  the  solace, 
Fynally  with  these  thinges, 
Unkouthe  syghtes  and  tydynges, 
To  passe  with  thyn  hevynesse, 
Soch  routhe  hath  he  of  thy  distresse, 
That  thou  suffrest  debonairly, 
And  wost  they  self  en  outterly, 
Disesperat  of  alle  blys, 
Syth  that  fortune  hath  made  amys 
lie  frot  of  al  thyn  hertes  reste 
Languissh  and  eke  in  poynt  to  breste, — * 
But  he  thorugh  hys  myghty  merite, 
Wol  do  thee  ese,  al  be  hyt  lyte, 
And  yaf  in  expresse  commaundement, 
To  whiche  I  am  obedient, 
To  further  thee  with  al  my  myghte, 
And  wisse  and  teche  the  aryghte, 
Where  thou  maist  most  tydynges  here, 
Shaltow  here  anoon  many  oon  lere.' 
With  this  worde  he  ryght  anoon, 
Hent  me  up  bytwexe  his  tone, 
And  at  a  wyndowe  yn  me  broght,  • 

That  in  his  hous  was,  as  me  thought; 
And  therwithalle  me  thought  hit  stent, 
And  nothinge  hyt  aboute  went; 
And  me  set  in  the  flore  adoun. 
But  whiche  a  congregacioun 
Of  folke,  as  I  saugh  rome  aboute, 
Some  withinne  and  some  withoute, 
Nas  never  seen,  ne  shal  ben  efte, 
That,  certys,  in  the  worlde  nys  lefte, 
So  many  formed  be  Nature, 
Ne  dede  so  many  a  creature, 

1  There  appears  to  be  here  some  allusion  to  the  poet's  persona] 
history.  Or  it  may  be  only  the  conventional  expression  of  despair 
for  the  nntindness  of  his  mistress,  which  is  part  of  every  poet's  stock- 
in-trade. 
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That  wel  unnethe  in  that  place 
Hadde  I  a  fote  brede  of  space. 
And  every  wight  that  I  saugh  there, 
Rouned  everich  in  otheres  ere, 
A  newe  tydynge  prevely, 
Or  elles  tolde  alle  openly 
Ryght  thus,  and  seyde,  '  Nost  not  thou 
That  ys  betydde,  lo,  righte  now.'1 
'  No,'  quod  he,  '  Telle  me  what' 
And  than  he  tolde  hym  this  and  that, 
And  swor  therto  that  hit  was  sothe, 
' Thus  hath  he  seyde,'  and  'Thus  he  dothe,' 
And  'Thus  shal  hit  be,'  and  '  Thus  herde  I  seye,' 
4  That  shal  be  founde,  that  dare  I  leye.' 
That  alle  the  folke  that  ys  a  lyve, 
Ne  han  the  kunnynge  to  discryve, 
Tho  thynges  that  I  herde  there, 
What  aloude,  and  what  in  ere. 
But  al  the  wonder  most  was  this: — 
Whanne  oon  had  herd  a  thinge,  y wis, 
He  come  forther  to  another  wighte, 
And  gan  him  tellen  anon  ryght, 
The  same  thynge  that  him  was  tolde, 
Or  hyt  a  forlonge  way  was  olde, 
And  gan  sommewhat  for  to  eche 
To  this  tydynge  in  his  speche, 
More  than  hit  ever  was. 
And  nat  so  sone  departed  nas 
That  he  fro  him  than  he  ne  mette. 
With  the  thrid ;  and,  or  he  lette 
Any  stownde,  he  told  hym  als; 
Were  the  tydynge  sothe  or  fals, 
Yit  wolde  he  telle  hyt  natheles, 
And  evermo  with  more  encres, 
Than  yt  was  erst.     Thus  north  and  southe, 
Went  every  mothe1  fro  mouthe  to  mouthe, 

1  For  mothe  the  printed  editions  read  tidinge.    Mothe  may  possibly 
mean  myth,  or  fable. 
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And  that  enoresing  evermoo, 
As  fire  ys  wont  to  quyk  and  goo 
From  a  sparke  spronge  amys, 
Til  alle  a  citee  brent  up  ys. 

And  whan  that  was  fid  yspronge, 
And  woxen  more  on  every  tonge 
Thyn  ever  hit  was,  and  went  anoon 
Up  to  a  wyndowe  out  to  goon, 
Or  but  hit  myghte  oute  there  pace, 
Hyt  gan  oute  crepe  at  somme  crevace, 
And  flygh  forthe  faste  for  the  nones. 

And  somtyme  saugh  I  thoo,  at  ones 
A  lesyng  and  a  sadde  sothe  sawe, 
That  gonne  of  aventure  thrawe, 
Oute  to  a  wyndowe  for  to  pace ; 
And,  when  they  metten  in  that  place, 
They  were  acheked  bothe  two, 
And  ney  ther  of  hem  most  oute  goo ; 
For  other  so  they  gonne  crowde, 
Til  eche  of  hem  gan  crien  lowde, 
'  Lat  me  go  first  P — '  Nay,  but  let  me  1 
And  here  I  wol  ensuren  the 
Wyth  vowes  that  thou  wolt  do  so, 
That  I  shal  never  fro  the  go, 
But  be  thyn  owne  sworen  brother!1 
We  wil  medle  us  eche  with  other, 
That  no  man,  be  they  never  so  wrothe, 
Shal  han  on  or  two,  but  bothe 
At  ones,  as  beside  his  leve, 
Come  we  a  morwe  or  on  eve, 
Be  we  cried  or  stille  yrowned.' 
Thus  saugh  I  fals  and  sothe,  compowned, 
Togeder  fie  for  oo  tydynge. 

Thus  oute  at  holes  gunne  wringe 
Every  tydynge  streight  to  Fame; 
And  she  gan  yeve  eche  hys  name, 


1  See  vol.  i.  p.  144,  note  1. 
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After  hir  disposicioun, 

And  yaf  hem  eke  daracioun, 

Some  to  wexe  and  wane  sone, 

As  dothe  the  faire  white  mone, 

And  lete  hem  goon.     Ther  myght  I  seen 

Winged  wondres  faste  fleen, 

Twenty  thousand  in  a  route, 

As  Eolus  hem  tlewe  aboute. 

And,  lord !  this  hous  in  alle  tymes 
Was  ful  of  shipmen  and  pilgrimes, 
With  scrippes  bret-ful1  of  lesyng3, 
Entremedled  with  tydynges, 
And  eke  allone  be  hemselve. 
O,  many  thousand  tymes  twelve 
Saugh  I  eke  of  these  pardonerea, 
Currours,  and  eke  messangeres, 
With  boystes  crammed  ful  of  lyes, 
As  ever  vessell  was  with  lyes.* 
And  as  I  alther-fastest  went 
Aboute,  and  did  al  myn  entent, 
Me  for  to  pleyen  and  for  to  lere, 
And  eke  a  tydynge  for  to  here, 
That  I  had  herd  of  somme  centre 
That  shal  not  now  be  tolde  for  me; 
For  hit  no  nede  is,  redely; 
Folke  kan  synge  hit  bet  than  I. 
For  alle  mote  oute  other  late  or  rathe, 
Alle  the  sheves  in  the  lathe.* 

I  herde  a  grete  noyse  withalle 
In  a  corner  of  the  halle, 
Ther  men  of  love  tydynges  tolde, 
And  I  gan  thiderwarde  beholde; 


1  See  vol.  i.  p.  105,  note  4. 

3  Lyes  appears  in  this  place  to  mean  lees,  or  perhaps  lye,  potash. 

s  A  metaphor  from  the  labours  of  the  husbandman.  Every  piece 
of  news  must,  sooner  or  later,  come  to  light,  even  as  every  sheaf  in 
the  barn  [lathe,  still  in  use  in  the  north  of  England],  must,  in  its 
turn,  be  taken  out  and  threshed. 
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For  I  saugh  rennynge  every  wighte, 
As  faste  as  that  they  hadden  myghte; 
And  everyone  cried,  '  What  thing  is  that? 
And  somme  sayde  '  I  not  never  what.' 
And  whan  they  were  alle  on  an  hepe, 
Tho  behynde  begunne  up  lepe, 
And  clamben  up  on  other  faste, 
And  up  the  noyse  on  highen  kaste, 
And  troden  faste  on  otheres  heles, 
And  stampen,  as  men  doon  after  eles.1 

Atte  last  I  saugh  a  man, 
Whiche  that  I  nat,  ne  kan, 
But  he  semed  for  to  be 
A  man  of  grete  auctorite. 

And  therewithalle  I  abrayde 
Out  of  my  sleepe,  halfe  afraide; 
Remembring  well  what  I  had  sene, 
And  how  hye  and  fer  I  hadde  bene 
In  my  goste ;  and  had  grete  womjer 
Of  that  the  god  of  thonder 
Hadde  lete  me  knowen;  and  gan  to  write 
Like  as  ye  have  herde  me  endite. 
Wherefore  to  study  and  rede  alway, 
I  purpose  to  do  day  by  day. 

Thus  in  dreming  and  in  game, 
Endeth  this  lytel  booke  of  Fame. 

HEBE  ENDETH  THE  BOOKE  OF  FAME. 


1  This  ludicrous  simile,  of  a  man  endeavouring  to  secure  a  number  of 
Hve  eels  by  stamping  upon  them,  is  quite  in  the  style  of  Hudibraa. 


END  OF  VOL.   II, 
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